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By  Thomas   May  Efq; 


Vol.  VII. 


THOMAS  MAY  was  the  Son  of  Sir  Thomas 
May  fl/Suflex  ;    he  was  born  in    1595,   educated 
at  Cambridge,    and  afterwards  countenanced  at 
Court ;    but   lofing  the  Place  of  Poet  Laureat,   which  he 
Jiood  Competitor  for  with  Sir  William  Davenant,  he  <?rew 
difcontented,  and  ever  after  wrote  againft  the  King.    Be- 
Jides  his  Tranfation  of  Lucan'j  Pharfalia,  he  made  a  Latin 
Supplement  to  that  Poem,  which  brought  it  down  to  the 
Death  of  Julius  Caefar,  by  which  he  got  great  Reputation. 
He  tranfiated  VirgiVs  Geovgicks,  and  printed  them  with 
large  Annotations  in   1622.      He  wrote  alfo  a  Hi/lory  of 
Henry  the  Second,  in  Verfe  ;  and  the  Hijlory  of  the  Civil 
Wars,  in  Profe.     He  died  fuddenly  in  1652,  in  the  $jth 
Year  of  his   Age,    was   buried  on   the  Weft  fide   of  the 
North  IJle  of  Weftminfter-^^9/,   and  had  a  Monwnent 
placed  over  him  by  the  Parliament,  who  had  made  him 
their  Hijioriographer ;    but  at  the  ReJIoration   his  Monu- 
ment was  defrayed,  and  his  Body  removed.     The  follow- 
ing Infcription  was  made  upon  him  by  one  of  the  Cavalier 
Party,  which  he  had  abused  : 

Adfta,  Viator,  &  Poetam  legas 
Lucani  interpretem, 
Quern  ita  feliciter  Anglicanum  fecerat, 
Ut  Mayus  fimul  &  Lucanus  videretur, 
Et  fane  credas  Metempfuchofin  : 
Nam  uterque  ingratus  Principis  fui  Proditor.; 
Hie  Neronis  Tyranni,  ille  Caroli  Regum  optimi, 
At  fata  plane  diverfa  ; 
Lucanwn  enim  ante  obi  turn  pceni  ten  tern  legis, 
Mayus  vero  repentina  morte  occubuit, 

Ne  for  {an  pceni  teret. 
Parliamenti  Rebellis  tarn  pertinax  adftipulator, 
Ut  Mufarum,  qaas  olim  religiofe  coluerat, 
Sacrilegus  Hoftis  evaierit  : 

Attafnen 


Attamen  fingendi  artem  non  penitus  amifit, 
Nam  gefta  eorum  fcripfit  &  typis  mandavit 
In  profa  mendax  Poeta. 
Inter  tot  Heroas  Poetarum,  Nobiliumque, 
Quod  tarn  indigni  fepeliantur  Cineres, 
Videntur  flere  Marmora. 
Nee  tamen  mirere  eum  hie  Rebelles  pofuifle, 
Qui  tot  facras  JEdes,  &  Dei  delubra, 
Equis  fecere  flabula. 


His  Plays  are,  Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt  ;  Antigone, 
the  Theban  Princefs  ;  Agrippina,  Emprefs  of  Rome  ; 
Tragedies :  and  the  two  following  Comedies. 
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To  my  Honoured  Friend,  Matter  Thomas 
Mayy  upon  his  Comedy,  The  Heir. 

THE  Heir  being  born,  was  in  his  tender  Age 
Rocked  in  the  Cradle  of  a  private  Stage, 
Where  lifted  up  by  many  a  willing  Hand, 
The  Child  did  from  the  fir  ft  Day  fairly  ft  and  ; 
Since  having  gather  d  Strength,  he  dares  prefer 
His  Steps  into  the  publick  theater, 
The  World :   Where  he  defpairs  not   but  to  find 
A  Doom  from  Men  more  able,  not  lefs  kind. 

I  but  his  TJJher  a?n,  yet  if  my  Word 
May  pafs,  I  dare  be  bound  he  will  afford 
Things  muft  deferve  a  welcome,  if  well  known, 
Such  as  beft  Writers  would  have  wiJF  d  their  own. 

Tgu  Jhall.obferve  his  Words  in  order  meet, 
And  fofily  ftealing  on  with  equal  Feet, 
Slide  into  even  Numbers,  with  fitch  grace, 
As  each  Word  had  been  moulded  for  that  place. 

You  Jh all  perceive  an  amorous  PaJJion,  fpun 
Into  fo  fmooth  a  Web,  as  had  the  Sun 
When  he  purfud  the  fwiftly-fiying  Maid, 
Courted  her  in  fuch  Language,  Jhe  had  ft  aid; 
A  Love  fo  well  expreft  muft  be  the  fame, 
The  Author  felt  him/elf  from  his  fair  Flame. 

The  whole  Plot  doth  alike  itfelf  difclofe 
Through  the  five  Acls,  as  doth  a  Lock,  that  goes 
With  Letters,  for  till  every  one  be  known, 
The  Lock's  as  faft  as  if  you  had  found  none. 
And  where  his  fportive  Mufe  doth  dravj  a  Thread 
Of  Mirth,  chafte  Matrons  may  not  blujh  to  read. 

Thus  have  1  thought  it  fitter  to  reveal 
My  want  of  Art  (dear  Frtind)  than  to  conceal 
My  Love.     It  did  appear  I  did  not  mean 
So  to  commend  thy  well-wrought  Comic-Scene, 
As  Men  might  judge  my  Aim  rather  to  be, 
To  gain  praife  to  my  felf  than  give  it  thee  ; 

Though 


though  I  can  give  thee  none,  but  what  thou  haft 
Deferv^d,  and  what  muft  my  faint  Breath  out-laft. 

Tet  was  this  Garment  (though  1  Jkill-Iefs  be 
To  take  thy  Meafure)   only  made  for  thee  ; 
And  if  it  prove  too  fcant,   ytis  \aufe  the  Stuff 
Nature  allowed  me  was  not  large  enough. 

Thomas  Carew. 
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The  Names  of  the  A£tors, 


V1RRO,  an  old  rich  Count. 
Poly  metes,  an  old  Lord, 
Eugenio,  his  fon. 
Leucothoe,  his  daughter. 
Rofcio,  his  man. 
Euphues,  another  Lord. 
Phi  lodes,  his  fon. 

Clerimont,  a  gentleman,  friend  to  Philocles. 
Franklin,  an  old  rich  gentleman, 
Lucy,  his  daughter. 
Francifco,  a  young  man. 
Shallow,  a  foolifh  gentleman. 
Nicanor,  a  courtier. 
Matho,  a  lawyer. 
Pfecas,  a  waiting  gentlewoman.* 
A  Parfon. 
A  Sumner. 

A  Conftable  and  Watch. 
Servants. 
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JUdicious  Fri-ends,  If  what  Jball  here  he  feen 
May  tajle  your  Senfe,  or  ope  your  tickled  Spleen  ; 
Our  Author  has  his  Wijh,  he  does  not  mean 
To  rub  your  Galls  with  a  fatyrick  Scene  ; 
Nor  toil  your  Brains,  to  find  the  fuftian  Senji 
Of  thofe  poor  Lines,  that  cannot  recompenfe 
7 'he  Pains  of  Study  :    Comedy's  foft  Strain 
Should  not  perplex,  but  recreate  the  Brain  ; 
His  Strain  is  fuch,  he  hopes  it,  but  refers 
That  to  the  Tafte  of  your  judicious  Ears, 
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A&us  primus, 

Enter  Polymetes,  Rofcfo* 

OS  CIO. 
Rof  My  Lord. 

PoL  Hail  thou  divulg'd  the  M  ate 
That  my  fon  died  at  Athens  ? 

Rof  Yes,  my  Lord. 
With  every  circumflance,  the  tiring 
the  place, 

And  manner  of  his  death  ;    that  'tis  belie v'd, 
And  told  for  news  with  as  much  confidence 
As  if  'twere  writ  in  Gallo-belgicus. 

PoL  That's  well,  that's  very  well ;  now,  Rofcio* 
Follows  my  part,  I  mufl  exprefs  a  grief 
Not  ufual,  not  like  a  well-left  heir 
For  his  dead  father,  or  a  lufly  widow 
For  her  old  hufband,  mufl  I  counterfeit  j 
But  in  a  deeper,  a  far  deeper  flrain, 
Weep  like  a  father  for  his  only  fon. 
Is  not  that  hard  to  do,  ha !  Rofcio  ? 

A  4  Rof. 


8  The  H  EI  R. 

Rof  Oh  no,  my  Lord, 
Not  for  your  fkill ;  has  not  your  lordfhip  feen 
A  player  perfoliate  Hieronimo  ? 

PoL  By  th'  mafs  'tis  true,  I  have  feen  the  knave  paint 
grief 
In  fuch  a  lively  colour,  that  for  falfe 
And  afted  paffion  he  has  drawn  true  tears 
From  the  fpe&ators.     Ladies  in  the  boxes 
Kept  time  with  iighs  and  tears  to  his  fad  accents, 
As  he  had  truly  been  the  man  he  feenrd. 
Well  then,   I'll  ne'er  defpair  ;  but  tell  me  thou> 
Thou  that  halt  ftill  been  privy  to  my  bofom, 
How  will  this  project  take  ? 

Rof  Rarely,  my  Lord  ; 
Even  now  methinks,  I  fee  your  lordfhip' s  houfe 
Haunted  with  fuitors  of  the  nobleft  rank, 
And  my  young  lady,  your  fuppofed  heir, 
Tir'd  more  with  wooing  than  the  Grecian  queen 
In  the  long  abfence  of  her  wandring  lord. 
There's  not  a  ruinous  nobility 
In  all  this  kingdom,  but  conceives  a  hope 
Now  to  rebuild  his  fortunes  on  this  match. 

PoL  Thofe  are  not  they  I  look  for  ;  no,  my  nets 
Are  fpread  for  other  game,  the  rich  and  greedy, 
Thofe  that  have  wealth  enough,  yet  gape  for  more, 
They  are  for  me. 

Rof  Others  will  come,  my  Lord, 
All  forts  of  fifh  will  prefs  upon  your  nets ; 
Then  in  your  lordfhip's  wifdom  it  muft  lie 
To  cull  the  great  ones,  and  reject  the  fry. 

PoL  Nay,  fear  not  that,  there's  none  ihall  have  accefs 
To  fee  my  daughter,  or  to  fpeak  to  her, 
But  fuch  as  I  approve,  and  aim  to  catch. 

Rof.  The  jeft  will  be,  my  Lord,  when  you  mall  fee 
How  your  afpiring  fuitors  will  put  on 
The  face  of  greatnefs,  and  belye  their  fortunes, 
Confume  themfelves  in  fhew,  wafting  like  merchants 
Their  prefent  wealth  in  rigging  a  fair  ihip 
For  fome  ill-ventur'd  voyage,  that  undoes  'em. 
Here  comes  a  youth  with  letters  from  the  court, 
Bought  of  fome  favourite  at  fuch  a  price, 

As 
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As  will  for  ever  fink  him ;  yet  alas 

All's  to  no  purpofe,  he  mult  lofe  the  prize. 

Pol.  'Twill  feed  me  fat  with  fport  that  it  ftiall  make,    ! 
Befides  the  large  adventures  it  brings  home 
Unto  my  daughter.     How  now !  [Enter  Servant'. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  Count  Virro  is  come  to  fee  you. 

Pol.  Conduct  him  in.     So,  fo,  it  takes  already. 
See,  Rofcio,  fee,  this  is  the  very  man 
My  project  aim'd  at,  the  rich  Count  that  knows 
No  end  of  his  large  wealth,  yet  gapes  for  more. 
There  was  no  other  loadilone  could  attract 
His  iron  heart ;  for  could  beauty  have  mov'd  him, 
Nature  has  been  no  niggard  to  my  girl. 
But  I  muft  to  my  grief,  here  comes  the  Count, 

Enter  Count  Virro, 

Vir.  Is  your  Lord  afleep  ? 

Rof  No,  Sir, 
I  think  not.     My  Lord,  Count  Virro ! 

Vir.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

PoL  I  do  intreat  your  lordfhip  pardon  me ;  grief  and 
fome  want  of  fleep  have  made  me  at  this  time  unmannerly, 
not  fit  to  entertain  guefts  of  your  worth. 

Vir.  Alas,  Sir,  1  know  your  grief. 

Rof.  'Twas  that  that  fetch'dyou  hither.  \dfide* 

Vir.  Y'have  loft  a  worthy  and  a  hopeful  fon ; 
But  heaven  that  always  gives,  will  fometimes  take. 
And  that  the  heft.     There  is  no  balfam  left  us 
To  cure  iuch  wounds  as  thefe,  but  patience  ; 
There  is  no  difputing  with  the  acts  of  heaven ; 
But  if  there  were,  in  what  could  you  accufe 
Thofe  powers  that  elfe  have  been  fo  liberal  to  you, 
And  left  you  yet  one  comfort  in  your  age, 
A' fair  and  virtuous  daughter  ? 

Rof.  Now  it  begins.  [Jfde. 

Vir.  Your  blood  is  not  extinct,  nor  your  age  childlefs, 
From  that  fair  branch  that's  left  may  come  much  fruit, 
To  glad  pofterity  ;  think  on  that,  my  Lord. 

PoL  Nay,  heaven  forbid  I  fhould  repine  at  what  the 
justice  of  thofe  Powers  ordain;  it  has  pleas'd  them  to  con- 
line  my  care  only  to  one,  and  to  fee  her  well  beftow'd 
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is  all  the  comfort  I  now  muft  look  for  ;  but  if  it  had 
pleas'd  heaven  that  my  fon,  ah  my  Eugenio ! — [He  weeps. 

Vir.  Alas,  good  gentleman ! 

Rof.  'Fore  heaven  he  does  it  rarely. 

Vir.  But,  Sir,  remember  your  felf,  remember  your 
daughter,  let  not  your  grief  for  the  dead  make  you  forget 
the  living,  whofe  hopes  and  fortunes  depend  upon  your 
fafety. 

Pol.  Oh  my  good  Lord,  you  never  had  a  fon. 

Rof.  Unlefs  they  were  baftards,  and  for  them  no  doubt 
but  he  has  done  as  other  lords  do.  [djide. 

Pol.  And  therefore  cannot  tell  what  'tis  to  lofe  a  fon,  a 
good  fon,  and  an  only  fon. 

Vir.  I  would,  my  Lord,  I  could  as  well  redrefs, 
As  I  can  take  companion  of  your  grief, 
You  fhould  foon  find  an  eafe. 

Pol.  Pray  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  if  I  forget  my  felf 
toward  you  at  this  time  ;  if  it  pleafe  you  vifit  my  houfe 
ofter,  you  mail  be  welcome. 

Vir.  You  would  fain  fleep,  my  lord,  I'll  take  my  leave ; 
heaven  fend  you  comfort,  I  fhall  make  bold  fhortly  to 
vifit  you. 

Pol.  You  fhall  be  wondrous  welcome, 
Wait  on  my  Lord  out  there.  [Exit  Virro. 

So,  now  he's  gone  ;  how  thinkeft  thou,  Rofcio, 
Will  not  this  gudgeon  bite  ? 

Rof.  No  doubt,  my  Lord, 
So  fair  a  bait  would  catch  a  cunning  fiffi. 

Pol.  And  fuch  a  one  is  he ;  he  ever  lov'd 
The  beauty  of  my  girl,  but  that's  not  it 
Can  draw  the  earth-bred  thoughts  of  his  grofs  foul. 
Gold  is  the  God  of  his  idolatry, 
With  hope  of  which  I'll 'feed  him,  till  at  length' 
I  make  him  fallen,  and  Ixion-like. 
For  his  lov'd  Juno  grafp  an  empty  cloud. 

Rof.  How  ftands  my  young  lady  afTe&ed  to  him  ? 

Pol.  There's  all  the  difficulty,  we  mull  win  her  to 
Jove  him  ;  I  doubt  the  peeviih  girl  will  think  him  too  old, 
he's  well  near  fifty.  In  this  bufinefs  I  muft  leave  fome- 
what  to  thy  v.kandcaie,  paife  him  beyond  all  mea- 
fure. 
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Rof.  Your  lordftiip  ever  found  me  trufty. 

Pol,  If  thou  effecl  it,  I  will  make  thee  happy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  PbilocleSy  Clerimont. 

Phil.  Eugenio's  filler  then  is  the  rich  heir 
By  his  deceafe  ? 

C/er.  Yes,  and  the  fair  one  too ; 
She  needs  no  glofs  that  fortune  can  fet  on  her, 
Her  beauty  of  itfelf  were  prize  enough 
To  make  a  king  turn  beggar  for. 

Phil.  Hoy  day  f 
What  in  love,  Clerimont  ?  I  lay  my  life  'tis  fo, 
Thou  couldft  not  praife  her  with  fuch  paflion  elfe. 

Cler.  I  know  not,  I  flept  well  enough  laft  night  j 
But  if  thou  fa  wit  her  once,  I  would  not  give 
A  farthing  for  thy  life  1  I  tell  thee,  Philocles, 
One  fight  of  her  would  make  thee  cry,  ay  me  ! 
Sigh,  and  look  pale,  methinks  I  do  imagine  . 
How  like  an  idolatrous  lover  thou  wouldft  look 
Through  the  eye-lids,  and  know  nobody. 

Phil.  'Tis  very  well,  but  how  did  yourworfhip  fcape?  "" 
You  have  feen  her. 

Cler.  True,  but  I  have  an  antidote,  and  I  can  teach  it 
thee. 

Phil.  When  I  have  need  on't,  I'll  defire  it. 

Cler.  And  'twill  be  worth  thy  learning,  when  thou 
fhaltfee  the  tyranny  of  that  fame  fcurvy  boy,  and  what 
fools  he  makes  of  us ;  fhall  I  defcribe  the  beaft  ? 

Phil.  What  beaft? 

Cler.  A  lover. 

Phil.  Do, 

Cler.  Then  to  be  brief,  I  will  pafs  over  the  opinion  of 
your  ancient  fathers,  as  likewife  thofe  ftrange  loves  fpo- 
ken  of  in  the  authentic  hiftories  of  chivalry,  Amadis  de 
Gaul,  Parifmus,  the  Knight  of  the  fun,  or  the  witty 
knight  Don  Quixote  de  la  Mancha,  where  thofe  brave 
men  whom  neither  enchantments,  giants,  wind-mills,  nor 
flocks  of  fheep  could  vanquifh,  are  made  the  trophies  of 
triumphing  love. 

Phil.  Prithee  come  to  the  matter, 
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Cler.  Neither  will  I  mention  the  complaints  of  Sir  Guy 
for  the  fair  Phelis,  nor  the  travels  of  Parifmus  for  the  love 
of  the  beauteous  Laurana ;  nor  laftly,  the  moll  fad  penance 
of  the  ingenious  knight  Don  Quixote  upon  the  mountains 
of  Sienna  Morenna,  moved  by  the  unjuft  difdain  of  the 
Lady  Dulcir.ia  del  Tobofo.  As  for  our  modern  authors,  I 
will  not  fo  much  as  name  them,  no  not  that  excellent' 
treatife  of  Tully's  love,  written  by  the  mailer  of  art. 

Phil.  I  would  thou  would'il  pafs  over  this  palling  over 
of  authors,  and  fpeak  thine  own  judgment. 

Cler,  Why  then  to  be  brief,  I  think  a  lover  looks 
like  anafs. 

Phil.  I  Can  defcribe  him  better  than  fo  my  felf,  he 
looks  like  a  man  that  had  fitten  up  at  cards  all  night,  or  a 
Hale  drunkard  waken'd  in  the  midll  of  his  fleep. 

Cler.  But,  Philocles,  I  would  not  have  thee  fee  this 
lady,  Ihe  has  a  bewitching  look. 

Phil.  How  dar'il  thou  venture,  man  ?  What  flrange 
medicine  hall  thou  found?  Ovid  ne'er  taught  it  thte  :  I 
doubt  I  guefs  thy  remedy  for  love,  go  to  a  bawdy-houfe, 
or  {o9  is  it  not  ? 

Cler.  Faith,  and  that's  a  good  way,  I  cm  tell  you ;  we 
younger  brothers  are  beholden  to  it:  Alas,  we  mull  not 
fall  in  love,  and  chufe  whom  we  like  beft,  we  have  no 
jointures  for  them,  as  you  blell  heirs  can  have. 

Phil.  Well,  I  have  found  you,  Sir,  and  prithee  tell  me, 
how  get' 11  thou  wenches  ? 

Cler.  Why  I  can  want  no  panders,  I  lie  in  the  confta- 
ble's  houfe. 

Phil.  And  there  ycu  may  whore  by  authority. 
But,  Clerimont,  I  doubt  this  paragon 
That  thou  fo  praifell,  is  fome  ill-favoured  wench 
Whom  thou  would'll  haVe  me  laught  at  for  commend'ng. 

Cler.  Believe  it,  I  fpoke  inearneit,  trull  your  eyes, 
I'll  Ihew  you  her. 

Phil.  How  canll  thou  do  it  ? 
Thou  know'll  this  lady's  father  is  to  mine 
A  deadly  enemy,  nor  is  his  houfe 
Open  to  any  of  our  kindred. 

Cler.  That's  no  matter, 
My  lodging's  the  next  door  to  this  lord's  houfe, 

And 
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And  my  back  window  looks  into  his  garden ; 
There  every  morning  fair  Leucothoe 
(For  fo  I  hear  her  nam'd)  walking  alone, 
To  pleafe  her  fenfes,  makes  Aurora  blulh, 
To  fee  one  brighter  than  her  felf  appear. 

Phil.  Well,  I  will  fee  her  then.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Franklin,  Francifco,  Lucy  gravida. 

Franc.  Yet  for  her  fake  be  advifed  better,  Sir. 

Frank.  Impudent  rafcal,  can'ft  look  me  i'  th'  face,  and 
know  how  thou  haft  wrcng'd  me  ?  Thou  haft  diihonoured 
my  daughter,  made  a  whore  of  her. 

Franc.  Gentle  Sir, 
The  wrong  my  love  has  made  to  your  fair  daughter 
'Tis  now  too  late  to  wifh  undone  again; 
But  if  you  pleafe,  it  may  be  yet  clos'd  up 
Without  dishonour,  I  will  marry  her. 

Frank.  Marry  her,  fhe  has  a  hot  catch  of  that ;  marry 
3  beggar !  What  jointure  canft  thou  make  her  r 

Franc.  Sir,  I  am  poor,  I  muft  confefs, 
Fortune  has  bleft  you  better;  but  I  fwear 
By  all  things  that  can  bind,  'twas  not  your  wealth 
Was  the  foundation  of  my  true-built  love, 
It  was  her  iingle  uncompounded  felf, 
Her  felf  without  addition  that  I  lov'd, 
Which  lhall  for  ever  in  my  fight  outweigh 
All  other  women's  fortunes,  and  themfelves  ; 
And  were  I  great,  as  great  as  I  could  wifri 
My  felf  for  her  advancement,  no  fuch  bar 
As  fortune's  inequality  mould  ftand 
Betwixt  our  loves. 

Lucy.  Good  father,  hear  me. 

Frank.  Doll  thou  not  blufh  to  call  me  father,  {trumpet  [ 
I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

Lucy.  But  hear  me,  Sir,  my  fliame  will  be  your  own. 

Frank.  No  more,  I  fay  ;  Francifco,  leave  my  houfe,  I 
charge  you  come  not  here. 

Franc.  1  muft  obey,  and  will ;  dear  Lucy  beconftant. 

Lucy.  Till  death.  [Exit  Francifco. 

Frank.  Here's  a  fine  wedding  towards ! 
The  bridegroom  when  he  comes  for  his  bride, 

Shall 
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Shall  find  her  great  with  child  by  another  man ! 
Paffion-a-me,  minion,  how  have  you  hid  it  fo  long  > 

Lucy.  Fearing  your  anger,  Sir,  Iftrove  to  hide  it. 

Frank.  Hide  it  one  day  more  then,  or  be  damn'd. 
Hide  it  till  Shallow  be  married  to  thee, 
And  then  let  him  do  his  worft. 

Lucy.  Sir,  I  ihould  too  much  wrong  him. 

Frank.  Wrong  him,  there  be  great  ladies  have  done 
the  like,  'tis  no  news  to  fee  a  bride  with  child. 

Lucy.  Good  Sir. 

Frank.  Then  be  wife,  lay  the  child  to  him,  he's  a  rich 
man,  t'other's  a  beggar. 

Lucy.  I  dare  not,  Sir. 

Frank.  Do  it  I  fay,  and  he  fhall  father  it. 

Lucy.  He  knows  he  never  touch'd  me,  Sir. 

Frank.  That's  ail  one,  lay  it  to  him,  we'll  out-face 
him  'tis  his:  but  heark,  he  is  coming,  I  hear  the  mulick, 
fwear  thou  wilt  do  thy  berl:  to  make  him  think  'tis  his, 
only  for  this  time,  fwear  quickly. 

Lucy.  I  do. 

Frank.  Go  ftep  afide,  and  come  when  thy  cue  is,  thou 
flialt  hear  us  talk.  [Lucy  afide'. 

Enter  Shallow  with  Mufick. 

Shal.  Morrow,   father. 

Fj ank.  Son  bridegroom,  welcome;  you  have  been 
look'd  for  here. 

Shal.  My  taylor  a  little  difappointed  me,  but  is  my 
bride  ready  ? 

Frank.  Yes,  long  ago ;  but  you  and  I  will  talk  a  little, 
fend  in  your  mufick. 

Shal.  Go  wait  within,  and  tell  me,  father,  did  fhe  not 
think  it  long  till  I  came  ? 

Frank.  I  warrant  her  me  did,  fhe  loves  you  not  a  little. 

Shal.  Nay,  that  I  dare  fwear ;  me  has  given  me  many 
tafles  of  her  affection. 

Frank.  What  before  you  were  married  ? 

Shal.  I  mean,  in  the  way  of  honefty,  father. 
•    Frank,  Nay,  that  I  doubt,  young  wits  love  to  be  try- 
ing, and  to  fay  truth,  I  fee  not  how  a  woman  can  deny 
a  man  of  your  youth  and  perfon  upon  thofe  terms ;  you'll 
not  be  known  on't  now.  Shal. 
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'  Shal.  I  have  kifs'd  her,  or  fo. 

Frank.  Come,  come,  I  know  you  are  no  fool,  I  mould 
think  you  a  very  afs ;  nay,  I  tell  you  plainly,  I  mould  be 
loth  to  marry  my  daughter  to  you,  if  I  thought  you  had 
not  tried  her  in  fo  long  acquaintance ;  but  you  have  tried 
her,  and  fhe  poor  foul  could  not  deny  you. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  he! 

Frank.  Faith,  tell  me  fon,  'tis  but  a  merry  queftion,  fhe's 
yours. 

Shal.  Upon  my  virginity,  father— 

Frank.  Swear  not  by  that,  I'll  ne'er  believe  you. 

Shal.  Why  then,  as  I  am  a  gentleman  I  never  did  it  that 
I  remember. 

Frank.  That  you  remember !  oh  is' t  thereabouts  ? 

Lacy.  He'll  take  it  upon  him  prefently.  [-d/ide. 

Frank.  You  have  been  fo  familiar  with  her,  you  have 
forgot  the  times;  but  did  you  never  come  in  half  fuddled, 
and  then  in  a  kind  humour,  cetera  quis  nefcit. 

Shal.  Indeed  I  was  wont  to  ferve  my  mother's  maids 
fo,  when  I  came  half  fox'd  as  you  faid,  and  then  next 
morning  I  mould  laugh  to  my  felf. 

Frank.  Why  there  it  goes ;  I  thought  to  have  chid  you, 
fon  Shallow,  I  knew  what  you  had  done,  'tis  too  apparent, 
I  would  not  have  people  take  notice  of  it,  pray  God  fhe 
hide  her  great  belly  as  me  goes  to  church  to-day. 

Shal.  Why,  father,  is  fhe  with  child  ? 

Frank.  As  if  you  knew  not  that ;  fie,  fie,  leave  your 
diffembling  now. 

Shal.  Sure  it  cannot  be  mine. 

Frank.  How's  this ;  you  would  not  make  my  daughter 
a  whore,  would  you  ?  This  is  but  to  try  if  you  canfiir  my 
choler ;  you  wits  have  flrange  tricks,  do  things  over  night 
when  you  are  merry,  and  then  deny 'em.  Butitay,  here  ih'e 
comes  alone,  flep  afide,  fhe  mail  not  fee  us .    [Theyflep  ajide. 

Lucy.  Ah  my  dear  Shallow,  thou  need'fl  not  have  made 
Such  hafte,  my  heart  thou  know'fl  was  firm  enough 
To  thee,  but  I  may  blame  my  own  fond  love, 
That  could  not  deny  thee. 

Shal   She's  with  child  indeed,  it  fwells. 

Frank.  You  would  not  believe  me.  'Tis  agood  wench, 
Ihe  does  it  handfomely.  [Jfide. 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  But  yet  I  know  if  thou  had' ft  been  thy  felf,  thou 
woukfft  ne'er  have  ofFer'd  it,  'twas  drink  that  made  thee. 

Shal.  Yes  fure,  I  was  drunk  when  I  did  it,  for  I  had 
forgot  it;  I  lay  my  life  'twill  prove  a  girl,  becaufe  'twas 
got  in  drink. 

Lucy.  I  am  afhamed  to  fee  any  body. 

Frank.  Alas  poor  wretch,  go  comfort  her  :  Lucy ! 

Shal.  Sweet-heart !  nay,  never  be  afhamed,  I  was  a  little 
too  hafty,  but  111  make  thee  amends,  we'll  be  married 
prefently. 

Frank.  Be  cheary,  Lucy ;  you  were  man  and  wife  before, 
it  wanted  but  the  ceremony  of  the  church,  and  that  mall 
be  prefently  done. 

Shal.  Ay,  ay,  fweet-heart,  as  foon  as  may  be. 

Frank.  But  now  I  think  on't,  fon  Shallow,  your  wed- 
ding mull:  not  be  publick,  as  we  intended  it. 

Shal.  Whyfo? 

Frank.  Becaufe  I  would  not  have  people  take  notice  of 
this  fault ;  we'll  go  to  church,  only  we  three,  the  minifter 
and  the  clerk,  that's  witneffes  enough,  fo  the  time  being 
unknown,  people  will  think  you  were  married  before. 

Shal.  But  will  it  Hand  with  my  worfhip  to  be  married 
in  private  ? 

Frank.  Yes,  yes,  the  greateft  do  it,  when  they  have 
been  nibbling  before-hand ;  there  is  no  other  way  to  fave 
your  bride's  credit. 

Shal.  Come  let's  about  it  prefently. 

Frank.  This  is  clos'd  up  beyond  our  wifhes.     [Exeunt. 

Manet  Lucy. 

Lucy.  I  am  undone,  unlefs  thy  wit,  Francifco, 
Can  find  fome  means  to  free  me  from  this  fool. 
Who  would  have  thought  the  fot  could  be  fo  grofs, 
To  take  upon  him  what  he  never  did, 
To  his  own  Ihame  ?  I'll  fend  to  my  Francifco, 
And  I  mull  lofe  no  time,  for  I  am  dead, 
If  notdeliver'd  from  this  loathed  bed. 


Actus 
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Adlus  fecundus.  . 

£»/£/*  Pbilocles,  Clerimont  at  the  window. 

C/er,  QE  E,  Philocles,  yonder' s  that  happy  made, 

i^5  That  often  veils  the  fair  Leucothoe ; 
And  this  her  ufual  hour,  ihe'll  not  be  long : 
Then  thou  fhalt  tell  me,  if  fo  rare  an  object 
E'er  bleft  thine  eyes  before. 

Phil,  Well,  I  would  fee  iier  once, 
Wer't  but  to  try  thy  judgement,  Clerimont. 

Cler.  And  when  thou  doll,  remember  what  I  told  thee, 
I  would  not  be  fo  fickle ;  but  foft,  lopk  to  thy  heart, 
Yonder  fhe  comes,  and  that's  her  waiting-woman. 

[  Leucothoe,  and  Pfecas  in  the  garden. 
Now  gaze  thy  fill,  fpeak  man,  how  lik'ft  thou  her  \ 

Leu.  Pfecas ! 

Pfe.  Madam. 

Leu.  What  flower  was  that, 
That  thou  wer't  telling  fuch  a  ftory  of 
Laft  night  to  me  ? 

Pfe.  'Tis  call'd  Narciflus,  Madam : 
It  bears  the  name  of  that  too  beauteous  boy, 
That  loft  himfelf  by  loving  of  himfelf; 
Who  viewing  in  a  fair  and  cryftal  ftream 
Thofe  lips  that  only  he  could  never  kifs, 
Doats  on  the  ihadow,  which  to  reach  in  vain 
Striving,  he  drowns ;    thus  fcorning  all  befide, 
For  the  lov'd  ihadow  the  fair  fubftance  dy'd. 

Leu.  Fie,  fie,   I  like  not  thefe  impoffible  tales ; 
A   man  to  fall  in  love  with  his  own  fhadow, 
And  die  for  love,  it  is  molt  ridiculous ! 

Pfe.  Madam,  I  know  not,  I  have  often  feen 
Both  men  and  women  court  the  looking-glafs 
With  fo  much  feeming  contentation, 
That  I  could  think  this  true  ;  nay,  wear  it  about  'em 
As  lovers  do  their  miftrefs'  counterfeit.  Leu. 
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Leu.  That's  not  for  love,  but  to  correal  their  beauties,.. 
And  draw  from  others  admiration  ; 
For  all  the  comfort  that  our  faces  give 
Unto  our  felves  is  but  refledion 
Of  that  fair  liking  that  another  takes. 

Cler.  I  would  we  were  a  little  nearer  'em, 
We  might  but  hear  what  talk  thefe  wenches  have 
When  they  are  alone  ;  I  warrant,  fome  good  fluff, 

PhiL  .'Tis  happinefs  enough  for  me  to  fee 
The  motion  of  her  lips. 

Cler.  Pfaith  it's  thereabouts ; 
Why,  Philocles,  what  loft  already,  man  I 
Struck  dead  with  one  poor  glance  !  Look  up  for  fliame, 
And  tell  me  how  thou  lik'ft  my  judgment  now, 
Now  thou  doll  fee. 

PhiL  Ah,  Clerimont,  too  well, 
Too  well  I  fee  what  I  fhall  never  tafte, 
Yon  lady's  beauty  :  ihe  mull  needs  be  cruel 
(Though  her  fair  fhape  deny  it,)  to  the  fon 
Of  him  "that  is  her  father's  enemy. 
That,  Clerimont,  that  fatal  difference 
Checks  my  defire,  and  finks  my  rifmg  hopes  ; 
But  love's  a  torrent  violent  if  ftopt, 
And  I  am  defperately  mad  :  I  muft, 
I  mull  be  her's,  or  elfe  I  muft  not  be. 

Cler.  Contain  that  paflion  that  will  elfe  o'erwhelm 
All  virtue  in  you,. all  that  is  call'd  man, 
And  ihould  be  yours ;  take  my  advice,  my  heart, 
My  life  to  fecond  you,  let  us  confult, 
You  may  find  time  to  fpeak  to  her  and  woo  her. 

PhiL  Nay,  nay  I  will,  in  fpite  of  deftiny,  , 
Let  women  and  faint-hearted  fools  complain 
In  languifliing  defpair,  a  manly  love 
Dares  fhew  itfelf,  and  prefs  to  his  defires 
Through  thickeft  troops  of  horrid  oppolites.  - 
Were  there  a  thoufand  waking  dragons  fet 
To  keep  that  golden  fruit, .  I  would  attempt 
To  pluck  and  tafte  it  ;  'tis  the  danger  crowns 
A  brave  atchievement :  what  if  I  Ihould  go 
And  boldly  woo  her  in  her  father's  houfe, 
In  fpite  of  enmity,  what  could  they  fay  } 

Cler* 
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C/er.  'Twere  madnefs  that,  not  wifdom :  ram  attempts 
Betray  the  means,  but  never  work  the  end. 

Phil.  She  would  not  hate  a  man  for  loving  her  ; 
Or  if  fhe  did,  better  be  once  deny'd 
Than  live  for  ever  haplefs. 

Cler.  But  take  time, 
The  fecond  thoughts  our  wife  men  fay  are  belt. 

Phil.  Delay's  a  double  death  ;  no,  I  have  thought 
A  means  that  ftraight  I'll  put  in  execution  : 
I'll  write  a  letter  to  her  prefently, 
Take  how  it  will. 

Cler.  A  letter  !  who  mail  carry  it  ? 
Phil.  I'll  tell  thee  when  I  have  done,  haft  thou  pen  and 
ink  in  thy  chamber? 

Cler.  Yes,  there  is  one  upon  the  table,  I'll  ftay  here  at 
the  window,  and  watch  whether  me  ftay  or  not ;  what  a 
fudden  change  is  this  ? 

Leu.  Did  not  Count  Virro  promife  to  be  here 
To-day  at  dinner  ? 

Pfe.  Yes,  Madam,  that  he  did ;  and  I  dare  fwear 
He  will  not  break. 

Leu.  He  needs  not,  he  is  rich  enough ;  unlefs  he 
mould  break  in  knavery,  as  fome  of  our  merchants  do 
now  a-days. 

Pfe.  Break  promife,  Madam,  I  mean ;  and  that  he  wiU 
not  for  your  fake  ;  you  know  his  bufinefs. 

Leu.  I  would  I  did  not,  he  might  fpare  his  pains 
And  that  unufual  coll  that  he  beitows 
In  pranking  up  himfelf,  and  pleafe  me  better. 

Pfe.  He  would  not  pleafe  his  taylor  and  his  barber, 
For  they  got  more  for  your  fake  by  their  lord 
Than  they  have  got  this  twenty  years  before. 
Leu:  Ah  Pfecas,  Pfecas,  can  my  father  think 
That  I  can  love  Count  Virro  ?  one  fo  old 
(That  were  enough  to  make  a  match  unfit) 
But  one  fo  bafe,  a  man  that  never  lov'd 
For  any  thing  call'd  good,  but  drofs  and  pelf. 
One  that  would  never,  had  my  brother  liv'd, 
Have  mov'd  this  fuit ;  no,  I  can  never  love  him. 
But  canft  thou  keep  a  fecret  firmly,  Pfecas  ? 
Pfe.  Doubt  me  not,  Madam. 

Leu. 
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Leu.  Well,  Pll  tell  thee  then  ; 
I  love,  alas !  I  dare  not  fay  I  love  him, 
But  there's  a  young  and  noble  gentleman, 
Lord  Euphues'  fon,  my  father's  enemy, 
A  man  whom  nature's  prodigality 
Stretch'd  even  to  envy  in  the  making  up  ; 
Once  from  a  window  my.pleas'd  eye  beheld 
This  youthful  gallant  as  he  rode  the  flreet 
On  a  curvetting  courfer,  who  it  feem'd 
Knew  his  fair  load,  and  with  a  proud  difdain 
Check'd  the  bafe  earth  :    my  father  being  by, 
I  aik'd  his  name,  he  told  me  Philocles, 
The  fon  and  heir  of  his  great  enemy. 
Judge,  Pfecas,  then,  how  my  divided  breafl 
SufFer'd  between  two  meeting  contraries, 
Hatred  and  love ;  but  love's  a  deity, 
And  mull  prevail  'gainft  mortals,  whofe  command 
Not  Jove  himfelf  could  ever  yet  withiland. 

Cler.  What  is  the  letter  done  already  ?  I  fee  thefe  lovers 
have  nimble  inventions ;  but  how  will  you  fend  it  ? 

Phil.  What  a  queftion's  that !  Seeil  thou  this  ftone  ? 

Cler.  Ah !  then  I  fee  your  drift,  this  ftone  muft  guide 
Your  fleeting  letter  in  the  air,  and  carry  it 
To  that  fair  mark  you  aim  at. 

Phil.  Hard  by  her. 

Cler.  I  think  you  would  not  hit  her  with  fuch  ftones  as 
this ;  Lady,  look  to  yourfelf,  now  it  comes  to  proof. 

Phil.  But  prithee  tell  me  what  doll  thou  think  this 
letter  may  do  ? 

Cler.  Well  I  hope. 
*Tis  ten  to  one  this  lady  oft  hath  feen  you, 
You  never  liv'd  obfcure  in  Syracufe, 
Nor  walk'd  the  flreets  unknown,  and  who  can  tell  - 
What  place  you  bear  in  her  afFe&ions, 
Lov'd  or  miflik'd  ;  if  bad,  this  letter  fent 
Will  make  her  mew  her  fcorn  ;  if  otherwife,  - 
Fear  not  a  woman's  wit ;  ftie'll  find  a  time 
To  anfwer  your  kind  letter,  and  exprefs 
What  you  defire  me  mould ;  then  fend  it  boldly, 
You  have  a  fair  mark  there. 

Phil. 
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Phil.  Cupid,  guide  my  arm  ; 
OK  be  as  jufl,  blind  God,  as  thou  art  great, 
And  with  that  powerful  hand,  that  golden  fhaft 
That  I  was  wounded,  wound  yon  tender  breafl ; 
There  is  no  falve  but  that,  no  cure  for  me. 

Cler.  See  what  a  wonder  it  Unites  'em  in,  how  it  fhould 
come. 

Phil.  She'll  wonder  more  to  fee  what  man  it  comes  from. 

Cler.  I  like  her  well,  (he  is  not  afraid  to  open  it. 
She  Harts,  flay  mark  her  a&ion  when  ihe  has  read  the 
letter. 

She  reads. 
"  L^T  it  not  wrong  this  letter,  that"  it  came 

From  one  that  trembled  to  fubferibe  his  name, 
"  Fearing  your  hate  ;  O  let  not  hate  defcend, 
"  Nor  make  you  cruel  to  fo  vow'd  a  friend. 
"  If  you'll  not  promife  love,  grant  but  accefs, 
"  And  let  me  know  my  woes  are  pall  redrefs. 
"  Be  jufl  then,  beauteous  judge,  and  like  the  laws 
"  Condemn  me  not,  till  you  have,  heard  my  caufe  ; 
"  Which,  when  you  have,  from  thofe  fair  lips  return 
"  Either  my  life  in  love,  or  death  in  fcorn." 

Yours,  or  not  Philocles, 
Am  I  awake,  or  dream  I  ?  Is  it  true, 
Or  does  my  flattering  fancy  but  fuggeft 
What  I  moll  covet  ? 

Pfe.  Madam,  the  words  are  there, 
I'll  fwear  it  can  be  no  illusion. 

Leu.  It  is  too  good  for  truth. 

Phil.  Mock  me  not ,  fortune  ! 
She  kifs'd  it ;  faw'ft  thou  her  ?  Oh  friend,  fhe  kifs'd  it  ! 

Cler.  And  with  a  look  that  felifh'd  love,  not  fcorn. 

Leu.  This  letter  may  be  forged,  I  much  defire  to  know 
the  certainty ;  Pfecas,  thy  help  mull  further  me. 

Pfe.  I'll  not  be  wanting. 

Leu.  Here  comes  my  father,  he  mull  not  fee  this. 

Pfe.  No,  nor  your  t'other  fweet-heart,  he  is  with  him 
yonder. 

Enter  Polymetes,  Virro,  Rofcio. 

Pol.  Nay,  noble  Count,  you  are  too  eld  a  foldier 
To  take  a  maid's  firfl  no,  for  a  denial  ; 

They 
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They  will  be  nice  at  firft,  men  muft  purfue, 
That  will  obtain ;  woo  her,  my  Lord,  and  take  her, 
You  have  my  free  confent  if  you  get  hers  5 
Yonder  fhe  walks  alone,  go  comfort  her. 

Vir.  I'll  do  the  befl  I  may,  but  we  old  men 
Are  but  cold  comfort,  I  thank  your  lordfhip's  love. 

Pol,  I  wonder,  Rofcio,  that  the  peevifh  girl 
Comes  on  fo  flowly  ;  no  perfuafions 
That  I  can  ufe,  do  move  :  the  fetting  forth 
Count  Virro's  greatnefs,  wealth  and  dignity, 
Seems  not  to  affect  her,   Rofcio. 

Rof.  I  doubt  the  caule,  my  Lord, 
For  were  not  that,  I  dare  engage  my  life 
She  would  be  won  to  love  him,  fhe  has  plac'd 
Already  her  affections  on  fome  other. 

Pol.  How  fhould  I  find  it  out  ? 

Rof.  Why  thus,  my  Lord ; 
There's  never  man  nor  woman  that  e'er  lov'd, 
But  chofe  fome  bofom  friend,  whofe  clofe  converfe 
Sweeten'd  their  joys,  and  eas'd  their  burden'd  minds 
Of  fuch  a  working  fecret  ?  Thus  no  doubt 
Has  my  young  lady  done,  and  but  her  woman, 
Who  mould  it  be  ?  'tis  fhe  muft  out  with  it ; 
Her  fecrecy,  if  wit  cannot  o'er-reach, 
Gold  mail  corrupt ;  leave  that  to  me,  my  Lord, 
But  if  her  lady's  heart  do  yet  Hand  free 
And  unbequeath'd  to  any,  your  command, 
And  father's  jurifdiclion  interposM, 
Will  make  her  love  the  Count.     No  kind  of  means 
Mull  want  to  draw  her. 

Pol.  Thou  art  my  oracle, 
My  brain,  my  foul,  my  very  being,  Rofcio. 
Walk  on  and  fpeed,  while  I  but  fecond  thee. 

Cler.  It  is  even  fo,  Count  Virro  is  your  rival ; 
See  how  the  old  ape  fmugs  up  his  mouldy  chaps 
To  feize  the  bit. 

Phil.  He  mail  not,  if  I  live  ; 
But  yet  her  father  brings  him,  he  has  the  means 
That  I  mall  ever  want. 

Cler.  If  he  do  marry  her, 
Revenge  it  nobly,  make  him  a  cuckold,  boy. 

Phil 
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Phil.  Thou •  jeft'ft  that  feel'ft  it  not ;  prithee  let's  go. 

Cler.  Stay,  I'll  but  curfe  him  briefly  for  thy  fake. 
If  thou  doft  marry  her,  may'il  thou  be  made 
A  cuckold  without  profit,  and  ne'er  get 
An  office  by  it,  nor  favour  at  the  court ; 
But  may  thy  large  ill-gotten  treafury 
Be  fpent  in  her  bought  lull,  and  thine  own  gold 
Bring  thee  adulterers ;  fo  farewell,  good  Count. 

[Exeunt  Phil.  Cler. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  lord,  there's  a  meilenger  within, 
Defires  accefs,  has  bufincfs  of  import, 
■Which  to  no  ear  but  yours  he  mult  impart. 

Enter  Eugenia  difgtdfed. 

Pol.  Admit  him.  Now,  friend,  your  bufinefs  with  me. 

Ser.  If  you  be  the  Lord  Polymetes. 

Pol.  The  fame. 

Euge.  My  Lord,  I  come  from  Athens  with  fuch  news 
As  I  dare  fay  is  welcome,  though  unlook'd  for  ; 
Your  fon  Eugenio  lives,  whom  you  fo  long 
Thought  dead,  and  mourn'd  for. 

Pol.  How,  lives! 

Euge.  Upon  my  life,  my  Lord,  I  faw  him  well 
Within  thefe  few  days. 

Pol.  Thanks  for  thy  good  news. 
Reward  him,  Rofcio  :  But  now  tell  me,  friend, 
Hall  thou  reveal1  d  this  news  to  any  man 
In  Syracufe  but  me  ? 

Euge.  To  none,  my  Lord, 
At  every  place  where  I  have  llaid  in  town, 
Inquiring  for  your  lordfnip's  houfe,  I  heard 
Thefe  tragick,  but  falfe  news ;  the  contrary 
I  Hill  conceal' d,  though  knew,  intending  firft 
Your  lordfhip's  ear  mould,  drink  it. 

Pol.  Worthy  friend, 
I  now  mufl  thank  your  vvifdom  as  your  love, 
In  this  well-carried  aclion.     I'll  requite  it ; 
Mean  time  pray  ufe  my  houfe,  and  ibll  continue 
Your  filence  in  this  bufinefs.  Rofcio,  make  him  welcome, 

And 


24  The  HEIR. 

And  part  as  little  from  him  as  you  can,  for  fear. 

Rof.  Think  it  done,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  Pfecas,  come  hither. 

Vir.  Be  like  your  felf,  let  not  a  cruel  doom 
Pafs  thofe  fair  lips,  that  never  were  ordain'd 
To  kill,  but  to  revive. 

Leu.  Neither,  my  Lord,  lies  in  their  power  to  do. 

Vir.  Yes,  fweet,  to  me 
Whom  your  fcorn  kills,  and  pity  will  revive. 

Leu.  Pity  is  fhew'd  to  men  in  mifery. 

Vir.  And  fo  am  I,  if  not  reliev'd  by  you. 

Leu.  'Twere  pride  in  me,  my  Lord,  to  think  fo. 

Vir.  I  am  your  beauty's  captive. 

Leu.  Then,  my  Lord, 
What  greater  gift  than  freedom  can  I  give  ? 
■  Tis  that  that  "captives  moft  defire,  and  that 
You  fhall  command ;  y'are  free  from  me,  my  Lcrd. 

Vir.  Your  beauty  contradicts  that  freedom,   Lady. 

Pol.  Come,  noble  Count,  I  muft  for  this  time  interrupt 
you  ;  you'll  find  enough  within  to  talk. 

Vir.  I'll  wait  upon  your  lordfnip.  \Exeunt. 

Manet  Eugenio  folus. 

Euge.  Thus  in  difguife  I  have  difcover'd  all, 
And  found  the  caufe  of  my  reported  death, 
Which  did  at  firil  amaze  me ;  but  'tis  well, 
'Tis  to  draw  on  the  match  between  my  filter 
And  this  rich  Count,  heaven  grant  it  be  content 
As  well  as  fortune  to  her,  but  I  fear 
She  cannot  love  his  age  ;  how  it  fucceeds    . 
I  fhall  perceive,  and  whilil  unknown  I  Hay, 
I  cannot  hurt  the  project,  help  I  may. 

Enter  Francifco,  Sumner. 

Franc.  This  will  make  good  work  for  you  in  the  Spi- 
ritual court,  Shallow  is  a  rich  man. 

Sum.  Thofe  are  the  men  we  look  for  ;  there's  fome- 
what  to  be  got,  the  court  has  many  bufmeffes  at  this 
time,  but  they  are  little  worth  ;  a  few  waiting- women 
got  with  child  by  ferving-men  or  fo,  fcarce  worth  citing. 

Fra.  Do  not  their  mailers  get  'em  with  child  fometimes  ? 

i  Sum. 
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Sum.  Yes,  no  doubt,  but  they  have  got  a  trick  to  put 
'em  off  upon  their  men,  and  for  a  little  portion  fave  their 
own  credits ;  befides,  thefe  private  marriages  are  much 
out  of  our  way,  we  cannot  know  when  there  is  a  fault. 

Franc.  Well,  thefe  are  no  flarters ;  I  warrant  you,  Shallow 
fhall  not  deny  it,  and  for  the  wench  me  need  not  confefs 
it,  fhe  has  a  mark  that  will  betray  her. 

Sum.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  for  your  good  intelligence,  I 
hope  'tis  certain. 

Franc.  Fear  not  that,  is  your  citation  ready  ? 

Sum.  I  have  it  here. 

Fran.  Well,  ftep  afide,  and  come  when  I  call ;  I  hear 
'em  coining.  [Exit  Sumner. 

Enter  Franklin,  Shallow,  Lucy,  Par/on. 

Frank.  Set  forward  there ;  Francifco,  what  make  you 
here  ? 

Franc.  I  come  to  claim  my  right ;  Parfon,  take  heed, 
Thou  art  the  author  of  adultery 
If  thou  conjoin  this  couple ;  ihe's  my  wife* 

Frank.  Yours,  fauce-box ! 

Shal.  Father,  I  thought  fhe  had  been  mine,  I  hope 
I  fhall  not  lofe  her  thus. 

Frank.  Francifco,  dare  not  to  interrupt  us,  for  I  fwear 
Thou  malt  endure  the  law's  extremity 
For  thy  prefumption. 

Franc.  Do  your  worfl,  I  fear  not,  I  was  COntradted 
to  her. 

Frank.  What  witnefs  have  you  ? 

Franc.  Heaven  is  my  witnefs,  whofe  impartial  eye 
Saw  our  contract. 

Shal.  What  an  afs  is  this,  to  talk  of  contracting  ?  He 
that  will  get  a  wench,  mult  make  her  bigger  as  I  have 
done,  and  not  contract. 

Franc.  Sir,  you  are  abus'd. 

Shal.  Why  fo  ? 

Franc.  The  wife  you  go  to  marry  is  with  child,  and 
by  another. 

Shah  A  good  jeft  i'faith,  make  me  believe  that. 

Franc.  How  comes  this  fool  poffeft  ? 
He  never  touched  her,  I  dare  fwear. 

Vol.  VII.  B  Frank. 
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Frank.  No  more,  Francifco,  as  you  will  anfvver  ic 
Parfon,  fet  forward  there. 

Franc.  Stay. 
If  this  will  not  fuffice,  Sumner  come  forth. 

Frank.  A  Sumner!  we  are  all  betray'd. 

Enter  Sumner, 

Sum.  God  fave  you  all  !  I  think  you  guefs  my  bufinefs ; 
Thefe  are  to  cite  to  the  fpiritual  court 
You  mailer  Shallow,  and  you  miflrefs  Lucy  : 
Ask  not  the  caufe,  for  it's  apparent  here, 
A  carnal  copulation  ante  matrimo?jium. 

Frank,  This  was  a  bar  unlook'd  for,  fpiteful  Francifco, 

Franc.  Injurious  Franklin,  could  the  laws  divine, 
Or  human,  furTer  fuch  an  impious  acl, 
That  thou  fhould'ft  take  my  true  and  lawful  wife, 
And  great  with  child  by  me,  to  give  to  another, 
Gulling  his  poor  iimplicity  ? 

Shal.  Do  you  mean  me,  Sir  ? 

Sum.  Gallants  farewel,  my  writ  fhall  be  obey'd. 

Frank.  Sumner,  it  fhall.  [Exit  Sumner. 

Par.  I'll  take  my  leave,  there's  nothing  now  for  me 
tO  do.  [Exit  Parfon. 

Frank.  Farewell,  good  mailer  Parfon. 

Frank.  Francifco,  can'fl  thou  fay  thou  ever  loved'il  my 
daughter,  and  wouldfl  thou  thus  difgrace  her  openly  ? 

Franc.  No,  I  would  win  her  thus, 
And  did  you  hold  her  credit  half  fo  dear 
As  I,  or  her  content,  you  would  not  thus 
Take  her  from  me,  and  thrufl  her  'garnil  her  will 
On  this  rich  fool. 

Shal.  You  are  very  bold  with  me,  Sir. 

Franc.  Let  me  have  news  what  happens,  dearer!:  Lucy, 

Lucy.  Elfe  let  me  die.  [Exit  Francifco, 

Frank.  This  was  your  doing,  Lucy,  it  had  been  im- 
poifible  he  mould  e'er  have  known  the  time  fo  truly  elfe ; 
but  I'll  take  an  order  next  time  for  your  blabbing. 

Shal.  What's  the  matter,  father  ? 

Frank.  We  may  thank  you  for  it,  this  was  your  hafle, 
that  will  now  lhame  us  all  \  you  mull  be  doing  afore  your 
time  ! 

Shal. 
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Shal.  'Twas  but  a  trick  of  youth,  father. 

Frank.  And  therefore  now  you  mull  e'en  ftand  In  a 
white  fheet  for  all  to  gaze  at, 

Shal.  How!  I  would  be  loth  to  wear  a furplice  now, 
'tis  a  difgrace  the  houfe  of  the  Shallows  never  knew. 

Frank.  All  the  hope  is,  officers  may  be  bribed  ;  and  fa 
they  will,  'twere  a  hard  world  for  us  to  live  in  elfe. 

Shal.  You  fay  true,  father,  if  'twere  not  for  corruption, 
every  poor  rafcal  might  have  juflice  as  well  as  one  of  us, 
and  that  were  a  lhame.  [Exeunt  Shal.  Lucy. 

Frank.  This  was  a  cunning  ilratagem  well  laid ; 
But  yet,  Francifco,  th'  hall  not  won  the  prize. 
What  Ihould  I  do  ?  I  mull  not  let  this  caufe 
Proceed  to  trial  in  the  open  court,    ) 
For  then  my  daughter's  oath  will  call  the  child 
Upon  Francifco  :  no,  I  have  found  a  better, 
I  will  before  the  next  court-day  provide 
Some  needy  parfon,  one  whofe  poverty 
Shall  make  him  fear  no  canons,  he  fhall  marry 
My  daughter  to  rich  Shallow  ;  when  'tis  done, 
Our  gold  fhall  make  a  filence  in  the  court.  [£*#* 

Enter  Phi  locles,  P fee  as. 

Pfe.  I  mull  return  your  anfwer  to  my  lady, 
I'll  tell  her  you  will  come. 

Phil.  Come! 
And  fuch  an  angel  call,  I  Ihould  forget 
All  offices  of  nature,  all  that  men 
Wilh  in  their  fecond  thoughts,  e'er  fuch  a  duty. 
Commend  my  fervice  to  her,  and  to  you 
My  thanks  for  this  kind  melfage.  [Exit  Pfecasl 

I  never  breath'd  till  now,  never  till  now, 
Did  my  life  reliih  fweetnefs ;  break  not,   heart, 
Crack  not,  ye  feeble  minillers  of  nature, 
With  inundation  of  fuch  fwelling  joy, 
Too  great  to  bear  without  exprelfion : 
The  lady  writes  that  fhe  has  known  me  long 
By  fight,  and  lov'd  me,  and  fhe  feems  to  thank 
Her  ilars,  ihe  loves,  and  is  belov'd  again. 
She  fpeaks  my  very  thoughts !  How  llrange  it  is, 
And  happy,  when  affections  thus  can  meet ! 

B  z  She 
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She  further  writes,  at  fuch  an  hour  to-day, 

Her  father's  abfence,  and  all  houfhold  fpies 

Fitly  remov'd,  fhall  give  accefs  to  me 

Unmark'd  to  vifit  her  ;  where  fhe  alone 

Will  entertain  difcourfe,  and  welcome  me. 

I  hope  'tis  truly  meant ;  why  mould  I  fear  ? 

But  wifdom  bids  me  fear :  fie,  fie,  'tis  bafe 

To  wrong  a  creature  of  that  excellence, 

With  fuch  fufpicion,  I  mould  injure  her. 

I  will  as  foon  fufpeci  an  angel  falfe  ; 

Treafon  ne'er  lodg'd  within  fo  fair  a  brealt. 

No,  if  her  hand  betray  me,  I  will  run 

On  any  danger,  'tis  alike  to  me 

To  die,  or  find  her  falfe  ;  for  on  her  truth 

Hangs  my  chief  being.     Well,  I'll  lofe  no  time, 

No  not  a  minute,  deareft  love,  I  come ; 

To  meet  my  fweeteft  wifhes  I  will  fly, 

Heaven  and  my  truth  fhield  me  from  treachery.    [Exit. 


A&us  tertius. 

Enter  Polymetesy  Rofcio,  Eugwio,  Pfecas. 

Pol.  T  Cannot  credit  it,  nor  think  that  fhe 

J[  Of  all  the  noble  youth  in  Sicily, 
Should  make  fo  ftrange  a  choice,  that  none  but  he, 
None  but  the  fon  of  my  vow'd  enemy 
Mull:  be  her  mate,  it  ffrikes  me  to  amaze  ; 
Minion,  take  heed,  do  not  belye  your  miftrefs. 

Pfe.  Mercy  forfake  me  if  I  do,  my  Lord  : 
You  charg'd'me  to  confefs  the  truth  to  you, 
Which  I  have  fully  done,  and  prefently 
I'll  bring  you  where  conceal'd,  you  fhall  both  fee 
Their  privacy,  and  hear  their  conference. 

Pol.  Well,  I  believe  thee,  wench,  and  will  reward 
Thy  trufl  in  this  ;  go  get  thee  in  again, 

And 
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And  bring  me  word  when  Philocles  is  come. 
Sir,  you'll  be  fecret  to  our  purpofe  ? 

Euge.  As  your  own  breaft,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  I  mail  reft  thankful  to  you  : 
This  ftranger  mure  be  footh'd  left  he  marr  all. 

Rof.  This  was  well  found  out,  my  Lord;  you  now  have 
means  to  take  your  enemy. 

Pol.  Which  bleft  occafion  I  will  fo  purfue, 
As  childlefs  Euphues  fhall  for  ever  rue. 
Rife  in  thy  blackeft  look,  direft  Nemefis, 
Affiftant  to  my  purpofe,  help  me  glut 
My  thirfty  foul  with  blood.     Tnis  bold  young  man 
To  his  ra(h  love  fhall  facrifice  his  life. 

Rof.  Whatcourfedo  you  intend,  to  ruin  him? 

Pol.  Why,  kill  him  prefently. 

Rof.  Oh  no,  my  Lord, 
You'll  rue  that  action,  think  not  that  the  law 
Will  let  fuch  murder  fleep  unpunifhed. 

Pol.  Should  I  then  let  him  go,  when  I  have  caught  him  f 

Rof  Yes,  Sir,  to  catch  him  fafter,  and  more  fafely. 

Pol.  How  iliould  that  be  ?  Speak,  man. 

Rof  Why  thus,  my  Lord  ; 
You  know  the  law  fpeaks  death  to  any  man, 
That  fteals  an  Heir,  without  her  friends  content ; 
This  muft  he  do,  his  love  will  prompt  him  to  it. 
For  he  can  never  hope,  by  your  content, 
To  marry  her ;  and  fhe,  'tis  like,  will  give 
Confent,  for  women's  love  is  violent. 
Then  mark  their  paffage,  you  fhall  eafily  find 
How  to  furprife  them  at  your  will,  my  Lord. 

Pol   Thou  art  my  oracle,  dear  Rofcio ; 
Here's  Pfecas  come  again  ;  how  now,  what  news  ? 

Pfe.  My  Lord,  they  both  are  coming,  pleafe  you  with- 
You  fhall  both  hear  and  fee  what  you  deiire.  [draw, 

Enter  Philocles  and  Leucotho'e* 

Leu.  Y'are  welcome,  aoble  Sir,  and  did  my  power 
Anfwer  my  love,  your  vifitation 
Should  be  more  free,  and  your  deferved  welcome 
Expreft  in  better  fafhion. 

B  3  Pbil. 
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Phil.  Beft  of  ladies, 
It  is  fo  well,  fo  excellently  well, 
Coming  from  your  wifh'd  love,  my  barren  thanks 
Wants  language  for't ;  there  lies  in  your  fair  looks 
More  entertainment  than  in  all  the  pomp 
That  the  vain  Periian  ever  taught  the  world. 
Your  prefence  is  the  welcome  I  expe&ed, 
That  makes  it  perfecl. 

Leu.  'Tis  your  noble  thought 
Makes  good  what's  wanting  here  ;  but,  gentle  friend, 
For  fo  I  now  dare  call  you. 

Pol.  'Tis  well,  minion,  you  are  bold  enough,  I  fee, 
To  chufe  your  friends  without  my  leave. 

Phil.  'Tis  my  ambition  ever  to  be  yours. 

Leu.  Think  me  not  light,   dear  Philocles,  fo  foon 
To  grant  thee  love,  that  others  might  have  fought 
With  eagertfl  purfuit,  and  not  obtain'd. 
But  I  was  yours  by  fate,  and  long  have  been ; 
Before  you  woo'd,  Leucothoe  was  won, 
And  yours  without  refiilance. 

Phil.  Oh  my  liars! 
'Twas  your  kind  influence,  that  whilft  \  flept 
In  dullelt  ignorance,  contriv'd  for  me 
The  way  to  crown  me  with  felicity. 

Pol.  You  may  be  deceiv'd  though, 
You  have  no  fuch  great  reafon 
To  thank  your  liars,  if  you  knew  all. 

Phil.  And  know,  fair  miftrefs,  you  have  met  a  love, 
That  time,  nor  fate,  nor  death  can  ever  change, 
A  man  that  but  in  you  can  have  no  being. 
Let  this  kifs  feal  my  faith. 

Leu.  And  this  mine. 

Pol.  Nay,  to't  again,    your   fweet  meat  mail  have 
four  fauce. 

PhiL  But  fweet,  'mongll  all  thefe  rofes  there's  one  thorn, 
*That  pricks  and  galls  me  ;  our  parents'  enmity 
Will  crofs  our  loves,  I  do  allure  my  felf 
Thy  father  never  will  give  his  confent. 

Leu.  No,  fo  I  think  ;  he  moves  me  £ill  to  Virro, 
That  old  craz'd  Count,  and  with  fuch  vehemency 
I  dare  fcarce  'bide  his  prefence  if  I  deny  him  ; 

Therefore 
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Therefore  we  muft  be  fpeedy  in  our  courfe, 
And  take,  without  his  leave,  what  he  denies. 

Pol.  I  thank  you  for  that,  good  daughter. 

Rof.  I  told  you,  Sir,  'twould  come  to  this  at  laft. 

Phil.  Oh  thou  haft  fpoke  my  wifhes,  and  haft  fhew'd 
Thy  felf  in  love  as  good  as  beautiful ; 
Then  let's  away,  deareft  Leucothoe. 
My  fortunes  are  not  poor,   then  fear  no  want, 
This  conftant  love  of  ours  may  prove  fo  happy r 
To  reconcile  our  parents'  enmity. 

Leu.  Heaven  grant  it  may. 

Pol.  Never  by  this  means,  youngfter. 

Leu.  But  foft,  now  I  think  better  on't,  I'll  not  go\ 

Phil.  Why  deareft,  is  thy  love  fo  quickly  cold  ? 

leu.  No,  but  I'll  not  venture  thee,  thine  is  the  danger, 
Thou  know' ft  'tis  death  by  law  to  fteal  an  Heir^ 
And  my  dear  brother's  moil  untimely  death 
Hath  lately  made  me  one ;  what  if  thou  fhould'ft  be  taken  ? 

Phil.  Oh  fear  not  that,  had  I  a  thoufand  lives, 
They  were  too  fmali  a  venture  for  fuch  prize, 
I  tell  thee,  fweet,  a  face  not  half  fo  fair 
As  thine,  hath  arm'd  whole  nations  in  the  field, 
And  brought  a  thoufand  fhips  to  Tenedos, 
To  fack  lamented  Troy;  and  mould- 1  fear 
To  venture  one  poor  life,  and  fuch  a  life 
As  would  be  loft  in  not  poftemng  thee  !  \ 

Gome,  come,  make  that  no  fcruple,  when  {hal!  we  go  ? 

Leu.  This  frefent  evening,  for  to-morrow  morning 
My  father  looks  that  I  ihould  give  confent 
To  marry  with  the  Count. 

Phil.  Beft  of  ail,  would  'twere  this  prefent  hour  5 
I'll  go  prepare,  but  fhall  I  call  thee  here  ? 

Leu.  Oh  no,  we'll  meet. 

Phil.  Where,  deareft  ? 

Leu.  Eaft  from  the  city,  by  a  river's  fide, 
Not  diftant  half  a  mile,  there  ftands  a  grove, 
Where  often  riding  by,  I  have  obferv'd 
A  little  hermitage,  there  will  I  ftay 
If  I  be  firft  ;  if  you,  do  you  the  like  : 
Let  th'  hour  be  ten,,  then  fhall  I  beft  efcape, 
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PbiL  Ne'er  fweeter  comfort  came  from  angel's  lip? ; 
I  know  the  place,  and  will  be  ready  there 
Before  the  hour  :  1*11  bring  a  friend  with  me 
As  true  as  mine  own  heart,  one  Clerimont^ 
That  may  do  us  good,  if  danger  happen. 

Leu.  Ufe  your  pJeafure. 

PbiL  Deareft,  farewell ; 
Hours  will  feem  years  till  we  are  met  again.       '  [Exeunt. 

Pol.  Ah  firrah,  this  geer  goes  well ;  god-a-mercy,  girl, 
for  thy  intelligence  ;  why  this  is  as  much  as  a  man  could 
defire,  the  time,  place,  and  every  thing  ;  I  warrant  'em 
they  pafs  no  further.  Well,  go  thou  in  and  wait  upon 
thy  miftrefs,  fhe's  melancholy  'till  fhe  fee  her  fweet-heart 
again,  but  when  fhe  does,  fhe  fhall  not  fee  him  long.  Not 
a  word  of  what's  paft  among  us  for  your  life. 

Pfe.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  I'll  not  fo  much  as  fhew  an  angry  look,  or  any 
token  that  I  know  of  any  of  their  proceedings.  But, 
Rofcio,  we  muft  lay  the  place  flrongly  ;  if  they  fhould 
'fcape  us,  I  were  prettily  fool'd  now  after  all  this. 

Rof.  Why" 'tis  impoffible,  my  Lord,  we'll  go  flrong 
enough  ;  befides,  I  think  it  fit  we  took  an  officer  along 
with  us,  to  countenance  it  the  better. 

Pol.  Thou  fay'ft  well,  go  get  one.  I'll  go  my  felf 
along  with  you  too,  I  love  to  fee  fport,  though  I  am  old  ; 
you'll  go  along  with  us  too,  Sir  ? 

Euge.  I,  Sir !  you  fhall  command  my  fervice  when  you 
are  ready. 

Pol.  Now,  Euphues,  what  I  did  but  barely  aft, 
Thy  bleeding  heart  fhall  feel,  lofs  of  a  fon, 
If  law  can  have  his  courfe,  as  who  can  lett  it  ? 
I  know  thou  think' ft  mine  dead,  and  in  thy  heart 
Laugh'ft  at  my  falling  houfe,  but  let  them  laugh 
That  win  the  prize,  things  ne'er  are  known  till  ended. 

[Exeunt  Pol.  and  Rof. 

Eugenio  folus. 

Euge.  Well,  I  like  my  fitter's  choice,  fhe  has  taken  a 
man  whofe  very  looks  and  carriage  fpeak  him  worthy  ; 
befides,  he  is  noble,  his  fortune's  fufficient,,  they  both 
love  each  other ;  what  can  my  father  more  defire,  that 
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he  gapes  fo  after  this  old  Count,  that  comes  for  the 
eftate,  as  t'other,  upon  my  foul,  does  not,  but  pure  fpot- 
lefs  love?  But  now  his  plot  is  for  revenge  upon  his 
old  enemy :  Fie,  fie,  'tis  bloody  and  unchriftian,  my 
foul  abhors  fuch  ads ;  this  match  may  rather  reconcile 
our  houfes,  and  I  defire,  where  worth  is,  to  have  friend- 
fhip,  as  on  my  foul  'tis  there.  Well,  Philocles,  I  hope 
to  call  thee  brother.  Somewhat  I'll  do ;  I'll  go  per- 
fuade  Count  Virro  not  to  love  her,  I  know  the  way, 
and  I'll  but  tell  him  truth,  her  brother  lives,  that  will 
cool  his  love  quickly.  But  foft,  here  comes  the  Count  as 
fit  as  may  be. 

Enter  Virro, 

Vir.  She  loves  me  not  yet,  but  that's  no  matter ;  I  {hall 
have  her,  her  father  fays  I  {hall,  and  1  dare  take  his  word ; 
maids  are  quickly  over-rul'd.  Ah  ha,  methink9  I  am 
grown  younger  than  I  was  by  twenty  years  ;  this  fortune 
call  upon  me,  is  better  than  Medea's  charm,  to  make 
an  old  man  young  again,  to  have  a  lord's  eftate  freely 
bellowed,  and  with  it  fuch  a  beauty  as  would  warm 
Neftor's  blood,  and  make  old  Priam  lufty.  Fortune,  I  fee, 
thou  lovefl  me  now,  I'll  build  a  temple  to  thee  fhortly, 
and  adore  thee  as  the  greatefl  deity.  Now,  what  are 
you  ? 

Euge.  A  poor  fcholar,  my  Lord,  one  that  am  little  be- 
holden to  fortune. 

Vir.  So  are  moll  of  your  profeifion.  Thou  fhouldeft 
take  fome  more  thriving  occupation  ;  be  a  judge's  man, 
they  are  the  bravefl  now-a-days,  or  a  cardinal's  pander, 
that  were  a  good  profeifion,  and  gainful. 

Euge.  But  not  lawful,  my  Lord. 

Vir.  Lawful !  That  cardinal  may  come  to  be  pope, 
and  then  he  could  pardon  thee  and  himfelf  too. 

Euge.  My  Lord,  I  was  brought  up  a  fcholar,  and  I 
thank  you  for  your  counfel,  my  Lord  3  I  have  fome  for 
you,  and  therefore  I  came.   . 

Vir.  P'or  me  !  what  I  prithee  ? 

Euge.  'Tis  weighty,  and  concerns  you  near. 

Vir.  Speak,  what  is't  ? 
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Euge.  My  Lord,  you  are  to  marry  old  Polymetes's 
daughter. 

Vir.  And  heir. 

Euge.  No  heir,  my  Lord,  her  brother  is  alive. 

Vir.  How  !  thou  art  mad. 

Euge.  My  Lord,  what  I  fpeak  is  true,  and  to  my  know- 
ledge his  father  gives  it  out  in  policy  to  marry  his  daughter 
the  better,  to  hook  in  fuitors,  and  fpecially  aim'd  at 
you,  thinking  you  rich  and  covetous  ;  and  now  he  has 
Caught  you. 

Vir.  But  do' ft  thou  mock  me  ? 

Euge.  Let  me  be  ever  miferable  if  I  fpeak  not  truth  5 
as  fure  as  I  am  here,  Eugenio  lives  ;  I  know  it,  and  know 
where  he  is. 

Vir.  Where,  prithee  ? 

Euge.  Not  a  day's  journey  hence,  where  his  father  in- 
join'd  him  to  flay  till  your  match,  and  fends  word  to  him 
of  this  plot :  befides,  I  overheard  the  old  Lord,  and  his 
man  R  ofcio,  laughing  at  you  for  being  caught  thus. 

Vir.  Why,  wer't  thou  at  the  houfe  then  ? 

Euge.  Yes,  but  had  fcurvy  entertainment,  which  I  have 
thus  reveng'd. 

Vir.  Befhrew  my  heart,  I  know  not  what  to  think  on't ; 
'tis  like  enough,  this  Lord  was  always  cunning  beyond 
meafure,  and  it  amaz'd  me  that  he  mould  grow  fo  ex- 
treme kind  to  me  on  the  fudden,  to  ofrer  me  all  this. 
Befides,  this  fellow  is  fo  confident,  and  on  no  ends  of 
cpufenage  that  I  can  fee.  Well,  I  would  fain  enjoy  her, 
the  wench  is  delicate,  but  I  would  have  the  eftate  too, 
and  not  be  gulPd ;  what  mall  I  do  r  Now,  brains,  if  ever 
you  will,  help  your  mailer. 

Euge.  It  flings  him.  [Aftde* 

Vir.  Well,  fo  Sir,  what  may  I  call  your  name  ? 

Fuge.  Irus,  my  Lord. 

Firm  Your  name,  as  well  as  your  attire,  fpeaks  you 
poor. 

Ejuge.  I  am  fo. 

Vir.  And  very  poor. 

Euge.  Very  poor* 

Vir. 
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Fir.  Would  you  not  gladly  take  a  courfe  to  get  money, 
and  a  great  fum  of  money  ? 

Euge.  Yes  gladly,  if  your  Lordfhip  would  but  fliew  me 
the  way. 

Fir.  Hark  ye. 

Euge.  Oh  \  my  Lord,  confcience ! 

Fir,  Fie,  never  talk  of  confcience,  and  for  law  thou 
art  free  ;  for  all  men  think  him  dead,  and  his  father  will 
be  afhamed  to  follow  it,  having  already  given  him  for 
dead,  and  then  who  can  know  it  ?  Come,  be  wife,  five 
hundred  crowns  I'll  give. 

Euge.  Well,  'tis  poverty  that  does  it,  and  not  I;  when 
fhall  I  be  paid  ? 

Fir.  When  thou  haft  done  it. 

Euge.  Well,  give  me  your  hand  for  it,  my  Lord. 

Fir.  Thou  fhalt. 

Euge.  In  writing,  to  be  paid  when  I  have  poifon'd  him, 
and  think  it  done. 

Fir.  Now  thou  fpeak'ft  like  thyfelf ;  come  in,  I'll  give 
it  thee. 

Euge.  And  this  fhall  flop  thy  mouth  for  ever,  Count. 

Leucothoe  fola. 

Leu.  There  is  no  creature  here,  I  am  the  firft# 
Methinks  this  fad  and  fblitary  place 
Should  ftrike  a  terror  to  fuch  hearts  as  mine ; 
But  love  has  made  me  bold.    The  time  has  been^ 
In  fuch  a  place  as  this  I  fhould  have  fear'd 
Each  rolling  leaf,  and  trembled  at  a  reed 
Stirr'd  in  the  moonfhine :  my  fearful  fancy- 
Would  frame  a  thoufand  apparitions, 
And  work  fome  fear  out  of  my  very  fhadow* 
I  wonder  Philodes  is  tardy  thus, 
When  laft  we  parted,  every  hour,  he  faid, 
Would  feem  a  year  till  we  were  met  again. 
It  fhould  not  feem  fo  by  the  hafte  he  makes, 
I'll  fit  and  reft  me  ;  come,  I  know,  he  will. 

Enter  Philodes  and  Clerimont. 
Phil.  This,  Clerimont,  this  is  the  happy  place 
Where  I  fhall  meet  the  fum  of  all  mv  joys, 
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And  be  poffeft  of  fuch  a  treafury 
As  would  enrich  a  monarch. 

Leu.  This  is  his  voice  !  My  Philocles !: 

Phil.  My  life  !  my  foul !  what  here  before  me  ? 
Oh  thou  doft  ftill  outgo  me,  and  doit  make 
All  my  endeavours  poor  in  the.  requital 
Of  thy  large  favours ;  but  I  forget  my  felf, 
Sweet,  bid  my  friend  here  welcome,  this  is  he 
That  I  dare  trail  next  mine  own  heart  with  fecrets. 
But  why  art  thou  difguiied.  thus  ? 

Leu.  I  durft  noc  venture  elie  to  male  efcape. 

Phil.  Even  now,  methinks,  I  iland  as  I  would  wilh,. 
With  all  my  wealth  about  me,  fuch  a  love 
And  fuch  a  friend,  what  can  be  added  more 
To  make  a  man  live  happy  ?  Thou  dark  grove, 
That  haft  been  cali'd  the  feat  of  melancholy, 
And  fhelter  for  the  difcontented  fpirits, 
Sure  thou  art  wrong1  d,  thou  feem'ft  to  me  a  place 
Of  folace  and  content ;   a  paradife, 
That  giv'ft  me  more  than  ever  court  could  do, 
Or  richeft  palace.     Blelt  be  thy  fair  fhadesg 
Let  birds  of  mufick  ever  chant  it  here, 
No  croaking  raven,  or  ill-boding  owl 
Make  here  their  baleful  habitation, 
Frighting  thy  walk  ;  but  may 'ft  thou  be  a  grove 
Where  love's  fair  queen  may  take  delight  to  fport : 
For  under  thee  two  faithful  lovers  meet. 
Why  is  my  fair  Leucothoe  fo  fad  ? 

Leu.  I  know  no  caufe,  but  I  would  fain  be  gone. 

Phil.  Whithe*>  fweet? 

Leu.  Any  whither  from  hence, 
My  thoughts  divine  of  treafon,  whence  I  know  not  > 
There  is  no  creature  knows  our  meeting  here, 
But  one,  and  that's  my  maid  ;  fhe  has  been  trufty, 
And  will  be  ftill,  I  hope,  but  yet  I  would 
She  did  not  know  it :  prithee  let's  away  ; 
Any  where  €&.  we  are  fecure  from  danger. 
Then  let's  remove,  but  prithee  be  not  fad. 
What  noife  is  that  ?  [Noife  within. 

Leu    Ah  me  ! 

PUL  Oh  fear  not,  Love !  [Draws. 

Enter 
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Enter  Pcrlymetes,  Rofcio,  Eugenio,  and  Officers. 

Pol.  Upon  'em,  officers,  yonder  they  are. 

Phil.  Thieves !  villains  !. 

Pol.  Thou  art  the  thief,  and  the  villain  too  ; 
Give  me  my  daughter,  thou  ravifher. 

Phil.  Firfl  take  my  life. 

Pol.  Upon  'em,  I  fay  ;  [Fight, 

Knock  'em  down,  officers,  if  they  refill.     [They  are  taken. 

Leu.  Oh  they  are  loft  !  ah  wicked,  wicked  Pfecas ! 

Pol .  So,  keep  'em  fall,  we'll  have  'em  fafler  fhortly  ; 
and  for  you,  minion,  I'll  tie  a  clog  about  your  neck  for 
running  away  any  more. 

Leu.  *  Yet  do  but  hear  me,  father. 

Pol.  Call  me  not  father,  thou  difobedient  wretch, 
Thou  run-away,  thou  art  no  child  of  mine, 
My  daughter  ne'er  wore  breeches. 

Leu.  O  Sir,  my  mother  would  have  done  as  muck 
For  love  of  you,  if  need  had  fo  requir'd  ; 
Think  not  my  mind  transformed  as  my  habit. 

Pol.  Officers,  away  with  him ;  peace,  lirumpet  f; 
You  may  difcharge  him,,  he's  but.  an  afliflant. 

Leu.  O  flay  and  hear  me  yet,  hear  but  a  word, 
And  that  my  laft  it  may  be  *  do  not  fpiil 
The  life  of  him  in  whom  my  life  fubiiils  ; 
Kill  not  two  lives  in  one  ;  remember,  Sir, 
I  was  your  daughter  once,  once  you  did  love  me  ; 
And  tell  me  then,  what  fault  can  be  fo  great, 
To  make  a  father  murderer  of  his  child  ? 
For  fo  you  are  in  taking  of  his  life. 
Oh  think  not,  Sir,  that  I  will  flay  behind  him, 
Whilil  there  be  afps,  and  knives,  and  burning  goals, 
No  Roman  dame  fhall  in  her  great  example 
Outgo  my  love. 

Phil.  Oh  where  will  forrow  flay  ! 
Is  there  no  end  in  grief,  or  in  my  death 
Not  punifhment  enough  for  my  offence, 
But  mufl  her  grief  be  added  to  affiidl  me  ? 
Dry  up  thofe  pearls,  dearefl  Leucothoe, 
Or  thou  wilt  make  me  doubly  miferable  y 
Prefer ve  that  life,  that  I  may  after  death 
Live  in  my  better  part.     Take  comfcrt,  dear,. 
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People  would  curfe  me  if  fuch  beauty  mould 
For  me  mifcarry  ;  no,,  live  happy  thou, 
And  let  me  fuffer  what  the  law  inflicts. 

Leu.  My  ofFence  was  as  great  as  thine, 
And  why  ihould  not  my  punifhment  ? 
■Pol.  Come,  have  you  done?  Officers  away  with  him; 

[Exit  Pbilocles* 
I'll  be  your  keeper,  but  I'll  look  better  to  you. 
But,  Rofcio,  you  and  I  mufl  about  the  bufinefs : 
Sir,  let  it  be  your  charge  to  watch  my  daughter, 
And  fee  ftie  fend  no  meffage  any  whither, 
Nor  recei ve  any.  [Exeunt* 

Manent  Eugenio  &  Leucothoi. 

Euge.  It  mail,  my  Lord,  I'll  be  an  Argus ;  noneihall 
come  here,  I  warrant  you.  My  very  heart  bleeds  to  fee 
two  fuch  lovers,  fo  faithful,  parted  fo.  I  muft  condemn 
my  father,  he's  too  cruel  in  this  action  ;  and  did  not  na- 
ture forbid  it,  I  could  rail  at  him,  to  wreak  his  long- 
fofter'd  malice  againft  Lord  Euphues  thus  upon  his  fon, 
the  faithful  lover  of  his  own  daughter  ;  and  upon  her,  for 
Ihould  it  come  to  pafs  as  he  expects  it  mall,  I  think  it 
would  kill  her  too,  fhe  takes  it  fo.  See  in  what  ftrange 
amazement  now  fhe  Hands,  her  grief  has  fpent  Melf  fo 
far,  that  it  has  left  her  fenfelefs ;  it  grieves  me  thus  to  fee 
her,  I  can  fcarce  forbear  revealing  of  myfelf  to  her,  but 
that  I  keep  it  for  a  better  occafion,  when  things  fhall 
better  anfwer  to  my  purpofe.     Lady  I 

Leu.  What  are  you  ? 

Euge.  One  that  my  Lord,  your  father,  has  appointed  to 
give  attendance  on  you. 

Leu.  On  rne  !  alas  I-  need  no  attendance, 
He  might  bellow  hie  care  better  for  me. 

Euge.  I  came  but  lately  to  him,  nor  do  I  mean 
Long  to  flay  with  him  ;  in  the  mean  time,  Lady, 
Mi^t  I  but  do  you  any  fervice. 

Leu.  All  fervice  is  too  late,  my  hopes  are  defperate. 

Euge.  Madam,  I  have  a  feeling  of  your  woe, 
A  greater,  your  own  brother  could  not  have  ; 
And  think  not  that  I  come  fuborn'd  by  any 
To  undermine  your  fecrets ;  I  am  true, 
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By  all  the  Gods,  I  am ;  for  further  trial, 
Command  me  any  thing,  fend  me  on  any  meffage,, 
I'll  do  it  faithfully,  or  any  thing  elfe 
That  my  poor  power  can  compafs. 

Leu.  Oh  ftrange  fate ! 
Have  I  loft  pity  in  a  father's  heart, 
And  fhall  I  find  it  in  a  ftrangef  ?      Sir, 
I  fhall  not  live  to  thank  you,  but  my  prayers- 
Shall  go  with  you. 

Euge.  'Tis  not  for  thanks  or  meed, 
But  for  the  fervice  that  I  owe  to  virtue, 
I  would  do  this. 

Leu.  Surely  this  man 
Is  nobly  bred,  how-e'er  his  habit  give  him  : 
But,  Sir,  all  phylick  comes  to  me  too  late, 
There  is  no  hope  my  Philocles  mould  live. 

Euge.  Unlefs  the  King  were  pleas'd  to  grant  his  pardoa  \ 
'Twere  good  that  he  were  mov'd. 

Leu.  Ah  !  who  mould  do  it  ? 
I  fear  me,  'tis  in  vain  ;  Count  Virro, 
And  my  father,  both  will  crofs  it ;  but  I  would  venture 
If  I  could  get  but  thither. 

Euge.  'Tis  in  my  power 
To  give  you  liberty ;  your  father  left 
Me  to  be  your  keeper ;    but  in  an  a& 
So  meritorious  as  this,  I  will  not  hinder  you  ; 
Nay,  I  will  wait  upon  you  to  the  court. 

Leu.  A  thoufand  thanks  to  you  ;  well,  I  will  go. 
Grant,  oh  ye  powers  above,  if  virgin's  tears, 
If  a  true  lover's  prayers  had  ever  power 
To  move  compaffion,  grant  it  now  to  me  ! 
Arm  with  fo  ftrong  a  vigour  my  weak  words, 
They  may  pierce  deep  into  his  kingly  breaft, 
And  force  out  mercy  in  fpite  of  all  oppofers. 

Euge.  Come,  let's  away.  [Exeunt. 
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Actus*  quartus. 

Enter  Francifco,   reading  a  Letter* 

Franc.  T\ /T  Y  deareft  Lucy,  were  thy  old  Sire  as  juft 
aVJL  ^s  tnou  art  truty  conftant,  our  firm  love- 
Had  never  met  thefe  oppofitions. 
All  my  defigns  as  yet,  all  practices 
That!  have  us'd,  I  fee  are  frullrated  ; 
For,  as  my  fair  intelligencer  writes, 
He  will  before  the  next  court-day  provide 
Some  carelefs  parfon,,  that  in  fpite  of  laws 
Shall  marry  her  to  Shallow ;  this  being  doner 
He  means  to  hold  the  court's  feverity 
In  by  a  golden  bit.     And  fo  he  may, 
Alas !  it  is  too  true  ;  I  mull  prevent  it, 
And  that   in  time,  before  it  grow  too  far  : 
But  how  ?  there  lies  the  point  of  difficulty  : 
But  what  ftrange  fight  is  this  that  greets  mine  eyes ! 
Alphonfo,.  my  old  captain,  fure  'tis  he. 

Enter  Alphonfo. 

Alpb.  Thus  once  again  from  twenty  years  exile,, 
Toft  by  the  itorms  of  fortune  to  and  fro, 
Has  gracious  heaven  given  me  leave  to  tread 
My  native  earth  of  Sicily,  and  draw 
That  air  that  fed  me  in  my  infancy. 

Franc.  'Tis  he  !   Moft  noble  captain,  oh  what  power 
Has  been  fo  gracious,  as  to  blefs  mine  eyes 
Once  more  with  fight  of  my  moft  honour' d  mailer  ? 

Alph.  Kind  youth,  the  tears  of  joy  that  I  have  fpent 
To  greet  my  native  country,  have  quite  robb'd 
Mine  eyes  of  moifture,  and  have  left  me  none 

To 
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Toanfwerthy  afFe&ion.    But  tell  me, 
Tell  me  how  thou  haft  liv'd  in  Syracufe 
Thefe  five  years  here,  fince  that  unlucky  ftorm 
Divided  us  at  Tea. 

Franc.  Faith  poorly,  Sir, 
As  one  that  knows  no  kindred  nor  alliance, 
Unknown  of  any  have  I  miffed  out ; 
But  I  have  heard  you  fay  that  I  was  born 
In  Syracufe,  tell  me  what  flock  I  come  of, 
What  parentage,  how  mean  fo-e'er  they  be, 
They  cannot  well  be  poorer  than  my  felf  :. 
Speak,  do  you  know  them,  Sir  ? 

Alph.  Yes,  very  well, 
And  I  am  glad  the  fates  have  brought  me  home, 
For  thy  dear  fake,  that  I  may  now  difclofe 
Thy  honourable  birth. 

Franc.  Honourable! 

Alph.  Yes,  noble  youth,  thou  art  the  fecond  fon 
To  old  Lord  Euphues,  a  man  more  worthy 
And  truly  noble  never  drew  this  air; 
Thy  name's  Lyfandro,  this  difcovery 
Will  be  as  welcome  to  your  friends  as  you.  . 

Franc.  You  do  amaze  me,  Sir. 

Alph.  I'll  tell  you  all  ; 
It  was  my  fortune  twenty  years  ago, 
Upon  the  Tyrrhene  more,  whofe  fea  divides 
This  ifle  from   Italy,  to  keep  a  fort 
Under  your  noble  father,  where  your  felf, 
Then  but  a  child,  was  left  to  my  tuition ; 
When  fuddenly  the  rude  affailing  force 
Of  ftrong  Italian  pyrates  fo  prevaiPd, 
As  to  furprifal  of  the  fort  and  us. 
Your  name  and  noble  birth  I  then  conceal'd,,. 
Fearing  fome  outrage  from  the  enmity 
Of  thofe  fell  pyrates,  and  fince  from  your  felf 
I  purpofely  have  kept  the  knowledge  of  it, 
As  loth  to  grieve  your  prefent  mifery, 
With  knowledge  of  what  fortunes  you  had  loft. 
That  this  is  true,  you  ftraight  fhall  fee  th'  effect,, 
I'll  go.  acquaint  your  father  with  the  tokens, 

Aad 
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And  make  his  o'er-joy'd  heart  leap  to  embrace 
Thee  his  new-four. d  and  long-forgotten  fon. 

Fra?ic.  Worthy  captain,  your  prefence  was  always 
♦Welcome  to  me,  but  this  unlook'd-ior  news 
I  cannot  fuddenly  digeft. 

Alph.  Well,  I'll  go  to  him  prefently.        {Exit  Alph  on. 

Franc.  Now,  my  dear  Lucy,  I  mall  find  means  to  'quite 
Thy  love,  that  could' ft  defend  fo  low  as  I, 
When  I  was  nothing,  and  with  fuch  afFe&ion. 
This  was  my  fuit  ftill  to  the  powers  above, 
To  make  me  worthy  of  thy  conltant  love. 
But  I'll  about  the  project  I  intended.         [Exit  Frandfco-.. 

Enter  Virro  and  Polymetes. 

Pol.  Why,  now  my  Lord,  you  are  nearer  to  her  love 
than  ever  you  were  yet ;  your  rival  by  this  accident  fhall 
be  remov'd  out  of  the  way  ;  for  before,  the  fcornful  girl 
would  never  fancy  any  man  elfe. 

Fir.  I  conceive  you,  Sir. 

Pol.  I  labour'd  it  for  your  fake  as  much  as  for  my  own, 
to  remove  your  rival  and  my  enemy ;  you  have  your  love, 
and  I  have  my  revenge. 

Fir.  I  fhall  live,  my  Lord,  to  give  you  thanks.  {AJide. 
But  'twill  be  after  a  ftrange  manner,  if  Irus  has  difpatch'd- 
what  he  was  hired  to  ;  then,  my  kind  Lord,  I  fhail  be  a 
little  too  cunning  for  you. 

Pol.  My  Lord,  you  are  gracious  with  the  King. 

Fir.  I  thank  his  iVIajefty,  I  have  his  ear  before  another 
man. 

Pol.  Then  fee  no  pardon  be  granted,  you  may  flop  any 
thing ;  I  know  Euphues  will  be  folliciting  for  his  fon. 

Fir.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  no  pardon  paffes  whilft  I 
am  there,  I'll  be  a  bar  betwixt  him  and  the  King.  But 
hark,  the  King  approaches. 

Enter  King  with  Attendants*. 

Ambo.  Health  to  your  Majefty. 

King.  Count  Virro,  and  Lord  Polymetes,  welcome  ;■, 
You  have  been  ftrangers  at  the  court  of  late ; 
But  I  can  well  excufe  you,.  Count ;  you  are  about, a  wife,. 
A  young  one,,  and  a  fair  one  too,,  they  fay. 

Get 
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Get  me  young  foldiers,  Count ;  but  {peak, 
When  is  the  day  ?  I  mean  to  be  your  gueft ; 
You  mall  not  ileal  a  marriage. 

Fir.  I  thank  your  Majefty,  but  the  marriage  that  I  in- 
tended is  fiolen  to  my  hand,  and  by  another. 

King.  Stolen !  how,  man  ? 

Fir,  My  promifed  wife 
Is  lately  ftol'n  away  by  Philocles, 
Lord  Euphues1  Ton,  againft  her  father's  will,. 
Who  follow'd  'em,  and  apprehended  them ; 
The  law  may  right  us,  Sir,  if  it  may  have  courfe. 

King.  No  reaibn  but  the  law  mould  have  its  courfe* 

Enter  Euphues. 

Eup.  Pardon,  dread  Sovereign,  pardon  for  my  fon. 
»    King.  Your  fon,  Lord  Euphues !  what  is  his  offence? 

Eup.  No  heinous  one,  my  Liege,  no  plot  of  treafon 
Againft  your  royal  perfon  or  your  ftate, 
Thefe  aged  cheeks  would  blufb  to  beg  a  pardon 
For  fuch  a  foul  offence ;  no  crying  murder 
Hath  ftain'd  his  innocent  hands,  his  fault  was  lover 
Love,  my  dear  Liege ;  unfortunately  he  took 
The  daughter  and  heir  of  lord  Polymetes, 
Who  follows  him,  and  feeks  extremity. 

Pol.  I  feek  but  law  1  I  am  abus'd,  my.  Liege, 
Juftice  is  all  I  beg,  my  daughter's  ftoPn, 
Staff  of  my  age  ;  let  the  law  do  me  right. 

Fir.  To  his  juft  prayers  do  I  bend  my  knee, 
My  promised  wife  is  Horn,  and  by  the  fon 
Of  that  injurious  Lord  ;  juftice  I  crave. 

Eup.  Be  like  thofe  powers  above,  whofe  place  on  earth-: 
You  reprefent,  fhew  mercy,  gracious  King, 
For  they  are  merciful. 

Pol.  Mercy  is  but  the  King's  prerogative, 
'Tis  juftice  is  his  office,  doing  that 
He  can  wrong  no  man,  no  man  can  complain  ;. 
But  mercy  fhew'd  oft  takes  away  relief 
From  the  wrong'd  party,  that  the  law  would  give  hirm 

Eup.  The  law  is  blind,  and  fpeaks  in  general  terms, 
She  cannot  pity  where  occafion  ferves  ; 
The  living  law  can  moderate  her  rigour, 
Andthat's  the  King.  Pal 
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Pol.  The  King  I  hope  in  this  will  not  do  fo. 

Eup.  'Tis  malice  makes  thee  (peak, 
Hard-hearted  Lord,  had'ft  thou  no  other  way 
To  wreak  thy  cankred  and  long-fofter'd  hate 
Upon  my  head  but  thus,  thus  bloodily 
By  my  ion's  fufFering,  and  for  fuch  a  fault 
As  thou  ihould'ft  love  him  rather  ?  Js  thy  daughter 
Difparag'd  by  his  love,  is  his  blood  bafe, 
Or  are  his  fortunes  funk  ?  This  law  was  made 
For  fuch  like  cautions,  to  reftrain  the  bafe 
From  wronging  noble  perfons  by  attempts 
Of  fuch  a  kind,  but  where  equality 
Meets  in  the  match,  the  fault  is  pardonable. 

Enter  Leucotboe. 

Leu.  Mercy,  my  Sovereign;  mercy,  gracious  King. 

Pol.  Minion,  who  fent  for  you?  'twere  modefty 
For  you  to  be  at  home. 

King.  Let  her  alone  >  fpeak,  Lady, 
I  charge  you  no  man  interrupt  her. 

Leu.  If  ever  pity  touch'd  that  princely  bieaft,. 
If  ever  virgin's  tears  had  power  to  move, 
Or  if  you  ever  lov'd,  and  felt  the  pangs 
That  other  lovers  do,  pity,  great  King, 
Pity  and  pardon  two  unhappy  lovers. 

King.  Your  life  is  not  in  queftion. 

Leu.  Yes,  royal  Sir, 
If  law  condemn  my  Philocles,  he  and  I 
Have  but  one  heart,  and  can  have  but  one  fate. 

Eup.  Excellent  virtue!  thou  had'ft  not  this  from  thy 
father. 

King.  There's  mufick  in  her  voice,  and  in  her  face, 
More  than  a  mortal  beauty :  Oh  my  heart ! 
I  ihall  be  loft  in  paflion  if  I  hear  her, 
I'll  hear  no  more,  convey  her  from  my  prefence, 
Quickly  I  fay. 

Eup.  This  isftrange. 

Vir.  I  told  you  what  he  would  do,  I  knew 
He  would  not  hear  of  a  pardon,  and  I  againft  it ; 
He  refpecls  me. 

Pol.  No  doubt  he  does,  my  Lord, 
I.  like  this  paflkge  well.  King* 
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King.  But  ftay, 
Stay,  Lady,  let  me  hear  you  ;  befhrew  my  heart, 
.My  mind  was  running  of  another  matter. 

Vir.  Where  the  devil  hath  his  mind  been  all  this  while? 
Perhaps  he  heard  none  of  us  neither,  we  may  e'en  tell  our 
tales  again. 

Pol.,  No,  fure  he  heard  us,  but  'tis  very  ftrapge. 

King,  'Tis  fuch  a  tempting  poifon  I  draw  in, 
I  cannot  ftay  my  draught ;  rife  up,  Lady. 

Leu.  Never  until  your  Grace's  pardon  raife  me ; 
There's  pity  in  your  eye,  oh  mew  it,  Sir, 
Say  pardon,  gracious  King,  'tis  but  a  word, 
And  fhort,  but  welcome  as  the  breath  of  life. 

King.  I'll  further  hear  the  manner  of  this  fact ; 
Avoid  the  prefence,  all  but  the  Lady, 
And  come  not  till  I  fend. 

Pol.  I  like  not  this. 

Vir.  Nor  I,  here  is  mad  da&cing. 

Eup.  Heaven  blefs  thy  fuit,  thou  mirrour  of  thy  fex, 
And  beft  example  of  true  conftant  love, 
That  in  the  fea  of  thy  tranfcendant  virtues 
Drown' ft  all  thy  father's  malice,  and  redeem'ft 
More  in  my  thoughts  than  all  thy  kin  can  lofe.     \Exeunt. 

King.  Now,  Lady,  what  would  you  do  to  fave  the  life 
of  him  you  love  fo  dearly  ? 

Leu.  I  cannot  think  that  thought  I  would  not  do. 
Lay  it  in  my  power,  and  beyond  my  power 
I  would  attempt. 

King,  You  would  be  thankful  then  to  me, 
If  I  mould  grant  his  pardon  ? 

Leu.  If  ever  I  were  thankful  to  the  Gods 
For  all  that  I  call  mine,  my  health  and  being, 
Could  I  to  you  be  unthankful  for  a  gift 
I  value  more  than  thofe,  and  without  which 
Thefe  blefiings  were  but  wearifome. 

King.  Thofe  that  are  thankful  ftudy  to  requite  a  cour- 
tefy  ;  would  you  do  fo ■?  Would  you  requite  this  favour  ? 

Leu.  I  cannot,  Sir ; 
For  all  the  fervice  J  can  do  your  Grace 
Is  but  my  duty,  you  are  my  fovereign, 
And  all  my  deeds  to  you  are  debis,  not  merits. 

But 
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But  to  thofe  powers  above,  that  can  requite, 
That  from  their  waflelefs  treafures  heap  rewards 
More  out  of  grace  than  merits  on  us  mortals, 
To  thofe  I'll  ever  pray,  that  they  would  give  you 
More  bleflings  than  I  have  fkill  to  afk. 

King.  Nay,  but  Leucothoe,  this  lies  in  thy  power  to  re- 
quite, thy  love  will  make  requital;  wilt  thou  love  me  ? 

Leu.  I  ever  did,  my  Lord  : 
I  was  inftrudled  from  my  infancy, 
To  love  and  honour  you  my  Sovereign. 
King.  But  in  a  nearer  bond  of  love. 
Leu.  There  is  no  nearer,  nor  no  truer  love 
Than  that  a  loyal  fubjecl  bears  a  prince. 

King.  Still  thou  wilt  not  conceive  me,  I  muft  deal 
plain  with  you  ;  wilt  thou  lie  with  me  ?  and  I  will  feal  his 
pardon  prefently ;  nay  more,  I'll  heap  upon  you  both,  all 
favours,  all  honours  that  a  Prince  can  give. 

Leu.  Oh  me  unhappy ! 
In  what  a  fad  dilemma  Hands  my  choice, 
Either  to  lofe  the  man  my  foul  moil  loves, 
Or  fave  him  by  a  deed  of  fuch  difhonour 
As  he  will  ever  loath  me  for,  and  hate 
To  draw  that  breath  that  was  fo  bafely  kept  ? 
Name  any  thing  but  that  to  fave  his  life. 
I  know  you  do  but  tempt  my  frailty,  Sir, 
I  know  your  royal  thoughts  could  never  floop 
To  fuch  a  foul  dilhonourable  act. 

King.  Bethink  thy  felf,  there  is  no  way  but  that ; 
I  fwear  by  heaven  never  to  pardon  him 
But  upon  thofe  conditions. 
Leu.  Oh  I  am  miferable  ! 

King    Thou  art  not,  if  not  wilful ;  yield,  Leucothoe, 
It  fhali  be  fecret,  Pniiocles  for  his  life 
Shall  thank  thy  love,  but  never  know  the  price 
Thou  paid'ft  for  it;  be  wife,  thou  heard' ft  me  fwear, 
I  cannot  now  fhew  mercy,  thou  may'ft  fave  him, 
And  if  he  die,  'tis  thou  that  art  the  tyrant. 

Leu.  I  mould  be  {b  if  I  fhould  fave  him  thus : 
Nay,  I  mould  be  a  traytor  to  your  Grace, 
Betray  your  foul  to  fuch  a  foe  as  luft. 
But  hnce  your  oath  is  pail,  dear  Philocles, 
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.I'll  Ihew  to  thee  an  honeft  cruelty, 
And  rather  follow  thee  in  fpotlefs  death, 
Than  buy,  with  finning,  a  diilionour'd  life. 

King.' 'Yet  pity  me,   Leuccthoe,  cure  the  wound 
Thine  eyes  have  made,  pity  a  begg'ng  King, 
Uncharm  the  charms  of  thy  bewitching  face, 
Or  thou  wilt  leave  me  dead.    Will  nothing  move  thee  ? 
Thou  art  a  witch,  a  tray  tor,  thou  hall  fought 
By  unrefiHed  fpeils  thy  Sovereign's  life  : 
Who  are  about  us  ?  call  in  the  lords  again, 
Lord  Poly  metes,  take  your  daughter  to  you, 
Keep  her  at  home. 

Pol.  I  will,  my  Liege.  Rofcio,  fee  her  there.  I  wonder 
what  is  done. 

King.  Euphues,  I  have  ta'en  a  folemn  oath 
Never  to  grant  a  pardon  to  thy  fon. 

Eup.  Oh  fay  not  fo,  my  Liege,  your  Grace  I  know 
Has  mercy  for  a  greater  fault  than  this. 

King.  My  oath  is  paft,  and  cannot  be  recalTd. 

Pol.  This  is  beyond  our  wifhes. 

Vir.  What  made  him  fwear  this,  I  wonder  ? 

Eup.  A  heavy  bath  to  me,  and  molt  unlook'd  for. 
Your  juftice,   Sir,  has  fet  a  period 
Unto  a  loyal  houfe,  a  family 
That  have  been  props  of  the  Sicilian  crown, 
That  with  their  bloods  in  many  an  honour' d  field, 
'Gainft  the  hot  French,  and  Neapolitan, 
Have  ferv'd  for  you,  and  your  great  ancestors ; 
Their  children  now  can  never  more  do  fo. 
Farewel,  my  Sovereign,  whilit  I  in  tears 
Spend  the  fad  remnant  of  my  childlefs  age, 
I'll  pray  for  your  long  life,  and  happy  reign, 
And    may  your  Grace,  and  your  polterity 
At  need  find  hands  as  good,  and  hearts  as  true 
As  ours  have  ever  been. 

King.  Farewel,  good  old  man. 

Eup.  For  you,  my  Lord,  your  cruelty  has  deferv'd 
A  curie  from  me,  but  I  can  utter  none  ; 
Your  daughter's  goodnefs-  has  weigh'd  down  your  malice, 
Heaven  profper  her, 

Pol.  Amen. 

King. 
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King.  He  is  an  honeft  man,  and  truly  noble. 
Oh  my  rafh  oath,  my  lull  that  was  the  caufe, 
Would  any  price  would  buy  it  in  again  ! 

Vir.  Your  Majefty  is  juft. 

Pol.  'Tis  a  happy  land 
Where  the  King  fquares  his  actions  by  the  law. 

King.  Away,  you  are  bafe  and  bloody, 
That  feed  your  malice  with  pretence  of  juflice, 
'Tis  fuch  as  you  make  Princes  tyrannous, 
And  hated  of  their  fabjects  ;  but  look  to't, 
Look  your  own  heads  Hand  faft,  for  if  the  law 
Do  find  a  hole  in  your  coats,  beg  no  mercy. 

Vir.  Pardon  us,  my  Lord,  we  were  wrong'd. 

Pol.  And  fought  redrefs  but  by  a  lawful  courfe. 

King.  Well,  leave  me  alone. 

Vir.  Farewel,  my  Liege,  now  let  him  chafe  alone. 

Pol.  Now  we  have  our  ends.  [Exeunt. 

King.  Is  there  no  means  to  fave  him,  no  way,     / 
To  get  a  difpenfation  for  an  oath  ? 
None  that  I  know,  except  the  Court  of  Rome 
Will  grant  one ;  that's  well  thought  on, 
I  will  not  fpare  for  gold,  and  that  will  do  it, 
Nicanor  ! 

Nic   Sir  ! 

King.  What  book  is  that 
Thou  had'fl  from  Paris,  about  the  price  of  fins  ? 

Nic.  'Tis  called  the  Taxes  of  the  Apoflolical  Chancery. 

King.  Is  there  a  price  for  any  fin  fet  down  ? 

Nic.  Any,  Sir ;  how  heinous  e'er  it  be, 
Or  of  what  nature,  for  fuch  a  fum  of  money 
As  is  fet  down  there,   it  (hall  be  remitted. 

King.  That's  well,  go  fetch  the  book  prefently. 

Nic.  I  will,   my  Lord.  [Exit  Nicanor. 

King.  Sure  there  is  perjury 
Among  the  reft,  and  I  fhall  know  what  rate 
It  bears  before  I  have  committed  it. 
How  now,  haft  brought  it  ? 

Nic    Yes,  Sir. 

King.  Read  ;  I  would  know  the  price  of  perjury. 

Nic.  I  fhall  find  it  quickly,  here's  an  index.  [He  reads. 

Impr. 
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Impr.  For  murder  of  all  kinds,  of  a  clergyman,  of  a  lay- 
man, of  father,  mother,  fon,  brother,  lifter,  wife. 

King.  Read  till  you  come  at  perjury. 

Nic.  Item,  for  impoifoning,  enchantments,  witchcraft, 
facrilege,  fimony,  and  their  kind  and  branches. 

Item,  pro  lapfu  carnis,  fornication,  adultery,  incefi 
without  any  exception,  or  diftin&ion ;  for  fodomy,  bru- 
tality, or  any  of  that  kind. 

King.  My  heart  makes  with  horror 
To  hear  the  names  of  fuch  detefled  iins ; 
Can  thefe  be  bought  for  any  price  of  money  ? 
Or  do  thefe  merchants  but  deceive  the  world 
With  their  falfe  wares  ?  No  more  of  that  foul  book, 
I  will  not  now  know  what  I  came  to  know, 
I  would  not  for  the  world  redeem  my  oath 
By  fuch  a  courfe  as  this ;  no  more,  Nicanor, 
Unlefs  thou  find  a  price  for  atheifm. 
Well,  this  is  not  the  way  to  help,  I  fee ; 
I  have  thought  of  another,  that  may  prove, 
And  both  dilcharge  my  oath,  and  fave  his  life. 
Nicanor,  run  prefently,  call  Matho  hither, 
Matho  the  lawyer,  command  him  to  make  hafte, 
I  long  to  be  reiblv'd. 

Nic.  I  run,  Sir. 

King.  He  is  a  fubtle  lawyer,  and  may  find 
Some  point,  that  in  the  law's  obfcurity 
Lies  hid  from  us,  fome  point  may  do  us  good. 
I  have  feen  fome  of  his  profefiion 
Out  of  a  cafe  as  plain,  as  clear  as  day 
To  our  weak  judgments,  and  no  doubt  at  firft 
Meant  like  our  thoughts  by  thofe  that  made  the  law, 
Pick  out  fuch  hard  inextricable  doubts,  ,   . 

That  they  have  fpun  a  fuit  of  feven  years  long,  \ 

And  led  their  hood-wink  clients  in  a  wood, 
A  moil  irremeable  labyrinth, 

Till  they  have  quite  confum'd  them  ;  this  they  can  do 
In  other  cafes,  why  not  as  well  in  this  ? 
I  have  feen  others  could  extend  the  law 
Upon  the  rack,  or  cut  it  fhort  again 
To  their  own  private  profits,  as  that  thief 
Cruel  Procruft.es  ferv'dhis  haplefs  guefts, 
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To  fit  them  to  his  bed.     Well,  I  mall  fee,' 
I  would  Nicanor  were  return'd  again, 
I  would  fain  eafe  my  conference  of  that  oath, 
That  rafh  and  inconfiderate  oath  I  took. 
But  fee  !  here  they  are  coming. 

Enter  Mat  ho. 

Ma.  Health  to  my  Sovereign. 

King.  Ma  ho,  welcome. 
I  fent  for  thee  about  a  bufmefs 
I  would  entreat  thy  help  in. 

Ma.  Your  Kighnefs  may  command  my  fervice  in  that, 
or  any  thing  lies  m  my  power. 

King,  'lis  to  decide  a  cafe  that  troubles  me. 

Ma.  If  it  lie  within  the  compafs  of  my  knowledge,  I 
will  refolve  your  Highnefs  prefently. 

King.  Then  thus  it  is :  Lord  Euphues'  fon, 
Young  Philocles,  has  lately  floPn  away 
The  ciaugh.er  and  heir  of  Lord  Polymetes, 
Who  is  his  enemy  :  he,  following  him  hard, 
Has  apprehended  him,  and  brings  him  to  his  trial 
To-morrow  morning.     Thou  hair,  heard  this  news. 

Ma.  I  have,  my  Liege,  with  every  circumfhnce 
That  can  be  thought  on  in  the  bufinefs. 

King.  And  what  will  be  the  ifllie  of  the  law  ? 

Ma.  He  muft.  die  for't,  the  cafe  is  plain,  unlefs 
Your  Grace  will  grant  his  pardon. 

King.  But  can  there  be  no  means  thought  upon  to  fave 
him  by  the  law  ? 

Ma.  None,  my  Lord. 

King.  Surely  there  may;  fpeak,  man,  I'll  give  thee 
double  fees. 

Ma.  It  cannot  be,  my  Liege,  the  flatute  is  plain. 

King.  Nay,  now  thou  art  too  honeil ;  thou  ihould'it  do 
As  other  lawyers  do,  firfl  take  my  money, 
And  then  tell  me  thou  can  ft  do  me  no  good. 

Ma.  I  dare  not  undertake  it  j  could  it  be  done, 
I'd  go  as  far  as  any  man  would  do. 

King.  Yes,  if  it  were  to  cut  a  poor  man's  throat,  you  could ; 
For  fome  rich  griping  landlord  you  could  grind 
The  face  of  his  poor  tenant,  itretch'the  hw 
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To  fervehis  turn,  and  guided  by  his  angels 

Speak  oracles  more  than  the  tongues  cf  men, 

Then  you  could  find  exceptions,  refervatjona, 

Stand  at  a  word,  a  fy liable,  a  letter, 

Or  coin  fome  fcruples  out  of  your  own  brains : 

But  in  a  cafe  fo  full  of  equity, 

So  charitable  as  this,  you  can  find  nothing  ; 

I  mall  for  ever  hate  all  your  profelilon. 

Ma.  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs  to  excufe  me, 
I  cannot  do  more  than  your  laws  will  let  me, 
Nor  falfify  my  knowledge,  nor  my  conscience.  ^ 

King.  Then  I  am  miierable ;  rile,  Matho,  rife, 
I  do  not  difcommend  thy  honeily, 
But  blame  my  own  hard  fate  ;  ah  Philocles, 
I  would  redeem  thy  life  at  any  price, 
But  the  ilars  crofs  it,  cruel  fate  condemns  thee.    \Exeunt. 

Enter  Conjlable  and  Watch. 

Con.  Come  fellow-watchmen,  for  now  you  are  my 
fellows. 

Watch.  It  pleafes  you  to  call  us  fo,  mailer  conftable. 

Con.  I  do  it  to  encourage  you  in  your  office,  it  is  a  trick 
that  we  commanders  have,  your  great  captains  call  your 
foldiers  fellow-foldiers  to  encourage  them. 

2  Watch.  Indeed  and  fo  they  do.  I  heard  mailer  curate 
reading  a  ftory-book  t'other  day  to  that  purpofe. 

Con.  Well,  I  mufl  fhew  now  what  you  have  to  do,  for 
I  myfelf  before  I  came  to  this  prefermity,  was  as  ilrnple 
as  one  of  you  ;  and  for  your  better  deflruclion,  I  will  deride 
my  fpeech  into  two  parts.  Firfl,  what  is  a  watchman.  Se- 
condly, what  if  the  oflice  of  a  watchman.  For  the  firft,  if 
any  man  afk  me  what  is  a  watchman,  I  may  anfwer  him, 
he  is  a  man  as  others  are,  nay  a  tradeiman,  as  a  vintner, 
a  taylor,  or  the  like,  for  they  have  long  bills.     * 

3  Watch.He  tells  us  true,  neighbour,  we  have  bilk  indeed. 
Con.  For  the  fecond,  what  is  his  office ;  I   anfwer,  he 

may  by  virtue  of  his  office  reprehend  any  perfon  or  per- 
fons  that  walk  the  ftreets  too  late  at  a  feafonable  Ik: ur. 

4  Watch.  May  we  indeed,  mailer  conftable  r 
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Con.  Nay,  if  you  meet  any  of  thofe  rogues  at  feafonable 
hours,  you  may,  by  virtue  of  your  office,  commit  him  to 
prifon,  and  then  afk  him  whither  he  was  going. 

i  Watch.  Why  that's  as  much  as  my  Lord  Mayor  does. 

Con.  True,  my  Lord  Mayor  can  do  no  more  than  you, 
in  that  point. 

2  Watch.  But,  mailer  conftable,  what  if  he  mould  refill:  us  r 
Con.  Why,  if  he  do  refill,  you  may  knock  him  down, 

and  then  bid  him  Hand,  and  come  before  the  conftable.  So 
now  I  think  you  are  fufficiently  inftru&ed  concerning 
your  office  ;  take  your  Hands,  you  fhall  hear  rogues  walk- 
ing at  thefe  feafonable  hours,  I  warrant  you  :  Hand  cloie. 

Enter  Eugenio. 

Eug.  Now  do  I  take  as  much  care  to  be  apprehended, 
as  others  do  to  'fcape  the  watch ;  I  mull  fpeak  to  be  over- 
heard, and  plainly  too,  or  elfe  thefe  dolts  will  never  con- 
ceive me. 

Con.  Heark,  who  goes  by  ? 

Eug.  Oh  my  conscience,  my  confcience,  the  terror  of  a 
guilty  confcience. 

Con.  How,  confcience  talks  he  of?  he's  an  honeft  man 
I  warrant  him,  let  him  pafs. 

2  Watch.  I,  I,  let  him  pafs;  good-night,  honeft  gentleman. 

Eug.  Thefe  are  wife  officers !  I  mull  be  plainer  yet. 
7  hat  gold,  that  curfed  gold,  that  made  me  poifon  him, 
made  me  poifon  Eugenio. 

Con.  How,  made  me  poifon  him !  he's  a  knave  I  warrant 
him. 

3  Watch.  Mr.  Conftable  has  found  him  already. 

Con.  I  warrant  you  a  knave  cannot  paf*  me,  go  re- 
prehend him,  I'll  take  his  excommunication  my  felf. 

i  Watch.  Come  afore  the  conftable. 

2  Watch.  Come  afore  the  conftable. 

Con.  Sirrah,  firrah,  you  would  have 'fcap'd,  would  you? 
no,  firrah,  you  mall  know  the  king's  officers  have  eyes  to 
hear  fuch  rogues  as  you.  Come,  firrah,  confefs  who  it  was 
you  ppifon'd — He  looks  like  a  notable  rogue. 

i  Watch.  I  do  not  like  his  looks. 

2  Watch.  Nor  I. 

Con.  You  would  deny  it,  would  you,  firrah  ?  we  fhall 
Eft  you.  Bug. 
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Euv.  Alas,  Mr.  Conftable,  I  cannot  now  deny  what  I 
have  laid,  you  over-heard  me,  I  poifon'd  Eugenio,  fon  to 
Lord  Polymetes. 

i  Watch.  Ohrafcal! 

2  Watch.  My  young  landlord  ! 

Con.  Let  him  alone,  the  law  mail  punifli  him ;  but  fir- 
rah,  where  did  you  poifon  him  ? 

Eug.  About  a  day's  journey  hence  ;  as  he  was  coming 
home  from  Athens  I  met  him,  and  poifoned  him. 

Con.  But  firrah,  who  fet  you  a  work  ?  confefs,  I  fh  ill 
find  out  the  whole  neft  of  thefe  rogues  ;  fpeak. 

Eug.  Count  Virro  hired  me  to  do  it. 

Con.  Oh  lying  rafcal ! 

1  Watch.  Nay,  he  that  will  ileal  will  lye. 

2  Watch.  I'll  believe  nothing  he  fays. 

3  Watch.  Belye  a  man  of  woiihip  ! 

4  Watch.  A  nobleman  ! 

Con.  Away  with  him,  I'll  hear  no  more,  remit  him  to 
prifon ;  firrah,  you  (hall  hear  of  thefe  things  to-morrow, 
where  you  would  be  loth  to  hear  them.     Come,  let's  go. 

[& 


<xeum. 


Adas    quintus. 

Enter  Franklin,  Shallow,  Lucy,  Francifco  in  a   Par/on* s 
habit,  and  a  true  Par/on  othercwife  attired. 

Frank.  IT'LL'  take  your  counfel,  Sir,  I'll  not  be  feen 
X  hi't,  but  meet  you  when 'tis  done;  you'll 
marry  them? 

Franc.  Fear  not  that,  Sir,  I'll  do  the  deed. 

Frank.  I  mail  reft  thankful  to  you,  till  then  I'll  leave  you . 

Shal.  I  pray,  father,  leave  us,  we  know  how  to  behave 
our  felves  alone  ;  methinks,  Lucy,  we  are  too  many  by 
two  yet. 

Lucy.  You  are  merry,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 
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Manet  Franklin. 
Frank.  Now  they  are  fure,  or  never;  poor  Francifco, 
Thou  me^ft  thy  match,  when  thou  durft,  undertake 
To  over-reach  me  with  tricks,  where's  now  your  Sumner  ? 
'  Fore  heaven  I  cannot  but  applaud  my  brain, 
Td  take  my  daughter  even  againli  her  will, 
And  great  with  child  by  another,  her  fhame  publifh'd, 
She  cited  to  the  court,  and  yet  bellow  her 
On  fuch  a  fortune  as  rich  Shallow  is : 
Nay,  that  which  is  the  maiter-piece  of  all, 
Make  him  believe  'tis  his,  though  he  ne'er  touch'd  her. 
If  men  ne'er  met  with  croffes  in  the  world, 
'There  were  no  difference  'twixt  the  wife  and  fools. 
But  I'll  go  meet  them ;  when  ' tis  done,  I  fear  not.  [Exit, 

Enter  Francifco  y  Par/on,  Shallow,  Lucy. 

Franc.  Nay,  fret  not  now,  you  had  been  worfe  abus'd 
If  you  had  married  her ;  fhe  never  lov'd  you. 

Lucy.  I  ever  fcorn'd  thy  fol  y,  and  hated  thee,  though 
fometirnes  afore  my  father  I  would  make  an  afs  of  thee. 

Shal.  Oh  women,  monilrous  women  !  little  does  her 
father  know  who  has  married  her. 

Lucy.  Yes,  he  knows  the  parfon  married  me,  and 
you  can  witnefs  that. 

Franc.  And  he  fhall  know  the  parfon  will  lie  with  her. 

Shal.  Well,  parfon,  I  will  be  reveng'd  on  all  thy  coat, 
I  will  not  plough  an  acre  of  ground  for  you  to  tythe,  111 
rather  paftuie  my  neighbours  cattle  for  nothing. 

Par.  Oh  be  more  charitable,  Sir,  bid  God  give  them  joy. 

Shal.  I  care  not  greatly  if  I  do,  he  is  not  the  hrit 
parfon  that  has  taken  a  gentleman's  leavings. 

Franc.  How  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Shal.  You  guefs  my  meaning.  I  hope  to  have  good 
luck  to  horfe-flefh  now  fhe  is  a  paifon's  wife. 

Franc.  You  have  lain  with  her  then,  Sir? 

Shal  I  cannot  tell  you  that,  but  if  you  fow  a  woman 
with  child  without  lying  with  a  man,  then  perhaps  I  have 
not. 

Lucy.  Impudent  coxcomb!  dareft  thou  fay  that  ever 
thou  iay'ft  with  me  ?  Did'il  thou  ever  fo  mucii  as  kifs  my 
hand  in  private  ? 

Shah 


The  HEIR.  75 

Shal.  Thefe  things  muft  not  be  fpoken  of  in  company. 

Lucy.  Thou  know'ft  I  ever  hated  thee. 

Shal.  But  when  you  were  i'th'  good  humour  you  would 
tell  me  another  tale. 

Lucy.  The  fool  is  mad  ;  by  heaven,  my  Francifco,  I  am 
Wrong' d.  [He  difcovers  him/elf. 

Franc.  Then  I  muft  change  my  note.  Sirrah,  unfay  what 
you  have  fpoken,  fwear  here  before  the  parfon  and  my 
felf  you  never  touch'd  her,  or  I'll  cut  thy  throat;  it  is 
Francifco  threatens  thee. 

Shal.  I  am  in  a  fweet  cafe,  what  mould  I  do  now  r  Her 
father  thinks  I  have  lain  with  her ;  if  I  deny  it,  he'll  have 
a  bout  with  me ;  if  I  fay  I  have,  this  young  rogue  will  cut 
my  throat. 

Franc.  Come,  will  you  fwear  ? 

Shal.  I  would  I  were  fairly  off,  I  would  lofe  my  wench 
wkh  all  my  heart.    I  fwear. 

Franc.  So,  now  thou  art  i'reQ  from  any  imputation  that 
his  tongue  can  flick  upon  thee. 

Enter  Franklin. 

Frank.  Well,  now  I  fee  'tis  done. 

ShaL  Here's  one  (hall  talk  with  you* 

Frank.  God  give  you  joy,  ton  Shallow. 

Franc.  I  thank  you,  father. 

Frank.  How's  this,  Francifco  in  the  parfon's  habit  ? 

Franc.  I  have  married  her  as  you  bad  me,  Sir,  but  this 
was  the  truer  parfon  of  the  two,  he  tied  the  knot,  and  this 
gentleman  is  our  witnefs. 

Frank.  I  am  undone  ;  (trumpet,  thou  haft  betrayed  thy 
felf  to  beggary,  to  fhame  beiides,  and  chat  in  open  court ; 
but  take  what  thou  haft  fought,  hang,  beg,  and  iUrve,  I'll 
never  pity  thee. 

Lucy.  Good  Sir ! 

Shal.  I  told  you  what  would  come  on't. 

Frank.  How  did  your  wifdom  lofe  her  ? 

Shal.  E'en  as  you  fee,  I  was  beguil'd,  and  fo  were  you. 

Frank.  Francifco,  take  her ;  thou  feeft  the  portion  thou 
art  like  to  have. 

Franc.  'Tis  fuch  a  portion  as  will  ever  pleafe  me  ;  but 
for  her  fake,  be  not  unnatural. 
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Lucy.  Do  not  reject  me,  father. 

Franc.  But  for  the  fault  that  fhe  muft  anfwer  for,  or 
lhame  fhe  fhould  endure  in  court,  behold  her  yet  an  un- 
touch'd  virgin.  Cufhion,  come  forth ;  here  Signior  Shallow, 
take  your  child  unto  you,  make  much  of  it,  it  may  prove 
as  wife  as  the  father.  {He  flings  the  cujbion  at  him. 

Frank.  This  is  more  ftrange  than  t'other;  ah  Lucy, 
wer't  thou  fo  fubtle  to  deceive  thy  felf,  and  me  ?  Well, 
take  thy  fortune,   'tis  thine  own  choice. 

Frank.  Sir,  we  can  force  no  bounty  from  you,  and  there- 
fore muft  reft  content  with  what  your  pleafure  is. 

Enter  Euphues,  Alphonfo. 

Alph.  Yonder  he  is,  my  Lord,  that's  he  in  the  parfon's 
habit,  he  is  thus  difguis'd  about  the  bufinefs  I  told  you  of. 
Lyfandro,  fee  your  noble  father. 

Eup.  Welcome  my  long-loll  fbn  from  all  the  ftorms 
Of  frowning  fortune  that  thou  haft  end  or' d, 
Into  thy  father's  arms. 

Lucy    Is  my  Francifco  noble  ? 

Frank.  Lord  Euphues'  fon !  I  am  amaz'd. 

Eup.  I  hear,  Lyfandro,  that  you  are  married. 

Franc.  Yes,  my  Lord,  this  is  my  bride,  the  daughter 
and  heir  of  this  rich  gentleman ;  'twas  only  fhe,  that  when 
my  ftate  was  nothing,  my  poor  felf  and  parentage  un- 
known, vouchfafed  to  know ;  nay,  grace  me  with  her 
love,  her  conftant  love. 

Eup.  Such  merit  muft  not  be  forgot,  my  fon. 
Daughter,  much  joy  attend  upon  your  choice. 

Franc.  Now,  wants  but  your  confent. 

Frank.  Which,  with  a  willing  heart  I  do  beftow > 
Pardon  me,  worthy  fon,  I  have  fo  long 
Been  hard  to  you;  'twas  ignorance 
Of  what  you  were,  and  care  I  took  for  her. 

Franc.  Your  care  needs  no  apology. 

Eup.  But  now,  Lyfandro,  I  muft  make  thee  fad 
Upon  thy  wedding-day,  and  let  thee  know 
There  is  no  pure  and  uncompounded  joy 
Lent  to  mortality;  in  depth  cf  woe 
Thou  met'ft  the  knowledge  of  thy  parentage ; 

Thy 
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Thy  elder  brother  Philocles  mufl  die ; 
And  in  his  tragedy  our  name  and  houfe 
Had  funk  for  ever,  had  not  gracious  heaven 
Sent  as  a  comfort  to  my  childlefs  age, 
Thy  long-loft  felf,  fupporter  of  the  name. 

Franc.  But  can  there  be  no  means  to  fave  his  life  ? 

Eup.  Alas,  there's  none ;  the  King  has  taken  an  oath 
Never  to  pardon  him ;  but  fmce  they  fay, 
His  Majefty  repents,  and  fain  would  fave  him. 

Franc.  Then  am  I  wretched,  like  a  man  long  blind, 
That  comes  at  lafr,  to  fee  the  wifh'd-for  fun, 
But  finds  it  in  eclipfe ;  fuch  is  my  cafe, 
To  meet,  in  this  dark  woe,  my  dearer!  friends. 

Eup.  Had  you  not  heard  this  news  before,  Lyfandro  ? 

Franc.  Yes,  Sir,  and  did  lament, 
As  for  a  worthy  ftranger,  but  ne'er  knew 
My  forrow  flood  engaged  by  fach  a  tye 
As  brotherhood ;  where  may  we  fee  him,  Sir  ? 

Eup.  This  morning  he's  arraign'd ;  put  off  that  habit 
you  are  in,  and  go  along  with  me,  leave  your  friends  here 
a  while. 

Franc.  Farewel,  father; 
Dear  Lucy,  till  foon,  farewel ;  nought  but  fo  fad 
A  chance  could  make  me  cloudy  now.  [Exeunt. 

Frank.  Well,  Lucy,  thy  choice  has  prov'd  better  than 
we  expected ;  but  this  cloud  of  grief  has  dimm'd  our 
mirth,  but  will,  I  hope,  blow  over;  heaven  grant  it  may. 
And  Signior  Shallow,  though  you  have  miis'd  what  my 
love  meant  you  once,   pray  be  my  gueft. 

ShaL  I  thank  you,  bir,  I'll  not  be  flrange.      [  Exeunt* 

Enter  King,  Nicanor. 

King.  Nicanor,  I  would  find  feme  privy  place, 
Where  I  might  Hand  unfeen,  unknown  of  any, 
To  hear  th'  arraignment  of  young  Philocles. 

Nic.  The  judges  are  now  en tring,  pleafeyou,  Sir, 
Here  to  afcend,  you  may  both  hear  and  fee. 

King.  Well,  I'll  go  up ; 
And,  like  a  jealous  hufband,  hear  and  fee, 
That  that  will  ftrike  me  dead.    Am  I  a  King, 
And  cannot  pardon  fuch  a  fmall  offence  ? 
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I  Garifedt  do't,  nor  am  I  Csefar  now  ; 

Luff  has  uncrowned  me,  and  my  raih-ta'en  oath, 

Has  reft  me  of  a  King's  prerogative. 

Come,  come,  Nicanor,  help  me  to  afcend, 

And  fee  that  fault,  that  I  want  power  to  mend.  \_Afcendant. 

Enter  three  Judges  >  Virro,  Polymetes,  Euphues,  Francifco, 
Leucotho'e,  Clermont,  Rofcio. 

i  Jud.   Bring  forth  the  prifoner,  where  are  the  witneffes  r 
Po/.  Kere,  my  Lords ;  I  am  the  wrong' d  party,   and 

the  facl,  my  man  here,  befides  the  officers  that  took  them, 

can  juftify. 

2  jud.  That's  enough. 

Enter  Phi  lodes  <with  a  guard. 

i  Jud.  Philocles,  Hand  to  the  bar,  and  anfwer  to  fuch 
crimes  as  mail  be  here  objected  againff  thy  life. 
Read  the  indictment. 

Phil.  Spare  that  labour ; 
J  do  confefs  the  fact  that  I  am  charg'd  with^ 
And  fpeak  as  much  as  my  accufers  can, 
As  much  as  all  the  witneffes  can  prove  ; 
'Twas  I  that  ftole  away  the  daughter  and  heir 
Of  Lord  Polymetes,  which  were  't  to  do  again, 
Rather  than  lofe  her,  I  again  would  venture ; 
This  was  the  fact :  your  ientence,  honour'd  fathers, 

Cler.  'Tis  brave  and  refolute. 

i  Jud.  A  heavy  fentence,  noble  Philocles ; 
And  fuch  a  one,  as  I  could  wilh  my  felf 
Off  from  this  place,  fome  other  might  deliver ; 
You  muft  die  for  it,  death  is  your  fentence. 

Phil.  Which  I  embrace  with  willingnefs.  Now,  my  Lord* 
Is  your  hate  glutted  yet,  or  is  my  life  [To  Polymetes. 

Too  poor  a  facrifice  to  appeafe  the  rancour 
Of  your  invetetate  malice?  If  it  be,  to 
Invent  fome  fcandal,  that  may  after  blot 
My  reputation,  father,  dry  your  tears, 
Weep  not  for  me,  my  death  mail  leave  no  ftain 
Upon  your  blood,  nor  blot  on  your  fair  name  : 
The  honour'd  allies  of  my  anceftors, 
May  ilill  reft  cuiet  in  their  tear-wet  Urns 

For 
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For  any  fact  of  mine;  I  might  have  hVd, 

If  heaven  had  not  prevented  it,  and  found 

Death  for  fome  foul  difhonourable  aft. 

Brother,  farewell ;  no  fooner  have  I  found    [To  Francifco* 

Eut  I  mult  leave  thy  wifh'd-for  company. 

Farewel,  my  dearert  love,  live  thou  (till  happy ; 

And  may  fome  one  of  more  defert  than  I, 

Be  bleft  in  the  enjoying  what  I  lofe ; 

I  need  not  wiih  him  happinefe  that  has  thee, 

For  thou  wilt  bring  it ;  may  he  prove  as  good 

As  thou  art  worthy. 

Leu.  Deareft  Philocles, 
There  is  no  room  for  any  man,  but  thee, 
Within  this  breaft ;  oh  good  my  Lords, 
Be  merciful,  condemn  us  both  together, 
Our  faults  are  both  alike ;  why  mould  the  law 
Be  partial  thus,  and  lay  it  all  on  him? 

i  Jud.  Lady,  I  would  we  could  as  lawfully 
Save  him  as  you,  he  fliould  not  die  for  this. 

Enter  Conftablex  leading.  Eugenia. 
How  now,  who's  that  you  have  brought  there  ? 

Con.  A  benefactor,  an't  pleafe  your  Lordfhips, 
I  reprehended  him  in  my  watch  lafi  night. 

Vir.  Irus  is  taken. 

2  Jud.  What's  his  offence  ? 
Con.  Murder. 

Watch.  No,  Mr.  Conftable,  'twas  but  poifoning  of  a 
man. 

Con    Go,  thou  art  a  fool. 

Vir.  I  am  undone  for  ever,  all  will  out. 

3  Jud.  What  proofs  have  you  againft.  him  ? 

Con.  His  own  profeffion,  if  it  pleafe  your  honour. 

3  Jud.  And  that's  an  ill  profeffion  to  be  a  murderer ; 
thou  meaneft  he  has  confer!:  the  fact  ? 

Con.  Yes,  my  Lord,  he  cannot  deny  it. 

x  Jud.  Did  he  not  name  the  party,  who  it  was  that  he 
had  poifon'd  ? 

Con,  Marry,  with  reverence  be  it  fpoken,  it  was  Eu- 
genio,  my  Lord  Folymetes's  fon. 

Pol.  How's  this ! 

C  6  i  Jud, 
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i  Jud.  He  died  long  fince,  at  Athens. 

Pol.  I  cannot  tell  what   I  fhould  think  of  it, 
This  is  the  man  that  lately  brought  me  news 
My  fon  was  living. 

2  Jud.  Fellow,  Hand  to  the  bar,  thou  hear'ft  thy  accu- 
fation,  what  can'il  thou  fay? 

Eug.  Ah,  my  good  Lord, 
I  cannot  now  deny  what  I  have  faid ; 
This  man  q'er-heard  me,  as  my  bleeding  heart 
Was  making  a  confeffion  of  my  crime. 

Con.  I  told  him,  an' t  mail  pleafe  your  Lordihips,  the  King's 
officers  had  eyes  to  hear  fuch  rafcals. 

i  Jud.  You  have  been  careful  in  your  office,  Conilable  | 
You  may  now  leave  your  prifoner. 

Con.  I'll  leave  the  felon  with  your  Lordfhip. 

i  Jud.  Farewell,  good  Conilable,  murderl  fee  will  out. 
Why  did'il  thou  poifon  him  ?  [Exit  Conftable* 

Eug.  I  was  poor,  and  want  made  me  be  hir'd. 

2  Jud.  Hir'd,  by  whom  ? 

Eug.  By  Count  Virro,  there  he  Hands. 

Fir.  I  do  befeech  your  Lordihips  not  to  credit  what 
this  bafe  fellow  fpeaks,  I  am  innocent. 

i  Jud.  I  do  believe  you  are ;  firrah,  fpeak  truth, 
You  have  not  long  to  live. 

Eug.  Pleafe  it  your  Lordihip,  I  may  relate  the  manner. 

3  Jud.  Do. 

Eug.  Eugenio  was  alive,  when  firft  the  news 
Was  fpread  in  Syracufe,  that  he  was  dead ; 
Which  falfe  report,  Count  Virro  crediting, 
Became  an  earnefl  fuitor  to  his  filler, 
Thinking  her  Heir ;  but  finding  afterwards, 
Her  brother  liv'd,  and  coming  home 
Not  a  day's  journey  hence,  he  fent  me  to  him, 
And  with  a  promife  of  five  hundred  crowns, 
Hir'd  me  to  poifon  him ;  that  this  is  true, 
Here's  his  own  hand  to  witnefs  it  againll  him  ; 
Pleafe  it  your  Lordihips,  to  perufe  the  writing. 

i  Jud.  This  is  his  hand. 

2  Jud.  Sure  as  I  live,  I  have  feen  warrants  from  him 
with  jufl  *:hijfe  characters. 

3  Jud.  Befides,  methinks  this  fellow's  tale  is  likely. 

Pol. 
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Pol.   'Tis  too  true ; 
This  fellow's  fudden  going  from  my  houfe 
Put  me  into  a  fear. 

i  Jud.  Count  Virro,  Hand  to  the  bar, 
What  can  you  fay  to  clear  you  of  this  murder  ? 

Fir.  Nothing,  my  Lords,  I  muft  confefs  the  fact. 

2  Jud.  Why  then  againft  you  both  do  I  pronounce 
Sentence  of  death. 

Ambo.  The  lawisjuft. 

Pol.  Wretch,  that  I  am,  is  my  diffembled  grief 
Turn'd  to  true  forrow  ?  Were  my  acted  tears 
But  prophecies  of  my  enfuing  woe, 
And  is  he  truly  dead  ?  Oh  pardon  me, 
Dear  ghofl  of  my  Eugenio,  'twas  my  fault 
That  call'd  this  hafty  vengeance  from  the  Gods, 
And  morten'd  thus  thy  life ;  for  whilfl  with  tricks 
I  fought  to  fatten  wealth  upon  our  houfe, 
I  brought  a  cannibal  to  be  the  grave 
Of  me  and  mine ;  bafe,  bloody,  murderous  Count. 

Fir.  Vile  cozener,  cheating  Lord,  diffembler. 

i  Jud.  Peace !  flop  the  mouth  of  malediction  there, 
This  is  no  place  to  rail  in. 

Eup.  Ye  juft  powers, 
That  to  the  quality  of  man's  offence, 
Shape  your  correcting  rods,  and  punifh  there 
Where  he  has  iinn'd ;  did  not  my  bleeding  heart 
Bear  fuch  a  heavy  fhare  in  this  day's  woe, 
I  could  with  a  free  foul  applaud  your  juilice. 

Pol.  Lord  Euphues,  and  Philocles,  forgive  me ; 
To  make  amends,  I  know's  impoflible, 
For  what  my  malice  wrought ;  but  I  would  fain 
Do  fomewhat  that  might  teilify  my  grief 
And  true  repentance. 

Eug.  This  is  that  I    look'd  for. 

Eup.  Y'are  kind  too  late,  my  Lord,  had  you  been  thus 
When  need  requir'd,  y'had  fav'd  your  felf  and  me, 
Our  haplefs  fons ;  but  if  your  grief  be  true, 
I  can  forgive  you  heartily. 

Phil.  And  I. 

Eug.  Now  comes  my  cue ;  my  Lord  Polymetes, 
Under  correction  let  me  afk  one  queftion. 

Pol. 
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Pol.  What  queftion  ?  fpeak. 

Eug.  If  this  young  lord  mould  live,  would  you  beftow 
your  daughter  willingly  upon  him,  would  you,  my  Lord  I 
Pol.  As  willingly  as  I  would  breathe  my  ftif. 
Eug.  Then  dry  all  your  eyes, 
There's  no  man  here  mall  have  a  caufe  to  weep, 
Your  life  is  fav'd,  Leucothoe  is  no  heir,         [to  Phi  locks. 
Her  brother  lives,  and  that  clears  you,  Count  Virro, 
Of  your  fuppofed  murder. 
All.  How,  lives! 

Eug.  Yes,  lives  to  call  thee  brother,  Philocles. 

Leu.  Oh  my  dear  brother  !  [He  dij covers  him/elf. 

Pol.  My  fon,  welcome  from  death. 

Eug.  Pardon  me,  good  my  Lord,  that  I  thus  long 
Have  from  your  knowledge  kept  my  felf  conceal'd, 
My  end  was  honeft. 

Pol.  I  fee  it  was ; 
And  now,  fon  Philocles,  give  me  thy  hand ; 
Here  take  thy  wife,  me  loves  thee,  I  dare  fwear, 
And  for  the  wrong,  that  I  intended  thee, 
Her  portion,  fhall  be  double  what  I  meant  it. 

Phil.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip. 

Pol.  Brother  Euphues, 
I  hope  all  enmity  is  now  forgot 
Betwixt  our  houfes. 

Eup.  Let  it  be  ever  fo,  I  do  imbrace  your  love. 

Vir.  Well,  my  life  is  fav'd  yet,  though  my  wench  be  loft. 
God  give  you  joy. 

Phil.  Thanks,  good  my  Lord. 

i  Jud.  How  fuddenly  this  tragic  fcene  is  chang'd, 
And  turn'd  to  comedy  ? 

2  Jud.   'Tis  very  ilrange  I 

Pol.  Let  us  conclude  within. 

King.  Stay,  and  take  my  joy  with  you. 

[The  King /peaks  from  above \ 

Eup.  His  Majefty  is  coming  down,  let  us  attend. 

Enter  King. 
King  Thefe  jars  are  well  cios'd  up ;  now,  Philocles, 
What  my  rafh  oath  deny'd  me,  this  bleli  hour 

And 


The  HEIR.  63 

And  happy  accident  has  brought  to  pafs, 
The  favingof  thy  life. 

Phi.  A  life,  my  Liege, 
That  mall  be  ever  ready  to  be  fpent 
Upon  your  fervice. 

King.  Thanks,  good  Philocles. 
But  where's  the  man  whofe  happy  prefence  brought 
Ail  this  unlook'd-for  fport  ?  where  is  Eugenio  ? 

Eug.  Here,  my  dread  Liege. 

King.  Welcome  to  Syracufe, 
Welcome  Eugenio ;  prithee  afk  fome  boon 
That  may  requite  the  good  that  thou  hail  done. 

Eug.  I  thank  your  Majefty,  what  I  have  done 
Needs  no  requital,  but  1  have  a  fuit 
Unto  Lord  Euphues,  pleafe  it  your  Majefty 
To  be  to  him  an  intercefTor  for  me, 
I  make  no  queilion  but  I  mall  obtain. 

King.  What  is  it  ?  fpeak  ;  it  mall  be  granted  thee. 

Eug.   That  it  would  pleafe  him  to  bellow  on  me 
His  Niece,  the  fair  and  virtuous  lady,   Leda. 

Eup.  With  all  my  heart,  I  know  'twill  pleafe  her  well^ 
I  have  often  heard  her  praife  Eugenio. 
It  ihall  be  done  within. 

King.  Then  here  all  llrife  ends, 
I'll  be  your  gueft  my  felf  to-day,  and  help 
To  folemnize  this  double  marriage. 

Pol.  Your  royaFprefence  mail  much  honour  us. 

King.  Then  lead  away,  the  happy  knot  you  tye? 
Concludes  in  love  two  houfes'  enmity. 


*} 
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THE  EPILOGUE. 

OUR  Heir  is  faW  n  from  her  Inheritance ; 
But  has  obtained  her  Love :  Tou  may  advance 
Her  higher  yet ;  and from  your  pleas'* d  Hands  give 
A  Dowry,  that  will  make  her  truely  live. 
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By  Thomas   May  Efq; 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 


SI  R  Argent  Scrape,  an  old  covetous  rich  knight. 
Earthworm,  an  old  miferly  niggard. 
Mr.  Freeman. 

Eugeny,  Sir  Argent  Scrapers  nephew. 
Euphues,  Freeman  s  nephew,  Scudmore's  friend. 
Theodore,  Earthworm's  virtuous  fon. 
Scudmore,  fuppofed  to  be  flam  by  Eugeny. 
Fruitful,  the  Lady  Covet' s  chaplain,  Scudmore  difguis'd. 
Mar  net. 

Dotterel,  a  gull,  married  to  the  Lady  Whimfey. 
Irufty,  the  Lady  Covers  fteward. 
Jafper,  Earthworm's  fervant. 
3  Neighbours  of  Earthworm^. 
Officers. 


Women. 


The  Lady  Covet,  betrothed  to  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
Matilda,  Earthworm"**  niece,  Scudmore" s  love. 
Artemia,  Freeman  s  daughter,  Eugenfs  love. 
The  Lady  Whimfey,  married  to  Dotterel. 


THE 


Old  Couple: 


COMEDY. 


— . 


Incipit  Adas  Primus. 

Eugeny  folus. 

H I S  is  the  hour  which  feir  Artemia 
Promised  to  borrow  from  all  company,. 
And  blefs  me  only  with  it,  to  deny 
Her  beauteous  prefence  to  all   elfe, 

and  lhine 
On  me,  poor  me !  Within  this  gar- 
den here, 

This  happy  garden,  once  while  I  was  happy, 
And  wanted  not  a  free  accefs  unto  it, 
Before  my  fatal  and  accurfed  crime 
Had  (hut  thefe  gates  of  paradiie  againft  me ; 
When  I  without  controul  alone  might  fpend 
With  fweet  Artemia  in  thefe  fragrant  walks 
The  day's  fhort-feeming  hours  \  and  ravifh'd,  hear 

Her 
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Her  fweet  difcourfes  of  the  lilly's  whitenefs ; 
The  blufhing  rofe,  blue-mantled  violet, 
Pale  daffodil,  and  purple  hyacinth  ; 
With  all  the  various  fweets,  and  painted  glories 
Of  nature's  wardrobe ;  which  were  all  eclips'd 
By  her  divkier  beauty.     But,  alas ! 
What  boots  the  former  happinefs  I  had, 
But  to  increafe  my  forrow  ?  My  fad  crime 
Has  left  me  now  no  entrance  but  by  ftealth, 
When  death  and  danger  dog  my  vent' ro us  fteps. 
But  welcome  danger,  fmce  thou  find' ft  fo  fair 
A  recompence,  as  my  Artemia's  fight. 

Artemia,  Eugeny. 

Art.  And  art  thou  come,  my  deareft  Eugeny  ? 
Has  thy  true  love  broke  through  fo  many  hazards 
To  vifit  me  ?  I  prithee  chide  my  fondnefs, 
That  did  command  thee  fuch  a  dangerous  talk. 
I  did  repent  it  fmce,  and  was  in  hope 
Thou  would'ft  not  come. 

Eug.  Why  hop'd  Artemia  fo  ? 
Wouldft  thou  not  fee  me  then  ?  Or  can  the  hazard 
Of  ten  fuch  lives  as  mine  is,  countervail 
One  glance  of  favour  from  thy  beauteous  eyes  ? 

Art.  Why  doft  thou  ufe  that  language  to  a  heart 
Which  is  thy  captive,  Eugeny,  and  lives 
In  nothing  happy  but  in  thee  ? 

Eug.  Ah!  love, 
There  lies  my  greateft  forrow ;  that  the  ftorms 
Of  fpiteful  fortune,  which  o'erwhelm  my  ftate, 
Should  draw  thy  conftant  goodnefs  to  a  fuff'ring: 
A  goodnefs,  worthy  of  the  happieft  man. 

Art.  Thofe  ftorms  of  fortune  will  be  foon  o'er-blown, 
When  once  thy  caufe  fhall  be  but  truly  known ; 
That  chance,  not  malice  wrought  it ;  and  thy  pardon 
Will  be  with  eafe  obtain'd. 

Eug.  It  may  be,  love, 
If  old  Sir  Argent  do  deal  truly  in  it. 

Art.  But  keep  thy  feif  conceaPd  ;  do  not  raftily 
Venture  two  lives  in  one,  or  when  thou  conVft, 
Let  it  be  ftill  in  filence  of  the  night. 

Ne 
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No  vifitation  then,  or  other  ftrange 
Unlook'd-for  accident  can  bar  our  joys. 
The  moon  is  now  in  her  full  orb  ;  and  lends 
Securer  light  to  lovers  than  the  fun : 
Then  only  come.     But  prithee  tell  me,  love, 
How  do'll  thou  fpend  thy  melancholy  time  ? 

Eug.  Within  the  covert  of  yon  fhady  wood, 
Which  clothes  the  mountain's  rough  and  craggy  top  ; 
A  little  hovel  built  of  boughs  and  reeds 
Is  my  abode  :  from  whence  the  fpreading  trees 
Keep  out  the  fun,  and  do  beftow  in  lieu 
A  greater  benefit,  a  fafe  concealment. 
In  that  fecure  and  folitary  place, 
I  give  my  pleas'd  imagination  leave 
To  feaft  itfel/with  thy  fuppofed  prefence  ; 
Whofe  only  ffridow  brings  more  joy  to  me, 
Than  all  the  fubftance  of  the  world  befide. 

Art.  Juil  fo  alone  am  I ;  nay,  want  the  prefence 
Of  mine  own  heart,  which  ftrays  to  find  out  thee  : 
But  who  comes  to  thee  to  fupply  thy  wants  ? 

Eug.  There  Artemia  names  my  happinefs ; 
A  happinefs,  which  next  thy  love,  I  hold 
To  be  the  greatelt  that  the  world  can  give ; 
And  I  am  proud  to  name  it.     I  do  there 
Enjoy  a  friend,  whofe  fweet  fociety 
Makes  that  darl^wood  a  palace  of  delight ; 
One  ftor'd  with  all  that  can  commend  a  man ; 
]n  whom  refined  knowledge  and  pure  art, 
Mixing  with  true  and  found  morality, 
Is  crown'd  with  piety. 

Art.  What  wonder's  this 
Whom  thou  defcrib'ft  ? 

Eug.  But  I  in  vain,  alas ! 
Do  llrive  to  make  with  my  imperfect  fkill 
A  true  diffeclion  of  his  noble  parts : 
He  lofes,  love,  by  all  that  I  can  fay  ; 
For  praife  can  come  no  nearer  to  his  worth, 
Than  can  a  painter  with  his  mimick  fun 
Exprefs  the  beauty  of  Hyperion. 

Art.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Eug. 
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Eug.  His  name  is  Theodore ; 
Rich  Earthworm's  fon  ;  lately  come  home  from  travel. 

Arte.  Oh  heavens  \  his  fon  !  Can  fuch  a  caitif  wretch, 
Hated  and  curs'd  by  all,  have  fuch  a  fon  ? 
The  mifer  lives  alone,  abhorr'd  by  all, 
Like  a  difeafe  ;  yet  cannot  fo  be  'fcap'd  : 
But,  canker- like,  eats  through  the  poor  men's  hearts 
That  live  about  him  :  Never  has  commerce 
With  any,  but  to  ruin  them ;  his  houfe 
Inhofpitable  as  the  wildernefs, 
And  never  look'd  upon,  but  with  a  curfe. 
He  hoards,  in  fecret  places  of  the  earth, 
Not  only  bags  of  treafure,  but  his  corn  ; 
Whole  every  grain  he  prizes  'bove  a  life  ; 
And  never  prays  at  all,  but  for  dear  years. 

Eug.  For  his  fern's  fake,  tread  gently  on  his  fame. 

Arte.  Oh  [  leve,  his  fame  cannot  be  redeemed 
From' obloquy  ,*  but  thee  I  trufl  fo  far, 
As  highly  to  efteem  his  worthy  fon. 

Eug.  That  man  is  all,  and  more  than  T  have  faid  : 
His  wond'rous  virtues  will  hereafter  make 
The  people  all  forgive  his  father's  ill  : 
I  was  acquainted  with  him  lorsg  ago 
In  foreign  parts.     And  now  I  think  on't,  love, 
He'll  be  the  fittefl  man  to  be  acquainted 
With  all  our  fecrecies,  and  be  a  means 
To  further  us ;  and  think  I  trull  his  truth, 
That  dare  fo  much  commend  his  worth  to  thee. 

Arte.  Fie  is  my  neighbour  here,  that  houfe  is  Earth- 
worm's, 
That  flands  alone,  befide  yon  grove  of  trees  : 
And  fear  not,  deareil  love,  I'll  iind  a  means 
To  fend  for  him  ;  do  you  acquaint  him  firft.      [Exeunt, 

Eupbues,  Doiterel,   Barnet. 

Eupb.  Then  mail  I  tell  my  coufin  that  you  are 
A  younger  brother,  Mr.  Dotterel  ? 

Dot.  Oh,  yes,  by  any  means,  Sir. 

Euph.   What's  your  reafon  ? 

Dot.  A  crotchet,  Sir,   a  crotchet  that  I  have  : 
Here's  one  can  tell  you  I  have  twenty  of  'em. 

Bar. 
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I     Bar.  Euphues,  diffuade  him  not ;  he  is  refolv'd 
To  keep  his  birth  and  fortunes  both  conceal'd ; 
Yet  win  her  fo,  or  no  way :  He  would  know 
Whether  himfelf  be  truly  lov'd,  or  no, 
And  not  his  fortunes  only. 

Euph.  Well,   accefs 
You  have  already  found  ;  purfue  it,  Sir ; 
Bat  give  me  leave  to  wonder  at  your  way. 
Another  wooer,  to  obtain  his  love, 
Would  put  on  all  his  colours  ;  ltretch  t'appear 
At  his  full  height,  or  a  degree  beyond  it ; 
Belye  his  fortunes ;  borrow  what  he  wanted  ; 
Not  make  himfelf  lefs  than  he  truly  is. 
What  reafon  is  there,  that  a  man  poffeft 
Of  fortunes  large  enough,  that  may  come  boldly 
A  welcome  fuitor  to  herielf  and  friends, 
And  ten  to  one,  fpeed  in  his  fuit  the  fair 
And  ufual  way  ;  mould  play  the  fool  and  lofe 
His  precious  time  in  fuch  a  hopelefs  wooing  ! 
Dot.  Alas,   Sir,  what  is  a  gentleman's  time  ? 
Bar.  Euphues,  he  tells  you  true  ;  there  are  forrie  brains 
Can  never  lofe  their  time,  whate'er  they  do  : 
Yet  I  can  tell  you,  he  has  read  fome  books. 
Dot.  Do  not  difparage  me. 
Bar.  I  warrant  thee  ; 
And  in  thofe  books,  he  fays,  he  finds  examples 
Of  greateft.  beauties,  that  have  fo  been  won 

Euph.  Oh  !  in  Parifmus,  and  the  Knight  o'th'  Sun  ; 
Are  thofe  your  authors  ? 

Dot.  Yes,  and  thofe  are  good  ones : 
Why  mould  a  man  of  worth,  though  but  a  mepheH, 
Deipair  to  get  the  love  of  a  King's  daughter  ? 

Euph,  I  pr'ythee,  Barnet,  how  haft  thou  fcrew'd  up 
This  fool  to  fuch  a  monflrous  confidence  ? 

Bar.  He  needs  no  fcrewing  up ;  but  let  him  have 
His  fwing  a  little. 

Euph.  He  fhall  have  it  freely  : 
But  you  have  feen  your  miftrefs,  Mr.  Dotterel » 
How  do  you  find  her,  coming  ? 

Dot.  That's  all  one,    I  know  what  I  know". 

Bar.  He  has  already  got  fome  footing  in  her  favour. 

Euph: 
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Euph.  But  I  doubt 
He'll  play  the  tyrant ;  make  her  doat  too  long, 
Wear  the  green-ficknefs  as  his  livery, 
And  pine  a  year  or  two. 

Dot.  She's  not  the  firlt  that  has  done  fo  for  me. 

Euph.  But  if  you  ufe 
My  coufin  fo,  I  fhall  not  take  it  well. 

Dot.  Oh,  I  proteil  I  have  no  fuch  meaning,  Sir. 
See,  here  fhe  comes  !  the  Lady  Whimfey  too. 

E-nter  Lady  Whimfey,  Artemia. 

Lady  Whim.  I  thought,  fweet-heart,   th'  had'ft-  wanted 
company. 

Arte.  Why,  fo  I  did  ;  yours,  Madam. 

Lady  Whim.  Had  I  known 
Your  houfe  had  been  fo  full  of  gallants  now, 
I  would  have  fpar'd  my  vifit.     But  'tis  all  one, 
I  have  met  a  friend  here. 

Euph.  Your  poor  fervant,  Madam. 

Lady  Whim.  I  was  confeffing  of  your  coufin  here 
About  th'  affairs  of  love. 

Euph.  Your  ladyfhip,  I  hope,  will  fhrieve  her  gently. 

Lady  Whim.  But  I  tell  her 
She  fhall  not  thank  me  now  for  feeing  her, 
For  I  have  bufinefs  hard-by.     I  am  going 
A  fuitor  to  your  old  rich  neighbour  here, 
Earthworm. 

Euph.  A  fuitor  !  He  is  very  hard 
In  granting  any  thing,  efpecially 
If  it  be  money. 

Lady  Whim.  Yes,  my  fuit's  for  money  ; 
Nay,  all  his  money,   and  himfelf,  to  boot. 

Bar.  His  money  would  do  well,  without  himfelf. 

Lady  Whim.  And  with  himfelf. 

Bar.    Alas  !  your  ladyfhip 
Should  too  much  wrong  your  beauty  to  bellow  it 
Upon  one  that  cannot  ufe  it,  and  debar 
More  able  men  their  wilhes. 
'Euph.   That's  true,  Barnet, 
If  fhe  mould  bar  all  other  men  ;  but  that 
Would  be  too  great  a  cruelty. 

Arte. 
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Arte.  Do  you  hear  my  coufm,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Whi?n.  Yes,  he  will  be  heard  : 
Rather  than  fail,  he'll  give  himfelf  the  hearing. 
But  pr'ythee,  Euphues,  tell  me  plainly  now 
What  thou  dpft  think  of  me.     I  love  thy  freenefs 
Better  than  any  flattery  in  the  world. 

Euph.  I  think  you  wond'rous  wife. 

lady  Whi?n.  In  what  ? 

Euph.  In  that 
That  makes  or  mars  a  woman,  I  mean  love. 

Lady  Whim.  Why,  pr'ythee  ? 

Euph.  I  think  you  underftand  fo  well 
What  the  true  ufe  of  man  is,  that  you'll  ne'er 
Trouble  your  thoughts  with  care,  or  fpoil  your  beauty 
With  the  green-ficknefs,  to  obtain  a  thing 
Which  you  can  purchafe  a  difcreeter  way. 

Arte.  How  do  you  like  this,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Whim.  Wond'rous  well ; 
'Tis  that  I  look'd  for.     But  what  entertainment 
Would  old  rich  Earthworm  give  us,  do  you  think  ? 

Bar.  Unlefs  your  prefence,  Madam,  could  infufe 
A  nobler  foul  into  him,  'tis  much  fear'd 
'T would  be  but  mean. 

Lady  Whim.  Becaufe   (you'll  fay)  he's  covetous  : 
Tut !  I  can  work  a  change  in  any  man  : 
If  I  were  married  to  him,  you  fhould  fee 
What  I  would  make  him. 

Euph.  I  believe  we  fhould,  [AJide. 

If  cuckolds  horns  were  vifible. 

Arte.  But  could 
Your  ladylhip  be  pleas' d  with  fuch  a  hufband  ? 

Lady  Whim.  Who  could  not  well  be  pleas' d  with  fuch 
a  fortune  ? 

Arte.  Wealth  cannot  makea^man. 

Lady  Whim.  But  his  wealth,  lady,  can  make  a  woman. 

Euph.  Yet,   I  doubt,  old  Earthworm 
Would  prove  too  fubtle  to  be  govern' d  fo  : 
You'll  find  him,  Madam,  an  old  crabbed  piece  ; 
Some  gentle  fool  were  better  for  a  hufband. 

Arte.  Fie,  coufm,  how  thou  talk'fl; ! 
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Lady  Whim,  He's  in  the  right : 
Fools  are  the  only  hufbands  ;  one  may  rule  'em. 
Why  fhould  not  we  deiire  to  ufe  men  fo, 
As  they  would  us  ?  I  have  heard  men  protefl 
They  would  have  their  wives  filly,  and  not  ftudy'd 
In  any  thing,  but  how  to  drefs  themfelves  ; 
And  not  fo  much  as  able  to  write  letters. 
Jufl  fuch  a  hufband  would  I  wifh  to  have  ; 
So  qualify'd,  and  not  a  jot  beyond  it ; 
He  mould  not  have  the  /kill  to  write  or  read* 
Arte.  What  could  you  get  by  that  ? 
Lady  Whim.  I  mould  be  fure 
He  could  not  read  my  letters ;  and  for  bonds, 
When  I  mould  have  occafion  to  ufe  money, 
His  mark  would  ferve. 

Arte.  I  am  not  of  your  mind  ; 
I  would  not  have  a  fool  for  all  the  world. 
Bar.  No,  fairefl  lady,  your  perfections 
None  but  the  wifefl  and  the  bell  of  men 
Can  truly  find  and  value. 

Dot.  And  I  protelt,  lady, 
I  honour  you  for  not  loving  a  fool. 

Lady  Whim.  You  would  love  a  wife,  it  feems,  that 
loves  not  you  ? 

Euph.  A  tart  jeft,  Barnet  f 

Bar.  But  he  feels  it  not.  [A/ide. 

Euph.  Fie,  Mr.  Dotterel,  'tis  not  nobly  done 
In  you,  to  hate  a  fool :  A  generous  fpirit 
Would  take  the  weakefl:  part ;  and  fools,  you  know, 
Are  weakefl  flill. 

Dot.  Faith,  Mr.  Euphues, 
I  muft  confefs,  I  have  a  generous  fpirit ; 
And  do  a  little  fympathize  with  foo.s : 
I  learn\d  that  word  from  a  good  honefl  man. 
But  hark  you,  coufin  Barnet,  this  fame  lady 
Is  a  brave  woman. 

Bar.  Are  you  taken  with  her  ? 
Dot.  I  love  a  wit  with  all  my  heart. 
Bar.  'Tis  well  ; 
He  is  already  taken  off,  I  fee,  [AJide. 

From 
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From  Fair  Arte?nia,  or  may  be  foon  % 
Upon  this  t'other  I  may  build  a  fortune. 

Eupb.  But,  Madam,  if  your  ladyfhip  would  marry 
Upon  thofe  terms,  'twere  better  that  you  took 
Old  Earthworm's  fon. 

Lady  Whim,  Has  he  a  fon,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Eupb.  Yes,  lately  come  from  travel,  as  they  fay, 
We  have  not  feen  him  yet ;  he  has  kept  clofe 
Since  his  arrival ;  people  give  him  out 
To  be  his  father's  own. 

Lady  Whim.  Nay,  then  I  fwear 
I'll  none  of  him  ;  if  he  be  covetous, 
And  young,  I  fhall  be  troubled  too  long  with  him  : 
I  had  rather  have  the  old  one. 

Arte.  Here's  my  father. 

Enter  Mr.  Freeman. 

Tree,  Health  to  this  good  fociety  ;  I  am  forry 
That  my  poor  houfe  mufl  not  to-day  enjoy 
The  happinefs  to  entertain  you  all. 
We  are  invited  to  trf  old  Lady  Covet' s ; 
And  thither  mufl  our  company  remove. 

Lady  Whim.  Sir,  I'll  be  govern'd  by  you.     I  was  bold 
To  come  and  fee  Mrs.  Artemia. 

Free.  She's  much  beholden  to  your  ladyfhip, 
For  doing  her  that  honour. 

Eupb.  Tell  me,  uncle  ; 
I  hear  Sir  Argent  Scrape  is  at  her  houfe. 

Free.  Nephew,  'tis  true ;  and  which  thoult  wonder  at, 
That  marriage,  which  we  talk'd  of  as  a  jeft, 
In  earnefl  now's  concluded  of;  and  fhall 
To-morrow  morning  be  folemnized. 

Eupb.  Betwixt  Sir  Argent,  and  the  Lady  Covet  ? 
I  do  not  think  it  flrange  ;  there's  but  one  hedge 
Has  a  long  time  divided  them  ;  I  mean, 
Their  large  eflates  ;  and  'tis  th'  eftate,  that  marries* 

Free.  But  is't  not  flrange  ;  nay,  mofl  unnatural ; 
And  I  may  fay  ridiculous,  for  thofe  years 
To  marry,  and  abufe  the  ordinance  ? 
My  Lady  Covet  is,  at  leafl,  fourfcore ; 
And  he,  this  year,  is  fourfcore  and  fifteen : 
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Befides,  he  has  been  bed-rid  long,  and  lame 
Of  both  his  feet. 

Euph.  Uncle,  he's  not  too  old 
To  love  ;   I  mean,  her  money ;  and  in  that 
The  chiefeft  end  of  marriage  is  fulfill' d  : 
He  will  increafe  and  multiply  his  fortunes ; 
Increafe,  you  know,  is  the  true  end  of  marriage. 

Free.  They  have  already  almoft  the  whole  country. 

Euph.  But  you  mail  fee  how  now  they'll  propagate. 

Free.  Is  fuch  a  marriage  lawful  ? 

Euph.  Ah  !  good  uncle,  i 

Difpute  not  that,  the  church  has  nought  in  this ; 
Their  lawyer  is  the  prieft  that  marries  them  ; 
The  banes  of  matrimony  are  the  indentures ; 
The  bounds  and  land-marks  are  the  ring  that  joins  them. 

Mrte.  But  there's  no  love  at  all. 

Euph.  Yes,  pretty  coufin, 
If  thou  art  read  in  amorous  books,  thou'lt  find 
That  Cupid's  arrow  has  a  golden  head  ; 
And  'twas  a  golden  ihaft  that  wounded  them. 

Free.  Well,  thither  we  muft  go ;  but,  pr'ythee,  nephew, 
Forbear  thy  jelling  there. 

Euph.  I  warrant  you  ; 
I'll  flatter  the  old  lady,  and  perfuade  her, 
How  well  Ihe  looks :  But  when  they  go  to  bed, 
I'll  write  their  epitaph. 

Free.  How,  man  !  their  epitaph  ? 
Their  epithalamium,  thou  mean' ft. 

Euph.   No,  Sirs, 
Over  their  marriage-bed  I'll  write  their  ages ; 
And  only  fay,  Here  lies  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
Together  with  his  wife,  the  Lady  Covet. , 
And  whofoever  reads  it,  will  fuppofe 
The  place  to  be  a  tomb,  no  marriage-bed. 

Lady  Whim,    How  ftrangely  thou  art  taken  with  this 
wedding, 
Before  thou  fee'ft  it  f 

Euph.  And  then,  let  me  fee, 
To  fit  them  for  an  Hymenaeal  fong ; 
Inftead  of  tliofe  fo  high  and  fpirited  ftrains, 
Which  the  old  Grecian  Lovers  us'd  to  fing, 

When 
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When  lufty  bridegrooms  rifled  maiden -heads, 
I'll  fing  a  quiet  dirge  ;  and  bid  them  deep 
In  peaceful  reft  ;  and  bid  the  clothes,  inilead 
Of  earth,  lie  gently  on  their  aged  bones 


Free.  Thou'lt  ne'er  have  done.     Well,  gallants,  'tis 
almoft 
The  time  that  calls  us,  I  mull  needs  be  gone. 
Lady  Whim.  We'll  wait  upon  you,  Sir. 
Free.  Your  fervant,  Madam.  [Exit* 

Manent  Artemia>  Eupbues. 
Arte.  Stay,  coufin,   I  have  a  requeft  to  thee. 
Eupb.  Thou  canfl  not  fear  that  I'll  deny  it  thee : 
Speak  it,  'tis  done. 

Arte.  Why  then,  in  fhort,  'tis  this  : 
Old  Earthworm,  coufin,  has  a  fon,  they  fay, 
Lately  come  home ;  his  name,  as  1  have  heard, 
Is  Theodore. 

Eupb.  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  him. 
Arte.  I  would  intreat  you,  by  fome  means  or  other, 
To  draw  him  hither  ;  I'd  fain  fpeak  with  him  : 
Afk  not  the  caufe,  but  do  what  I  requeft : 
You  may  hereafter  know. 

Eupb.  Well,  I'll  not  queflion't, 
But  bring  him  hither,  though  I  know  him  not. 

Arte.  Coufm,  farewel ;  I  fliall  be  look'd  for  ftraight. 

[Exit  Artemia. 
Manet  Eupbues. 
Eupb.  Rich  Earthworm's  fon  ?    why,  in  the  name  of 
wonder, 
Should  it  be  her  defire  to  fpeak  with  him  ? 
She  knows  him  not :  Well,  let  it  be  a  riddle  ; " 
I  have  not  fo  much  wit  as  to  expound  it ; 
Nor  yet  fo  little,  as  to  lofe  my  thoughts, 
Or  ftudy  to  find  out,  what  the  no  reafon 
Of  a  young  wench's  will  is  :  Should  I  guefs, 
I  know  not  what  to  think  ;  fhe  may  have  heard 
That  he's  a  proper  man  ;  and  fo  deiire 
To  fatisfy  her  feif  ?  What  reafon  then 
Can  fhe  alledge  to  him  ?  Tut,  that's  not  it ; 
Her  beauty,  and  large  dower,  need  not  to  feet 
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Out  any  fuitors ;  and  the  odious  name 

Of  his  old  wretched  father  would  quite  choke  it : 

Or  have  feme  tattling  goffrps,  or  the  maids, 

Told  her  perchance  that  he's  a  conjurer  ? 

He  goes  in  black  ;  they  fay  he  is  a  fchoiar  : 

Has  been  beyond  fea  too ;  there  it  may  Ik  : 

And  he  mull  fatisfy  her  longing  thought, 

What,  or  how  many  hufbands  fhe  mail  have  ; 

Of  what  degree,  upon  what  night  fhe  fhall 

Dream  of  the  man  ;  when  me  fhall  fait,  and  walk 

In  the  church-yard,  to  fee  him  palling  by, 

Juft  in  thofe  clothes  that  firft  he  comes  a  fuitor  : 

Thefe  things  may  be :  but  why  mould  me  make  me 

To  be  her  innrument  ?  Some  of  the  men, 

Or  maids>  might  do't  as  well.     Well,  fmce  you  have 

Us'd  me,  fair  coufin,  I  will  found  your  drifts, 

Or't  fhall  go  hard.     The  fellow  may  abufe  her ; 

Therefore  I'll  watch  him  too,,  and  ftraight  about  it : 

But  now  I  think  on't,  I'll  foUicit  him 

By  letter  firfl,  and  meet  him  afterward  „  [Exit\ 


Adus  fecundus. 

Earthworm,  Theodore. 

Earth.  ▼  Do  not  more  rejoice  in  all  my  ftores ; 

X  My  wealthy  bags,  fiU'd  garners,  crouded  chefts* 
And  all  the  envy'd  heaps  that  I  have  glean'd, 
With  fo  long  care  and  labour ;  than  I  do 
In  thy  moil  frugal  nature,  Theodore,  » 

Concurring  juft.  with  mine :  In  thee,  my  fon, 
I  fee,  methinks,  a  perpetuity 
Of  all  the  projects,  which  my  foul  has  hatch'd  r 
And  their  rich  fruits.     I  fee  my  happinefs, 
When  I  confider  what  great  hoards  of  wealth, 
With  long  care  rak'd  together,  I  have  k^n 

Even. 
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Even  in  a  moment  fcatter'd ;  when  I  view 
The  gawdy  heirs  of  thriving  Aldermen 
Fleeting,  like  fhort-liv'd  bubbles,  into  air  ; 
And  all  that  lire  expiring  in  one  blaze, 
That  was  fo  long  a  kindling.     But  do  thou, 
Do  thou,  my  (on,  go  on,  and  grow  in  thrift  ; 
It  is  a  virtue  that  rewards  it  felf : 
'Tis  matterlefs,  in  goodnefs  who  excels: 
He  that  hath  coin,  hath  all  perfe&ions  elfe. 

Theod.  Sir,  I  am  wholly  yours  *  and  never  can 
Degenerate  from  your  frugality  : 
Or  if  my  nature  did  a  little  ftray, 
Your  good  example  would  direct  it  ilill, 
'Till  it  were  grown  in  me  habitual. 

Earth.  'Twill  be  a  greater  patrimony  to  thee* 
Than  all  my  wealth  :  Strive  to  be  perfect  in't, 
Study  the  rules ;  one  rule  is  general ; 
And  that  is,  Give  away  nothing,  fon. 
For  thrift  is  like  a  journey  ;  every  gift, 
Though  ne'er  fo  finall,  is  a  ftep  back  again  : 
He  that  would  rife  to  riches  or  renown, 
Muft  not  regard,  though  he  pull  millions  down* 

Theod.  That  leffon,  Sir,  is  eafy  to  be  learn'd. 

Earth.  Laugh  at  thofe  fools  that  are  ambitious 
Of  empty  air  ;  to  be  ftyFd  liberal ! 
That  fell  their  fubftanc'e  for  the  breath  of  others ; 
And  with  the  flattering  thanks  of  idle  drones 
Are  fvvelled,  while  their  folid  parts  decay. 
What  clothes  to  wear,  the  firlt  occaiion 
Of  wearing  clothes,  will  teach  a  wife  man  beft. 

Theo.  True,  Sir ;  it  teacheth  us,  how  vain  a  thing 
It  is  for  men  to  take  a  pride  in  that, 
Which  was  at  firft  the  emblem  of  their  fhame. 

Earth.  Thou  hit'ft  it  right ;  but  can'fl  thou  be  content 
With  my  poor  diet  too  ? 

Theod.  Oh,  wond'rous  well ! 
rTwas  fuch  a  diet  which  that  happy  age, 
That  poets  ftyle  the  golden,  firft  did  ufe. 

Earth.  And  fuch  a  diet,  to  our  che^b  will  bring 
The  golden  age  again. 

D  4.  Theod^ 
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Theod.  Befide  the  gain, 
That  flows  upon  us,  health  and  liberty 
Attend  on  thefe  bare  meals  ;  if  all  were  blefl 
With  fuch  a  temperance,  what  man  would  fawn, 
Or  to  his  belly  fell  his  liberty  ? 
There  would  be  then  no  flaves,  no  fycophants 
At  great  men's  tables.     If  the  bafe  Sarmentus, 
Or  that  vile  Galba,  had  been  thus  content, 
They  had  not  borne  the  feoffs  of  Caefar's  board. 
He  whofe  cheap  thirfl  the  fprings  and  brooks  can  quench, 
How  many  cares  is  he  exempted  from  ? 
He's  not  indebted  to  the  merchant's  toil, 
Nor  fears  that  pyrates'  force,  or  florins  mould  rob  him 
Of  rich  Canaries,  or  fweet  Candian  wines : 
He  fmelh,  nor  feeks,  no  feafls ;  but  in  his  own 
True  flrength  contracted  lives ;  and  there  enjoys 
A  greater  freedom  than  the  Parthian  King. 

Earth.  Thou  mak'ft  me  more  in  love  with  my  blefl:  life* 

Thecd.  Befides,  pure  chearful  health  ever  attends  it ; 
Which  made  the  former  ages  live  fo  long. 
With  riotous  banquets  ficknehes  came  in ; 
When  death  'gan  mufter  all  his  difmal  band 
Of  pale  difeafes,  fuch  as  poets  fain 
Keep  centinel  before  the  gates  of  hell, 
And  bad  them  wait  about  the  gluttons  tables ; 
Whom  they,  like  venom'd  pills,  in  fweetefl  wines 
Deceived,  fwallow  down  ;  and  haflen  on, 
What  moil  they  would  efchew,  untimely  death* 
But  from  our  tables  here,  no  painful  forfeits, 
No  fed  difeafes  grow,  to  flrangle  nature, 
And  fufFocate  the  active  brain  ;  no  fevers, 
No  apoplexies,  palfies,  or  catarrhs 
Are  here  ;  where  nature,  not  entie'd  at  all 
With  fuch  a  dangerous  bait,  as  pleafant  cates, 
Takes  in  no  more  than  fhe  can  govern  well. 

Earth.  But  that  which  is  the  greatefl  comfort,  fon, 
Is  to  obferve,  with  pleafure,  our  rich  hoards 
Daily  increafe  i  and  fluff  the  fwelling  bags. 
Come,  thou  art  mine,  I  fee  !;  here,  take  thefe  keys ; 

[Gives  Theod.  the  keys. 
Thefe  keys  can  fhew  thee  fuch  amazing  plenty, 

Whofe: 
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Whofe  very  fight  would  feed  a  famifh'd  country. 
I  durfl  not  trull  my  fervants. 

Tbeod.  Me  you  may, 
Who  equal  with  my  life  do  prize  your  profit. 

Earth.  Well,  I'll  go  in  ;  I  feel  my  felf  half  fleepy 
After  the  drink  I  took.  \Exit* 

Tbeod.  'Twill  do  you  good,  Sir. 
Work  fweetly,  gentle  cordial,  and  reflore 
Thofe  fpirits  again,  which  pining  avarice 
Has  'reft  him  of.     Ah  me!  how  wond'rous  thin, 
How  lean  and  wan  he  looks  \  How  much,  alas ! 
Has  he  defrauded  his  poor  genius, 
In  raking  wealth  ?  While  the  pale  grifly  fighs 
Of  famine  dwell  upon  his  aged  cheeks. 
Oh  Avarice  !  than  thee  a  greater  plague 
Did  ne'er  infefl  the  life  of  wretched  man. 
Heaven  aid  my  work ;  that  rare  extraction 
Which  he  has  drank,  befide  the  nourifhment, 
Will  cafl  him  in  a  fafe  and  gentle  fleep  ; 
While  I  have  liberty  to  work  my  ends ; 
And,  with  his  body's  cure,  a  means  I'll  find 
To  cure  his  fame  ;  and,  which  is  more,  his  mind; 
Jafper ! 

Enter  Jafper, 

Jafp.  Sir  ! 

Tbeod.  Are  thofe  difguifes  ready  which  I  befpoke  ? 

Jafp.  They  are  all  fitted,  Sir. 

Tbeod.  Then,  at  the  hour  which  I  appointed  thee. 
Invite  thofe  people,  Jafper ;  but  be  true 
And  fecret  to  me. 

Jafp.  As  your  own  heart,  Sir. 

Tbeod.  Take  this  ;  I  will  reward  thy  fervice  better, 
As  foon  as  thefe  occafions  arc  difpatch'd. 

Jafp.  I  thank  you,  Sir.    I  have  a  letter  for  you, 
Left  hers  but  now ;  from  Mr.  Euphues, 
Old  Mr.  Freeman's  nephew. 

Tbeod.  Give  it  me, 
I  will  anon  perufe  it ;  but  my  hafte 
Permits  not  now  ;  Eugeny  waits  my  coming.  [Exit  Tbeod* 

Jafp.  I  like  this  well.    Yet  if  I  fnould  prove  falfe 
To  my  old  mailer,  for  my  young  mailer's  fake, 

D  s  Who 
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Who  can  accufe  me  ?  For  the  reafon's  plain, 

And  very  palpable ;  I  feel  it  here  : 

This  will  buy  ale ;  fo  will  not  all  the  hoards 

Which  my  old  mailer  has :  His  money  ferves 

For  nothing  but  to  look  upon  ;  but  this 

Knows  what  the  common  ufe  of  money  is. 

Well,  for  my  own  part,  I'm  refolv'd  to  do 

Whatever  he  commands  me  ;  he's  too  honeft 

To  wrong  his  father  in  it ;  if  he  mould, 

The  worit  would  be  his  own  another  day.  [Exi&~ 

Eugeny  folus*  - 

Eug.  Juft  thus  in  woods  and  fblitary  caves, 
The  ancient  hermits  liv'd  ;  but  they  liv'd  happy  ! 
And,  in .  their  quiet  contemplations,  found 
More  real  comforts,  than  fociety 
Of  men  could  yield  ;  than  cities  could  afford  ; 
Or  all  the  luilres  of  a  court  could  give  ; 
But  I  have  no  fuch  fweet  prefervatives 
Againil  the  fadnefs  of  this  defert  place. 
I  am  my  felf  a  greater  wildernefs 
Than  are  thefe  woods ;  where  horror  and  difmay 
Make  their  abodes  ?  while  different  pafftons 
By  turns  60  reign  in  my  diffracted  foul. 
Fortune  makes  this  concluiion  general, 
All  things  mall  help  th' unfortunate  man  to  fall. 
Firft,  Sorrow  comes ;  and  tells  me  I  have  done/ 
A  crime,  whofe  fculnefs  mull  deferve  a  fea 
Of  penitent  tears,  to  warn  me  clean  again. 
Then  Fear  fieps  in  ;  and  tells  me,  if  furpnVd, . 
My  wretched  life  is  forfeit  to  die  law. 
When  thefe  have  done,  enters  the  tyrant  Love  ;  i 
And  fets  before  me  the  fair  Artenaia  ; 
Difplays  her  virtues  and  perfections ; 
Tells  me,  that  all  thole  graces,  all  tho&  beauties 
Suffer  far  me,  for  my  unhappineis  ; 
And  wounds  me  more  in  her,,  than  in  my  fel£ 
Ah,  Theodore  !  would  I  could  ever  fleep 
But  when  thou  com'il  j  fcr  in  myfelf  I  find 

No  drop  of  comfort ! Welcome,  deareil  friend  ! 

Ei?tc 
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Enter  Theodore. 

Theod.  Pardon  the  flownefs  of  my  vifit,  friend  ; 
For  fuch  occafions  have  detain'd  me  hence, 
As  if  thou  knew'ft,  I  know  thou  would'ft  excufe. 

Eug.  I  muft  confefs,  I  thought  the  hours  too  long  J* 
But  the  fruition  of  thy  prefence  now 
Makes  me  forget  it  all. 

Tbeod.  Colled  thy  fehy 
Thou  droop' ft  too  much,  my  deareft  Eugeny, 
And  art  too  harfh,  and  four  a  cenfurer 
Of  that  unhappy  crime,  which  thou  wert  forc'd 
Lately  to  a£t.     I  did  allow  in  thee 
That  lawful  forrow,  that  was  fit ;  but  let 
Well-grounded  comforts  cure  thee :  nought  extreme 
Is  fafe  in  man. 

Eug.  'Tis  time  muft  work  that  cure. 

Theod.  But  why  thy  pardon  is  not  yet  obtain'dj 
Let  me  be  free  in  my  conjectures  to  thee. 

Eug.  Speak,  friend,  as  to  thy  felf. 

The.  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
Your  old  rich  kinfman,  who  to-morrow  morning 
Is  to  be  married  to  the  Lady  Covet    ■    ■ 

Eug.  Is  that  match  come  about  ?  Oh,  avarice  ! 
What  monfters  thou  begett'ft  in  this  vile  age ! 

Theod.  Sir  Argent  Scrape,  I  fay,  is  next  heir  mate 
On  whom  thy  whole  eftate  was  long  ago 
Entail'd 

Eug.  'Tis  true. 

Theod.  He  muft  inherit  it,  ftiould  thy  life  fail, 

Eug.  'Tis  granted. 

Theod.  Then,  friend^  hear, 
What  not  a  bare  conjecture,  but  ftrong  grounds 
Move  me  to  utter :  Think  upon  that  word 
Thou  fpok'ft  fo  lately  ;  think  what  avarice 
Can  make  her  bondmen  do  ;  that  fuch  a  price 
As  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year,  will  make 
Him  labour,  not  thy  pardon,  but  thy  death. 

Eug.  Can  there  be  fuch  a  milcreant  in  nature  I 
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Theod.  I  fhould  not  think  fo,  if  I  weigh'd  him  only 
As  he's  thy  kiniman.     I  have  been  inform'd, 
He  labours  under- hand  to  apprehend  thee, 
Juft  at  the  affizes  now  ;  and  has  laid  plots 
To  flop  all  pardons,  which  in  that  fiiort  time 
Might  be  procur'd  :  and  then  what  bribes  may  do, 
In  hafiening  execution,  do  but  confider ! 
If  this  be  falfe,  fome  courtiers  have  abus'd 
His  fame :  And  pardon  me,  my  deareft,  friend, 
If  I  fulpeclt  the  worft,  for  fear  of  thee. 

Eug.  When  I  confider  what  accurft  effects 
Proceed  from  wretched  avarice,  I  begin 
To  feel  a  fear. 

Theod.  This  very  age  hath  given 
Horrid  examples  lately  :  brothers  have  been 
Betray' d  by  brothers,  in  that  very  kind ; 
When  pardons. have  been  got  by  the  next  heirs,. 
They  have  arriv'd  too  late.     No  tie  fo  near, 
No  band  fo  (acred,  but  the  curfed  hunger 
Of  gold  has  broke  it,  and  made  wretched  men 
To  fly  from  nature  ;  mock  religion  ; 
And  trample  under  feet  the  hoiielt  laws. 

Eug,  He  has  been  ever  noted  for  that  vice, 
Whic^,  with  his  age,  has  icill  grown  ftronger  in  him. 

Theod.  .Ah,  Eugeny  !  how  happy  were  thaclafl 
Age  of  a  man,  when  long  experience 
Has  taught  him  knowledge,  taught-  him  temperance  ;     . 
And  freed  him  from  fo  many  loofe  delires, 
In  which  rafh  youth  is  plung'd  ;  were  not  this  vice. 
But  heark,  heark,  friend  !  what  ravilhing  found  is  that  ? 
Eug.  Hal    wond'rous  fweetj  'tis  from   th'  adjoining 
thicket. 

S  O  N  G. 

Tbh  ts  not  the  Ely  fan  grow ; 
Nor  can  I  meet  ?ny  fiaughter  d  Lo<ve 
Within  tkefe  /hades-.     Come  Death ,  and  he 
>Jt  lafi  as  merciful  to  me, 
As  in  my  deareji  Scudmore's/^//, 
Thou  fhevidft  thy  /elf  tyrannkaL 

Tbtmr 
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Then  did  I  die,  when  he  was  Jlain ; 
But  kill  me  now?,  I  live  again  : 
And Jh  all  go  meet  him,  in  a  gro<ver 
Fairer  then  any  here  above. 

Oh  /  let  this  woful  breath  expire, 
WhyJhouVd  I  wijh  Evadne'syfrr, 
Sad  Portia's  coals ,  or  Lucrece'  knife, 
To  rid  me  of  a  loathed  life  P 
^Tis  Jhame  enough  that  grief  alone 
Kills  me  not  now,  when  thou  art  gone  f 
But,   Life,  fence  thou  art  fow  to  go, 
Til punijh  thee  for  lafiingfo. 
And  make  thee  piece-meal  every  day 
Diffblve  to  tears,  and  melt  away. 

Theod.  Ah,  Eugeny !  fome  heavenly  nymph  defcends 
To  make  theemuiick  in  thefe  defert  woods ; 
To  quench,  or  feed,  thy  baleful  melancholy; 
It  is  lb  fweet,  I  could  almoil  believe, 
But  that  'tis  fad,  it  were  an  angel's  voice. 

Eug.  What,  in  the  name  of  miracle,  is  this? 

Theod.  Remove  not  thou ;  Til  make  difcovery 
Within  this  thicket. 

Eug.  Ha !  what  means  thy  wonder  ? 
What  doll  thou  fee? 

Theod.  I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee : 
Now  I  could  wilh  my  felf  to  be  all  eyes, 
As  erlt  all  ears.     I  fee  a  lhape  as  fair, 
And  as  divine,  as  was  the  voice  it  fent; 
But  clouded  all  with  forrow  :  a  fair  woman, 
If  by  a  name  fo  mortal  I  may  term  her; 
In  fuch  a  forrow  fate  the  Queen  of  Love, 
When  in  the  wood  flie  wail'd  Adonis'  death ; 
And,  from  her  crylial-dropping  eyes,  did  pay 
A  lover's  obfequy. 

Euv.  Let  me  come  near;. 

Theod.  Sure,  black  is  Cupid's  colour  ;  death  and  he 
Have  chang'd  their  liveries  now :  as,  in  the  fable, 
They  did  their  quivers  once. 

Eug.  Ah!  woe  is  me! 

Theod.. 
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Theod.  What  means  that  woe  ? 

Eug.  Ah,  Theodore !  my  guilt 
Purfues  me  to  the  woods ;,  no  place  can  keep 
The  monuments  of  my  mifdeeds  away. 

Iheod.  I  underhand  you  not. 

Eug.  It  is  Matilda: 
The flaughter'd  Scudmore's  love,,  his  virtuous  love; 
Whofe  life  by  me,  unhappily,  was  fpilt. 
The  fad  melodious  ditty,  which  fo  late 
Did  pierce  ourravifh'd  ears,  was  but  the  note 
Of  this  fair  turtle,  for  her  ilaughter'd  mate  ; 
In  which  (perchance)  amidil  her  woes,  fhe  fends 
Black  curfes  up  again!!  my  fpotted  felf : 
But  I  with  prayers  and  bleifings  will  repay 
Whate'er  thou  vent' it  'gainfl  me.     Oh !  do  not  wifli 
More  wretchednefs  to  my  diftra&ed  foul, 
Than  I  already  feel !     Sad  fighs  and  tears 
Are  all  the  fatisfadlion  that  is  left 
For  me  to  make  to  thy  dead  Love,  and  thee. 

Theod.  Thofe  lips  can  vent  no  curfes ;  'twould  take  off 
Much  from  the  fweetnefs  of  her  virtuous  forrow. 
Where  lives  this  lovely  maid  ? 

Eug.  In  the  next  village. 

Theod.  Has  fhe  a  rather  living  ? 
f   Eug.  No,  friend ;  he  died 
When  ihe  was  in  her  infancy :  her  mother 
Two  years  ago  deceas'd,  and  left  her  all 
The  fubftance  that  Ihe  had;  which  was  not  great,- 
But  does  maintain  her :  in  that  little  houfe, 
E'er  fmce  this  fatal  accident,  fhe  lives 
A  miracle  of  truth  and  conilancy, 
Wailing  her  loves ;  and  now,  itfeems,  was  come 
To  vent  herwoful  paiftons  to  the  woods. 

Theod.  How  happy  had  he  been  in  fuch  a  love, 
If  fate  had  fpar'd  his  life  !    But  he  is  dead  ;.. 
And  time  at  lafl  may  wear  this  forrow  off,  [Afide* 

And  make  her  relifh  the  true  joys  of  love. 
But  why  do  I  thus  wander  in  my  thoughts  ? 
This  paflionmuft  be  curb'd  in  the  beginning; 
'Twill  prove  too  ilubborn  for  me,  if.  it  grow. 
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Eug.  Comer  let  us  to  my  cave ;  as  we  intended,, 
Ere  this  lad  objeft  flay'd  us, 

Theod.  Sad  indeed! 
Believe  me,  friend,  I  fuffer  with  thee  in  it. 
But  we  were  wounded  in  two  different  kinds : 
Come,  let's  be  gone ;  though —  I  could  Hill —  dwell  here. 

\Exeimt* 
Enter  Matilda. 

Mat.  Methought  I  heard  a  noife  within  the  wood  ; 
As  if  men  talk'd  together  not  far  off; 
But  could  difcover  none.     The  time  has  been, 
In  fuch  a  folitary  place  as  this, 
I  fhould  have  trembled  at  each  moving  leaf; 
But  forrow  and  my  miferable  ftate 
Have  made  me  bold .     If  there  be  favages, 
That  live  by  rapine  in  fuch  woods  as  thefe, 
As  I  have  heard  in  ancient  times  there  were ; 
My  wretched,  ftate  would  move  their  pity,  rather 
Than  violence.     I'll  confidently  go  ; 
Guarded  with  nothing,  but  my  innocence.  {Exit. 

Enter  Fruitful,  Trujiy. 

Fruit.  Come,  mailer  Steward,  you  have  had  a  time 
Of  fweating  for  this  wedding. 

Trujiy.  1  have  ta'en 
A  little  pains  to-day ;  your's,  Mr.  Fruitful, 
Is  yet  to  come  :  I  mean,  your  fermon. 

Fruit.  Yes,  but  the  pains  are  pail ;  and  that's  the  ftudy^ 
But  to  our  bufinefs  that  more  concerns  us  : 
Is  the  deed  ready  written  that  my  Lady 
Mull  feal  to-day  ? 

Trufly.  Do  you  believe  me' 11  feal  it  ? 

Fruit.  I  warrant  you ;  I  have  fo  fbllow'd  her, . 
And  laid  it  to  her; conference,  that  I  dare 
Hazard  my  life  'tis  done. 

Trujty.  Well,  here's  the  deed  ;  'tis  plainly  written* 

Fruit.  I'll  perufe't  anon. 
Lknow  the  other  feoffees  are  as  true 
And  honefl  men3  as  any  are  i'th'  world*       [Exit  Tru/ly* 

Enter. 
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Enter  Freeman,  Euphues,  Barnet,  Dotterel,  Lady  WMmfey^ 

Free.  Save  you,  Mr.  Fruitful ! 

Fruit.  Worthy  Mr.  Freeman  ! 

Free.  How  does  my  lady,  Sir  ?  I  have  made  bold 
To  bring  her  company. 

Fruit.  Pleafe  you  draw  near,  Sir ; 
I  will  go  up  and  fignify  unto  my  Lady 
That  you  are  here.  [Exit  Fruit, 

Bar.  What's  he  ?  her  chaplain,  Euphues  ? 

Euph.  Oh,  yes. 

Lady  Whim.  She  ufes  praying  then,  it  feems  ? 

Euph.  Yes,  Madam,  and  falling  too  ;  but  gives  no  alms. 

Lady  Whim.  Cannot  he  teach  her  that  ? 

Euph.  'Tis  to  be  doubted  : 
But  he  has  other  ways  which  are  far  fafer  ; 
To  fpeak  againfl  the  fafhion ;  againil  painting, 
Or  fornication  :  if  he  were  your  chaplain, 
He  would  inveigh  as  much  'gainft  covetoufnefs. 

Lady  Whim.  He  would  hurt  me  little  in  that :  but  has 
he  learning  ? 

Euph.  No  furely,  Madam  %  he  is  full  of  knowledge, 
But  has  no  learning  at  all :  he  can  expound, 
But  underflands  nothing.     One  thing  in  him 
Is  excellent :  Though  he  do  hate  the  Bifhops, 
He  would  not  make  them  guilty  of  one  fin, 
Which  was  to  give  him  orders ;  for  he  hates 
Orders,  as  much  as  them. 

Free.  Well,  I  have  heard, 
Though  he  came  lately  to  her, .  he  has  got 
A  great  hand  over  her  ;  and  fvvays  her  confcience 
Which  way  he  lilt. 

Euph.  Unde,  'tis  very  eafy 
To  rule  a  thing  fo  weak  as  is  her  confcience  ; 
I'll  undertake  that  a  twin'd  thread  would  do  it, 
As  well  as  a  flrong  cable  :  if  he  could 
Rule  her  eflate  too,  he  would,  have  a  place  on't.-. 

Free.  Why,   that  will  follow  t'other. 

Euph.  I  think  not ; 
Rather,  her  confcience  follows  her  eflate  y 
Oppreffion  had  not  elfe  increas'd  it  fo, 

She 
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She  wrong'd  a  worthy  friend  of  mine,  young  Scudmore  ; 
And,  by  meer  fraud  and  bribery,  took  away 
His  whole  eftate ;  five  hundred  pound  a  year. 

Free.  I  muft  confefs,  'twas  a  foul  caufe  indeed; 
And  he,  poor  man,  lack'd  means  to  profecute 
The  caufe  againft  her.     But  he  feels  it  not 
At  this  time,  nephew. 

Bar.  Was't  that  Scudmore,  Sir, 
Whom  Eugeny,  Sir  Argent  Scrape's  young  kinfman, 
Unfortunately  kill'd  ? 

Free.  The  fame.     Well,  let 
All  thefe  things  pafs ;  we  come  now  to  be  merry. 

Lady  Whim.    Let's  eat  up  her  good  cheer ;  a  niggard1* 
feaft  is  beft,  they  fay. 

Dot.  Shall  we  have  wine  good  ftore  ? 

Bar.  Oh !   fear  not  that. 

Dot.  Hold  beljy,  hold,  i'faith? 

Bar.  Yes,  and  brain  too. 

Dot.   Nay,  for  my  brain, 
Let  me  alone  ;  I  fear  not  that ;  no  wine 
Can  hurt  my  brain. 

Lady  Whim.  Say  you  fo,  Mr.  Dotterel?  Whyfucha 
brain  I  love. 

Dot.  Madam,  I  am  glad  I  had  it  for  you. 

Lady  Whim.   For  me,  Sir  I 

Dot.  Yes,  lady, 
rTis  at  your  fervice  ;  fo  is  the  whole  body* 
Did  I  not  tickle  her  there,  old  lad  ? 

Bar.  Yes,  rarely. 

Lady  Whim.  Shall  I  prefiime  to  call  you  fervant  then  I 

Dot.   Oh  lord  [  Madam  !  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  ! 

Lady  Whim.   Nay,   I  know  you  have  good  courtfhip, 
fervant  ;  wear  this  for  my  fake.  [Gives  him  a  Scarf. 

Dot.    'Tis  your  livery,  Madam. 

Bar.  Well,  th'art  a  happy  man,  if  thou  knew' ft  all. 

Euph.  Madam,  I  fee  your  Ladyfhip  can  tell 
How  to  make  choice  in  dealing  of  your  favours. 

Dot.  It  pleafes  you  to  fay  fo,  good  Mr.  Euphues. 

Euph.  Why,  Sir,  I  fpeak  of  the  lady's  judgment. 

Dot.  'Twas  more  of  her  courtefy,  than  my  defert. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Covet  on  crutches. 

Euph.  Here  comes  the  Lady  bride. 

Free.  Joy  to  your  Ladyfhip ! 

Lady  Cov.  I  thank  your  Sir,  y'are  very  welcome  all. 

Free.  I  have  made  bold  to  bring  my  friends  along, 
As  you  commanded,  Lady. 

Lady  Co<v.  They  are  moll  welcome. 

Euph.  Methinks  your  Ladyfhip  looks  freih  to-day, 
And  like  a  bride  indeed. 

Lady  Co<v.  Ah,  Mr.  Euphues  f 
You,  I  perceive,  can  flatter. 

Euph.  Does  your  glafs 
Tell  you  I  flatter,  Madam? 

Lady  Co<v.  Beflow  this 
Upon  young  maids ;  but  let  me  tell  you,  Sir, 
Old  folks  may  marry  too.     It  was  ordain'd 
At  firft,  to  be  as  well  a  Hay  to  age, 
As  to  pleafe  youth.    We  have  our  comforts  too, 
Though  we  be  old. 

Euph.  Madam,  I  doubt  it  not: 
You  are  not  yet  fo  old,  but  you  may  have 
Your  comfort  well ;  and  if  Sir  Argent  Scrape 
Were  but  one  threefcore  years  younger  than  he  Is— • 

Bar.  What  a  flrange  but  thou  mak'fl  ? 

Eup.  You  would  perceive  it. 

Lady  Whim.  Servant,  could  you  find  in  your  heart  to 
marry 
Such  an  old  bride  > 

Dot.  No,  Miflrefs,  I  proteil: 
I  had  rather  have  none. 

Lady  Whim.  What  age  would  you  defire 
To  chufe  your  wife  of? 

Dot.  Jufl  as  old  as  you  are. 

Lady  Whim.  Well,  fervant,  I  believe  you  can  diffemble. 

LadyCov.  Wil'tpleafeyou  todrawneari  Sir  Argent  flays, 
expetting  within. 

Free.  We'll  wait  upon  you.  {Exeunt. 

Manent  Barnet>  Dotterel. 
Bar.  To  what  ftrange  fortune,  friend,  are  fome  men  born  I 
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I  mean  by  thee ;  furely  when  thou  wert  young, 
The  Fairies  dandled  thee. 

Dot.  Why,  pr'y  thee  Barnet  ? 

Bar.  That  ladies  thus  fliould  doat  upon  thy  perfon. 
Dofl  thou  not  fee  how  foon  the  Lady  Whimfey 
Is  caught  in  love  with  thee  ? 

Dot.  But  is  flie,  think'fl  thou  ? 

Bar.  Is  fhe!  Come,  thou  perceiv'ft  it  well  enough? 
What  elfe  fhould  make  her  court  thee,  and  beftow 
Her  favours  openly  ?  And  fuch  a  Ladyy 
So  full  of  wit  as  fhe  is  too !  Would  fhe 
Betray  the  fecrets  of  her  heart  fo  far ; 
But  that  love  plays  the  tyrant  in  her  breaft, 
And  forces  her  ? 

Dot.  True,  and,  as  thou  fayeft,  Barnet, 
She's  a  brave  witty  Lady ;  and  I  love 
A  wit  with  all  my  heart.     What  would  fhe  fay 
If  fhe  fhould  know  me  truly ;  that  thus  loves, 
And  thinks  I  am  but  a  poor  younger  brother  * 

Bar.  Why  flill  the  greater  is  thy  happinefs  ; 
Thou  may'fl  be  fure  fhe  loves  thee  truely  now. 
And  not  thy  fortunes. 

Dot.  Has  fhe  found  me  out, 
For  all  I  fought  to  hide  my  felf  ? 

Bar.  The  more 
Thy  worth  appears,  the  more  her  judgment's  feen* 
Oh!  'tis  a  gallant  Lady!  Well,  fhe  might 
Have  call  her  eye  on  me,  or  Euphues ; 
But  'twas  not  our  good  fortune  t 

Dot.  Do  not  defpair ; 
Some  other  woman  may  love  thee  as  well ; 
Come,  thou  hall  worth,  Barnet,  as  well  as  I. 

Bar.  Nay,  nay,  abufe  not  your  poor  friends ;  but,  tell  me*. 
What  doll  thou  think  of  young  Artemia  now  ? 

Dot.  Of  her  !  a  foolifh  girl,  a  fimple  thing ; 
She'd  make  a  pretty  wife  for  me !  I  confefs 
I  courted  her ;  but  fhe  had  not  the  wit 
To  find  out  what  I  was,  for  all  my  talk. 

Bar.  And  that  was  flrange  fhe  fhould  not ;  but  'tis  fate 
That  governs  marriages. 

Dot.  Let  her  repent, 

And 
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And  know  what  (he  hath  loft,  when  'tis  too  late, 
But  doll  thou  think,  this  gallant  Lady  Whimfey 
Will  marry  me? 

Bar.  Mak'lt  thou  a  doubt  of  that? 
'Tis  thy  own  fault,  boy,  if  thou  hall  her  not. 

Dot.  That  I  protell  it  mall  not  be  ;  but,  tell  me ; 
Shall  I  exprefs  my  love  to  her,  in  verfe, 
Or  profe  ? 

Bar.  In  which  you  will. 

Dot.  I  am  alike  at  both  of  them,  indeed. 

Bar.  I  know  thou  art. 

Dot.  Come,  let's  go  in. 

Bar.  Thou  long'ft  to  fee  thy  miftrefs  ? 

Dot.  We'll  drink  her  health  in  a  crown'd  cup,  my  lad. 

[Exeunt. 


Adtus  Tertius. 

Theodore,  Neighbours  with  fach. 

Theod.  /"^lOme,  neighbours,  pray  draw  near ;  my  fel- 

\^jl       low  Jafper 
Has  told  you  wherefore  you  were  fent  for  hither. 

i  Neigh.  Ay,  I  thank  you,   friend. 

2  Neigh.  And  my  good  mailer  too. 

Theod.  My  mailer,  touch' d  with  forrow  and  remorfe 
For  that  unhappy  error  of  his  life, 
That  fault  (alas !)  which  by  too  true  a  name 
Is  termed  mifery  ;  determines  now, 
By  deeds  of  tender  charity,  to  make 
The  wronged  Poor  amends  ;  and  to  the  world 
Declare  the  fruits  of  a  reformed  life : 
And  firft  your  pardon,  neighbours,  he  would  beg, 
And  next  to  heaven,  be  reconcil'd  to  you. 

i  Neigh.  Now,  blefling  on  his  heart! 

2  Neigh.  Good  tender  foul ! 

j  Neigh.  I  ever  thought  him  a  right  honeft  man. 

Tbeod. 
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Theod.  He,  that  before  did  churlifhly  engrofs 
And  lock  thole  bleffmgs  up,  which  from  the  hand 
Of  heaven  were  fhower'd  upon  him,  has  at  laft 
Found  their  true  ufe ;  and  will  henceforth  redeem 
The  former  mifpent  time.     His  wealthy  flores 
Shall  be  no  longer  fhut  againft  the  poor ; 
His  bags  feal'd  up  no  longer,  to  debar 
The  courfe  of  fitting  bounty.     To  you  all, 
Of  corn  and  money,    weekly  he'll  allow, 
In  recompence,  a  greater  quantity 
By  far,  than  men  of  greater  rank  fhall  do  : 
Nor  will  he  come  himfelf  to  take  your  thanks, 
Till,  as  he  fays,  he  has  deferv'd  them  better. 
Mean  time,  by  me,  he  pours  his  bounty  forth  ; . 
Which  he  defires  with  greater!  fecrecy 
May  be  perform'd ;  for  all  vain-glorious  mows, 
And  orientation  does  his  foul  abhor : 
He  founds  no  trumpet  to  bellow  his  alms ; 
Nor  in  the  ftreets  proclaims  his  charity, 
Which  makes  the  virtue  vice ;  nor  would  he  have 
The  world  take  notice  of  you  at  his  doors. 

1  Neigh.  See,  fee,  religious  man ! 

2  Nsigh.  Ah,  neighbour; 

Some  in  the  world  have  been  miflaken  in  him ! 

Theod.  Nor  would  he  have  you  blaze  his  bounty  forth, 
And  praife  him  openly.     Forbear  it,  neighbours ; 
Your  private  prayers  only,  he  defires, 
And  hearty  wifhes :   for   true  charity, 
Though  ne'er  fo  fecret,  finds  ajuft  reward. 
I  am  his  fervant,  newly  entertain 'd ; 
But  one,  to  whom  he  does  commit  the  trull 
Of  his  defires  in  this ;   and  I  mould  wrong 
His  goocmefs  Itrangely,   if  I  ihould  keep  back 
The  ieait  of  what  his  bounty  doth  intend. 
Come  in  with  me  ;   I'll  .fill  your  facks  with  corn, 
And  let  you  fee   what  money  he  bellows. 

Omnes  Neigh.  We'll  pray   to   heaven   to  reward  his 
goodnefs.  {Exeunt. 


Euphues,  Bar  net. 
Eupb.  Our  Dotterel  then  is  caught  ? 


Barl 
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Bar.  He  is,  and  juft 
As  Dotterels  ufe  to  be  :  the  Lady  firft 
Advanc'd  toward  him,  ftretch'd  forth  her  wing,  and  he 
Met  her  with  all  expreflions ;  and  is  caught 
As  faft  in  her  lime-twigs,  as  he  can  be, 
Until  the  church  confirm  it. 

Eupb.  There  will  be 
Another  brave  eftate  for  her  to  fpend. 

Bar.  Others  will  be  the  better  for't;  and  if 
None  but  a  Dotterel  fuffer  for't,  what  lofs 
Of  his  can  countervail  the  leaft  good  fortune 
That  may  from  thence  blow  to  another  man  ? 

Euph.  She  fpent  her  t'other  hufband  a  great  fortune. 

Bar.  Dotterel's  eftate  will  find  her  work  again 
For  a  great  while ;  two  thoufand  pounds  a  year 
Cannot  be  melted  fuddenly  ;  when  'tis, 
Men  can  but  fay,  her  prodigality 
Has  done  an  acl  of  juftice ;  and  tranflated 
That  wealth,  which  fortune's  blindnefs  had  mifplaced 
On  fuch  a  fellow.     What  fhould  he  do  with  it  r 

Euph.  And  thou  fay' ft  right ;  fome  men  were  made  to  be 
The  conduit-pipes  of  an  eftate  ;  or  rather, 
The  fieves  of  fortune,    through  whofe  leaking  holes, 
She  means  to  fcatter  a  large  flood  of  wealth, 
Befprinkling  many  with  refreftiing  fhowers : 
So  ufurers,  fo  dying  aldermen 
Pour  out  at  once,  upon  their  fieve-like  heirs, 
Whole  gufts  of  envy'd  wealth ;  which  they  together 
Through  many  holes  let  out  again  in  fhowers, 
And  with  their  ruin  water  a  whole  country. 
But  will  it  furely  be  a  match  ? 

Bar.   Asfure 
As  the  two  old  death's-heads  to-morrow  morning 
Are  to  be  join'd  together. 

Eupb.  Who,  Sir  Argent  and  his  lady  ? 
Bar.  Ye»,  if  me  keep  toucft 
In  what  fhe  promis'd  me ;  I'll  undertake 
Her  Dotterel  ihall  be  fure,  and  given  to  her 
In  matrimony. 

Eupb.   Given  to  his  wife  ? 
I  fee  thou  mean'il  in  Dotterel  to  bring  back 

The 
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The  antient  Spanifh  cuflom,  where  the  women 

Inherited  the  land,  rul'd  the  eflates ; 

The  men  were  given  in  marriage  to  the  women 

With  portions,  and  had  jointures  made  to  them: 

Jufl  fo  will  be  his  cafe ;  he  will  be  married 

Unto  a  brave  fubjedfcion.    How  the  fool 

Is  caught  in  his  own  noofe !  What  confidence 

Had  he,  that  he  would  never  marry  any, 

But  fuch,  forfooth,  as  mull  firft  fall  in  love 

With  him,  not  knowing  of  his  wealth  at  all  ? 

Bar.  Well,  now  he's  fitted :  he  begun  at  firft 
With  fair  Artemia. 

Euph.  He  might  have  told 
Her  of  his  wealth,  and  mhVd  her  too ;  or  elfe 
I  am  deceiv'd  in  her;  true  virtuous  love 
Cannot  be  bought  fo  bafely :  me  befides 
Has  been  in  love,  I'm  fure  ;  and  may  be  (till, 
Though  he  be  fled  the  land.     But  now  I  think  on'r, 
I  niuil  go  fee  whether  old  Earthworm's  fon 
Has  yet  perform'd  what  ihe  denYd ;  fhe  flays 
At  home. 

Bar.  I'll  in,  and  fee  how  Dotterel 
Courts  his  brave  miflvefs :  I  left  him  compofing 
A  fonnet  to  her.     There  are  the  old  couple 
Within  too. 

Euph.  If  a  man  could  get  to  hear 
Their  way  of  courting,  'twould  be  full  as  ftrange 
As  Dotterel's  is  ridiculous :  but  flay. 

Sir  Argent  Scrape,  Lady  Covet,  brought  in  chairs. 

Here  come  the  lovely  bride  and  bridegroom  forth : 
Pr'ythee  let's  venture  to  flay  here  a  little, 
Behind  the  hangings,  man ;  we  mall  be  fure 
To  hear  their  love ;  they  are  both  fomewhat  deaf, 
And  mufl  fpeak  loud. 

Bar.  Content,  I'll  flay  with  thee. 

Sir  Arg.  Leave  us  a  while.  Now,  Madam,  you  have  feen 
So  have  your  learned  counfel,  that  I  deal 
Squarely  with  you ;  my  perfonal  eflate 
Is  no  lefs  worth  than  I  profefs'd,  when  firft 
I  niQv'd  my  loving  fuit. 

Bar. 
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Bar.  I -marry,  Sir!  a  loving fuit  indeed \ 

Euph.  Let  'em  go  on  in  their  own  proper  dialect. 

Lady  Cov.  1  find  it ; 
And  mould  be  loth  but  to  requite  your  truth 
In  the  fame  kind :  you  feem'd  at  firft  to  queftion 
How  flrong  my  title  was  in  that  eftate 
Which  was  young  Scudmore's  once  ;  'tis  a  fair  mannor. 

Euph.  'Tis  true,  old  rottennefs,  too  good  for  you. 

Lady  Cov.  My  counfel  can  inform  you  that  I  kept  it, 
And  did  enjoy  poiTeffion  while  he  liv'd; 
And  now  he's  dead,  who  mould  recover  it  ? 
The  heirs  are  poor  and  beggarly. 

Sir  Arg.  Nay,  I  think 
We  need  not  fear  their  fuing  againft  us. 

Lady  Cov.  If  they  mould  ftir,  a  little  piece  of  money 
Would  Hop  their  mouths. 

Euph.  A  little  piece  of  dirt 
Will  Hop  your  mouth  ere  long ;  and  then  the  fuit 
Will  go  againft  thee,  mifchief ! 

Bar.  Prithee,  peace; 
Thou  art  not  merry  now,  but  cholerick. 

Euph.  I  think  of  my  wrong' d  friend. 

Lady  Cov.  But  you  were  faying 
You  made  no  doubt  but  fhortly  to  enjoy 
Your  kinfman  Eugeny's  eftate ;  that  were 
A  fair  addition  to  your  land ;    they  fay 
It  goes  at  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

Sir  Arg.    'Tis  true,    and  'tis  well  worth  it. 

Lady  Cov.  But  what  hopes  have  you,  to  gain  it  fhortly  ? 

Sir  Arg.  He,  you  know 
By  Scudmore's  death  has  forfeited  his  life 
Unto  the  law  ;  and  the  eftate's  entaifd 
On  me,  as  the  next  heir. 

Lady  Cov.  But  he  is  fled. 

Sir  Arg.   No,  no ;  I  know  he  lurks  not  fir  from  hence ; 
And  I  fhall  fhortly  learn  the  very  place 
By  fome  intelligence :  I  have  provided 
My  fecret  fcouts ;  and  then  you  know  th'  afiizes 
Are  now  at  hand  ;  the  time  will  be  too  fhort 
To  get  a  pardon,  fpecially  as  I 
Have  laid  fome  friends  to  flail  it  underhand. 

Euph. 
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Euph.  Here's  a  Jiew  mifchief,  Barnet ! 

Bar.  And  a  flrange  one. 

Lady  Co<v.  And  then  you  muft  not  fpare  a  little  money 
To  haften  execution  at  an  hour 
Unufual ;  thofe  things  may  well  be  done  ; 
Elfe  what  were  money  good  for  ? 

Sir  Arg.  You  fay  right. 
If  'twere  once  come  to  that,  I  fear  it  not. 

Lady  Co<v.  Well,  Sir,   I  fee  all's  right  and  ftraight 
between  us ; 
You  underfland  how  welcome  you  are  hither, 
I  need  not  tell  it  o'er  again. 

Sir  Arg.  No,   Lady; 
I  wijl  be  bold  to  fay,  I  do  not  come 
Now  as  a  flranger,  but  to  take  poffeffion 
Both  of  your  houfe  and  you. 

Euph.  He  cannot  fpeak 
Out  of  that  thriving  language,  in  his  love. 

Lady  Cov.  Will  you  go  in  again  ?  our  guefts,  perhaps,. 
Think  the  time  long. 

Sir  Arg.  With  all  my  heart : 
A  cup  of  fack  would  not  do  much  amife. 

Lady  Cov.  We'll  have  it  with  a  toaft.     Who's  near- 
there,  ho ! 

Enter  Servants,  and  carry  them  out* 

Bar.  What  a  flrange  kind  of  pageant  have  we  feen  I 

Euph.  Barnet,  I  cannot  tell,  whether  fuch  ftrange 
Unfatiable  defires  in  thefe  old  folks 
That  are  half  earth  already,  mould  be  thought 
More  impious,  or  more  ridiculous. 

Bar.  They  are  both  alike. 

Euph.  But  fuch  a  monitrous 
Unnatural  plot  as  his,  to  apprehend 
His  kinfman,  I  ne'er  heard  of!  If  I  knew 
Where  Eugeny  remain'd,  though  'twere  his  fortune 
To  kill  a  friend  of  mine,  I'd  refcue  him 
From  this  unnatural  and  wolfifh  man. 

Bar.  That  would  betray  his  life  to  fatisfy 
His  avarice,  not  juftice  of  the  law. 

Vol.  VII.  E  EnUr 
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Enter  Dotterel,  Lady  Whimfey. 

Here  comes  another  piece  of  matrimony, 
That  may  be  fhortly. 

Eupb.  'Tis  better  far  than  t'other ; 
They  are  the  lafl  couple  in  hell. 

Dot.  Save  you,  gallants ! 

Bar.  You  are  the  gallant,  Sir,   that  on  your  arm 
Do  wear  the  trophies  of  a  conquer'd  lady. 

Euph.  Madam,  I  had  almoit  miftaken  'my  falutation, 
And  bid,  God  give  you  joy. 

Lady  Whim.  Of  what,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Eupb.  Of  this  young  gallant,  call  him  by  what  name 
Or  title  you  are  pleas'd,  hufband  or  fervant. 

Bar.  He  may  be  both,  Sir  ;  he  is  not  the  flrft 
Has  been  a  hufband  and  a  fervant  too. 

Dot.  I  am  her  fervant,  Sir  ;  and  I  confefs 
Have  an  ambition,  and  fo  forth. 

La  ay  Whim.  How  now,  fervant ! 

Euph.  I  tell  you  truly,  Madam,  'tis  reported, 
(And  thofe  reports  are  fatal  Hill  you  know) 
That  Mr.  Dotterel  and  you  are  purpos'd 
To  bear  th'old  Knight  and  Lady  company, 
To-morrow,  to  the  church. 

Lady  Whim.  That  I  confefs,  and  fo  will  you,  I  think  ? 

Euph.  Nay,  but  to  do 
As  they  do,  Madam,  tie  the  lafting  knot. 

Lady  Whim.  Do  you  hear,  fervant  ?  this  it  is  to  have 
So  proper  a  fervant ;  every  one  fuppofes 
I  mufl  needs  be  in  love. 

Dot.  I  would  you  were  as  deep  in  Cupid's  books  as  I. 

Euph.  That  is 
In  Cupid's  favour.     You  are  a  happy  man. 

Lady  Whim.    My  fervant  has  been  fearching  Cupid's 
books, 
I  think,  to  find  that  fonnet  that  he  gave  me. 
Are  you  content  that  I  fhould  fhew  your  poetry  ? 

Dot.  Do,  miilrefs;  I  am  not  afham'd  on't  : 
But  you  fhall  give  me  leave  to  read  it  to  'em. 
'Tis  but  a  fonnet,  gentlemen,  that  I  fitted 
To  my  fair  miilrefs  here. 

Euph. 
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Euph.  Let  us  be  happy  to  hear  it,  Sir. 
Dot.  Take  it,  as  it  is  : 

Dear,  do  not  your  fair  beauty  wrong  ;         \Jie  reads. 
In  thinking  flill you  are  too  young. 


Euph,  How  !  too  young  ! 


Bar.  Let  him  alone,  I  know  the  fong. 

Dot.   The  rofe  and  Villi es  in  your  cheek 
Flour  ijh,    and  no  ?nore  ripenefs  feek  : 
Tour  cherry-lip ,  red,  foft,  and  fweet, 
Proclaims  fuch  fruit  for  tajie  moft  meet : 
Then  lofe  no  time  ■;  for  love  has  <wingsf 
And  flies  away  from  aged  things. 

How  do  you  like  it,  gentlemen  ? 

Euph,  Very  well.     The  fong's  a  good  one* 

Bar.  Oh,  monltrousi 
Never  man  ftole  with  fo  little  judgment. 

Euph,  Of  all  the  love-fongs  that  were  ever  made, 
He  could  not  have  chofe  out  one  more  unfit, 
More  palpably  unfit,  that  mufl  betray 
His  moft  ridiculous  theft. 

Lady  Whim.  Who  would  have  thought 
My  fervant  mould  fuppofe,  I  think  myfelf 
Too  young  to  love,  that  have  already  had 
One  hufband  I 

Euph.  Oh,  excufe  him,  gentle  Madam  ;  he  found  it  in 
the  fong. 

Bar.  And,  it  mould  feem,  he  could  get  no  other  fong 
iwt  this. 

Lady  Whim,  Surely,  a  woman  of  five  and  thirty  year  old, 
Is  not  too  young  to  love  \ 

Bar,   Oh,  fpare  him,  Madam. 

Euph,  Let's  raife  him  up  ;  I  think  the  fonnet's  good, 
There's  fomewhat  in't  to  th'  purpofe ;  read  it  again 

\He  reads  it  again. 

Euph,   >  For  t aft e  moft  meet. 

Very  good  ;  and  there  he  tickled  it ! 
Mark'd  you  that,  Madam  !  The  two  laft  of  all  ? 
Then  lofe  no  time,  for  love  hath  wings. 
He  gives  you  fitting  counfel. 

E  2  Lady 
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Lady  Whim.  Yes,  I  like  it. 

Dot.  I  thought,  when  they  underftood  it,  they  would 
like  it. 
I  am  fure,  I  have  heard  this  fong  prais'd  e'er  now. 

Lady  Whim?  This  does  deferve  a  double  favour,  fervant. 

Dot.  Let  this  be  the  favour,  fweet  miftrefs.  [Kijes  her. 

Euph.  How  fome  men's  poetry  happens  to  be  rewarded  ! 

Lady  Whim.  Shall  we  go  in  ?  But,  pr'ythee,  Euphues, 
What  is  the  reafon  fweet  Artemia, 
Thy  coufm,  is  not  here  ? 

Euph.  I  know  not,  Madam, 
But  her  pretence  was  bufinefs ;  I  am  going 
To  vifit  her  :  If  you  go  in  to  keep 
Th'old  couple  company,  I'll  fetch  her  to  you. 

Lady  Whim.  I  pr'ythee  do  ;  farewell.     Come,  fervant, 
Shall  we  go  in  ? 

Dot.  I'll  wait  upon  you,  miftrefs.  [Exeunt. 

Theodore,  Artemia. 

1'heod*  I  will  acquaint  him,  lady,  with  the  hour  ; 
And  to  his  longing  ear  deliver  all 
Your  fweet  faiutes  ;  which  is  the  only  air, 
Of  life  and  comfort,  Eugeny  takes  in. 
Your  conflant  love  and  virtues,  fweeteft  lady, 
Are  thofe  prefervatives,  which  from  his  heart 
Expel  the  killing  fits  of  melancholy ; 
And  do,  in  fpite  of  fortune,  quicken  him. 

Arte,  Oh,  would  thofe  comforts  could  arrive  at  him, 
That  from  my  wiming  thoughts  are  hourly  fent ! 

Theod.  Such  virtuous  willies  feldom  are  in  vain. 

Arte.  I  mould  be  far  more  fad  in  the  behalf 
Of  my  dear  Eugeny,  but  that  I  know 
He  does  enjoy  your  fweet  fociety, 
Which  he  beyond  all  value  does  efteem. 

Thecd.  His  own  is  recompenee  enough  for  mine, 
And  I  the  gainer  in  it  ;  did  not  grief 
For  his  misfortune,  ftain  that  perfect  joy 
Which  I  could  take  in  his  dear  company. 

Arte.  If  I  mould  fpeak,  Sir,  how  he  values  you, 
I  mould  too  much  ppprefs  your  modefly. 

Tbeod. 
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Theod.  Our  friendfhip,  faireft  lady,  is  more  old. 
And  he  more  true,'  than  that  his  heart  fo  long 
Should  be  unknown  to  me.     I'll  not  be  long 
Before  I  vifit  him,  to  let  him  know 
What  hour  fhall  make  him  happy  in  your  fight.    / 
My  longer  ftay,  fweet  lady,  might  be  more 
Obferv'd,  and  pry'd  into.  ■    Let  me  be  i  ~1  1 
To  leave  you  now,  but  be  your  fervant  ever. 

Arte.  All  ha ppinefs  attend  you,  worthy  Sir.  \Exit7heod. 
Would  I  myfelf  might  go,  as  well  as  fend, 
And  fee  that  feeming  folitary  place, 
That  place  of  woe.     Sure  it  would  be  to  me 
No  defert  wood,  while  Eugeny  were  there  $ 
But  a  delightful  palace.     Here  at  home, 
The  more  that  company  comes  in,  the  more 
I  am  alone,  methinks ;  wanting  that  objec~l 
On  which  my  heart  is  fix'd,  I  cannot  be 
PoiTefs'd  of  any  thing.     Nothing  can  be 
My  comfort,  but  a  hope  that  thefe  fad  clouds 
Of  our  misfortunes  will  at  lafl  blow  over. 
But  mifchief 's  like  a  cockatrice's  eyes ; 
Sees  firit,  and  kills ;  or  is  feen  firft,  and  dies. 

& titer  Euphues, 

Euph.  How  dofl  thou,  Couz'  ?  I  wrote  a  letter  for  thee 
To  Earthworm's  fon  ;  has  the  young  Ten  i'  th'  hundred 
Been  here  ? 

Arte.  I  thank  you,  coufin,  the  gentleman 
Was  with  me,  and  but  newly  parted  hence. 

Euph.  H'  has  got  a  title  then  by  coming  hither  $ 
But  he  may  be  a  gentleman,  his  vveaith 
Will  make  it  good. 

Arte.  His  virtues  make  it  good  ; 
Believe  it,  coufm  -,  there's  a  wealthy  mind 
Within  that  plain  outnde. 

Euph.  How  is  this  ? 
Have  your  quick  eyes  found  out  his  worth  already  ? 

Arte,  They  mult  be  blind  that  cannot,  when  they  know 
him. 
Well,  coufm,  you  may  laugh  at  me. 

Euph.  By  no  means ;  I  know  your  judgment's  good. 

E  3  '  Arte, 
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Arte.  As  good  as  'tis, 
It  muil  content  a  woman.     When  you  know  him, 
You'll  find  a  man  that  may  deferve  your  friendihip, 
And  far  above  all  flighting, 

Eupb.  I  am  forry 
I  came  not  foon  enough ;  but  pr'ythee,  coufin, 
What  are  the  ways  have  taken  thee  fo  foon  ? 

Arte,  What  taking  do  you  mean  ?  You  promis'd  m« 
You  would  not  afk  the  caufe  I  Tent  for  him  ; . 
Though  you  fhall  know  hereafter.     But  I  hope 
You  do  not  think  I  am  in  love  with  him. 

Eupo.  I'll  look  upon  the  man,  and  then  refolve  you. 

Arte.  Well,  do  ;  perhaps  you'll  know  him  better  then. 
He  knows  you  well. 

Eupb.  Me  !  has  he  told  you  how  ? 

Arte.  Did  you  ne'er  meet  one  Theodore  at  Venice? 

Eupb.  Can  this  be  he  ? 

Arte.  Yes,  very  well :  although 
He  be  old  Earthworm's  fon,  and  make  no  fhew 
At  home. 

Eupb.  And  have  you  found  out  fo  much  worth  in  him 
already  ? 

Arte.  How  do  you  efleem  him  ?  We  women  well  may 
err. 
y  Eupb,  I  fmell  a  rat ; 
And,  if  my  brain  fail  not,   have  found  out  all 
Your  drifts,  though  ne'er  fo  politickly  carry 'd. 

Arte.  I  know  your  brain,  coufm,  is  very  good  ; 
But  it  may  fail. 

Eupb.  'it  comes  into  my  head 
What  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape  told  to  his  lady.  [AJide. 

His>kinfman  Eugeny  lurk'd  hereabouts ; 
He  was  her  fweet-heart  once,   and  may  be  ftill ; 
I  think  fhe's  conftant  ;  though  fhe  keep  it  clofe. 
This  Theodore  and  he  were  fam'd  for  friendfhip. 
I  have  collected,  coufm,  and  have  at  you. 

Arte.  Let's  hear  it,  pray. 

Eupb.  You  fhall :  This  Theodore 
I  do  confefs  a  moll  deferving  man  ; 
And  fo,  perchance,  your  lover  Eugeny 
Has  told  you,  coufin.    Ha !  do  you  begin 

To 
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To  blufh  already  ?  I  am  Tare  thofe  two 
Were  moft  entirely  friends.     And  I  am  forry 
To  hear  what  I  have  heard  to-day,  concerning 
Young  Eugeny. 

Arte.  What,  pr'ythee,  coufin  ?  tell  me. 

Euph.  Now  you  are  mov'd  ;  but  I  may  err,  you  know* 

Arte.  Good  coufin,  tell  me  what. 

Euph.  Nay,  I  believe 
I-  fhall  worfe  Jdartle  you  ;  though  you  would  make 
Such  fools  as  I,  believe  he  is  in  France. 
Yes,  yes,  it  may  be  fo  ;  and  then,  you  know 
lie's  fafe  enough. 

Arte.  Oh,  coufin,  I'll  confefs 
What  you  would  have  me,  do  but  tell  me  this. 

Euph.  Nay,  now,  I  will  not  thank  you  ;  I  have  found  it. 
And  though  you  dealt  in  riddles  fo  with  me, 
I'll  plainly  tell  you  all ;  and  teach  you  how 
You  may,  perchance,  prevent  your  lover's  danger. 

Arte.  Oh,  I  fhall  ever  love  you. 

Euph.  Well,  come  in  ,• 
Fll  tell  you  all,  and  by  what  means  I  knew  it. 


Adtus  quartus. 

Earthworm,    Jafper. 

Earth.  /T\UT>  villain  !  how  could  any  fire  come  there 

\J  But  by  thy  negligence  ?  I  do  not  ufe 
To  keep  fuch  fires,  as  mould  at  all  endanger 
My  houfe  ;  much  lefs,  my  barn. 

J afp.  I  know  not,  Sir, 
But  there  I'm  fure  it  was ;  and  ftill  continues ; 
Though  without  danger  now  \  for  the  poor  people,  • 
Ere  this,  have  quenched  it. 

Earth.  There  my  wonder  lies. 
Why  mould  the  people  come  to  quench  my  fire  ? 
Had  it  been  in  a  city,  where  one  houfe 
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Might  have  endanger'd  all,  it  juflly  then 
Might  have  engag'd  the  people's  utmoft  aid  ; 
And  I  ne'er  bound  to  give  them  thanks  at  all : 
Bat  my  houfe  Hands  alone,  and  could  endanger 
No  other  building.     Why  mould  all  the  people 
Come  running  hither  fo,  to  quench  th>fire  ? 
They  love  not  me. 

Jafp.  Sure,  Sir,  I  cannot  tell  ; 
Perhaps  the  people  knew  not  what  to  do, 
And  might  be  glad  to  fee  a  fight. 

Earth.  Methought 
As  I  came  by  I  law  them  wond'rous  bufy  ; 
Nay  more,  methought  I  heard  them  pray  for  me, 
As  if  they  lov'd  me.     Why  fhould  they  do  fo  ? 
J  ne'er  deferv'd  it  at  the  people's  hands. 
Go,  Jafper,  tell  me  whether  it  be  quqnch'd, 
And  all  fecure ;  I  long  to  hear  the  news. 

Enter  Theodore. 

Iheod.  I  come  to  bring  you  happy  tidings,  Sir. 
The  fire  is  quench' d,  and  little  hurt  is  done. 

Earth.  That's  well,  my  fon, 

Theod.  But,  Sir,  if  you  had  feen 
How  the  poor  people  labour'd  to  effect  it,. 
And  like  fo  many  Salamanders  rufh'd 
Into  the  fire,  fcorching  their  clothes  and  beards, 
You  would  have  wonder'd  juflly  ;  and  have  thought 
That  each  man  toil'd  to  fave  his  father's  houfe, 
Or  his  own  dear  eftate  :  but  I  conceive 
'Twas  nothing  but  an  honefl  charity 
That  wrought  it  in  them. 

Earth.  Ha  !  a  charity  ! 
Why  fnould  that  chanty  be  ftiew'd  to  me  ? 

Theod.  If  I  miflake  act  ftrangely,  he  begins 
To  apprehend  it. 

Earth.  As  I  came  along, 
I  heard  them  pray  for  me  ;  but  thofe  good  prayers 
Can  never  pierce  the  ikies  in  my  behalf; 
But  will  return  again,  and  ever  lodge 
Within  thofe  honeft  breafts,  that  lent  them  forth. 

Theod.  Surely  it  works. 

Earth, 
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Earth.  Oh  !  all  the  world  but  I  are  honeft  men  *  ' 

Tbeod.  What  is't  that  troubles  you  ? 
Your  goods  are  fafe  ;  there's  nothing  loft  at  all. 
You  ihould  rejoice,  methinks.    You  might  have  fuffer'd 
A  wondrous  lofs  in  your  eftate  ! 

Earth.  Ah,   fon ! 
'Tis  not  the  thought  of  what  I  might  have  loft, 
That  draws  thefe  tears  from  me. 

Theod.  Does  he  not  weep  ? 
Or  do  my  flattering  hopes  deceive  my  fight  ? 
He  weeps,  and  fully  too  ;  large  fhowers  of  tears 
Bedew  his  aged  cheeks.     Oh  happy  forrow, 
That  makes  me  weep  for  joy  !  Never  did  fon 
So  juftly  glory  in  a  father's  tears. 
Sir,  you  are  fad,  methinks  ? 

Earth.  No  fadnefs,  fon, 
Can  be  enough  to  expiate  the  crimes 
That  my  accurfed  avarice  has  wrought, 
Where  are  the  poor? 

Theod.  Why,    Sir,  what  would  you  do  ?  " 

Earth.  A&  me  not,  Theodore ;  alas,  I  feat1 
Thcu  art  too  much  my  fon  ;  my  bad  example 
Has  done  thee  much  more  harm,  than  all  the  large 
Increafe  of  treafure,  I  fliall  leave  behind, 
Can  recompence.     But  leave  thofe  wretched  thoughts^ 
And  let  me  teach  thee  a  new  leffon  now  : 
But  thcu  art  learned,  Theedore,   and  foon 
Wilt  End  the  reafons  of  it. 

Theod.  Do  you  pleafe 
To  fpeak  it,  Sir,  and  I  will  ftrife  to  frame ; 
Myfelf  to  follow. 

Earth.  Where  are  all  the  poor  ? 
Jafper,   go  call  them  in.     Now,  pr'ythee  learn, 
(For  this  late  accident  may  truly  teach 
A  man  what  value  He  mould  fet  on  wealth;) 
Fire  may  confume  my  houies  ;  thieves  may  ileal 
My  plate  and  jewels  ;  all  my  merchandize 
Is  at  the  mercy  of  the  winds  and  leas  ; 
And  nothing  can  be  truly  term'd  mine  own, 
Bat  what  I  make  mine  own  by  ufing  well. 
Thofe  deeds  of  charity  which  we  have  done,  • 
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Shall  ftay  for  ever  with  us ;  and  that  wealth 
Which  we  have  fo  beitow'd,  we  only  keep  j 
The  other  is  not  ours. 

Theod.  Sir,  you  have  taught  me 
Not  to  give  any  thing  at  all  away. 

Earth.  When  I  was  blind,  my  fon,  and  did  mifcall 
My  fordid  vice  of  avarice  true  thrift : 
But  now  forget  that  lelfon  :  I  pr'ythee  do  ; 
That  cozening  vice,  although  it  feem  to  keep 
Our  wealth,  debars  us  from  pofTerTing  it ; 
And  makes  us  more  than  poor. 

Theod.  How,  far  beyond 
All  hope,  my  happy  project  works  upon  him  ! 

Enter  Neighbours. 

Earth.  Y'are  welcome,  neighbours,  welcome  heartily  ! 
I  thank  you  all ;  and  will  hereafter  iludy 
To  recompenfe  your  undeferved  love. 
My  houfe  mall  ftand  more  open  to  the  poor, 
More  hofpitable,  and  my  wealth  more  free 
To  feed  and  cloathe  the  naked  hungry  fouls. 
I  will  redeem  the  ill  that  I  have  done, 
(If  heaven  be  pleas'd  to  fpare  me  life  a  while) 
With  true  unfeigned  deeds  of  charity. 

i  Neigh.  We  thank  your  Worfhip. 

2  Neigh.  We  know  full  well 
Your  Worihip,  has  a  good  heart  toward  us. 

Earth.   Alas,  you  do  not  know  it ;  but  have  had 
Too  fad  a  caufe,  to  know  the  contrary  : 
Pray,  do  not  thank  me,   till  you  Ert  ly  find 
How  much  my  heart  is  chang'd,  from  what  it  was  j 
Till  you,  by  real  and  fubiluntial  deeds, 
Shall  fee  my  penrence,  and  be  fully  taught    ,«» 
How  to  forget,  or  pardon  all  the  errors 
Of  that,  my  former,  miferable  life. 
Jafper,  go  in  with  them  $  mew  them  the  way 
Into  my  houfe. 

Jaf.  I  think  ;  I  had  need  to  fhew  'em  ; 
Mo  poor  folks  heretofore  have  us'd  tins  way. 

Earth.  And  I'll  come  to  you,  Neighbours,  prefently; 

i  Neigh.  Long  may  you  live. 

2  Ntigb. 
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2  Neigh.  All  happinefs  betide  you. 

3  Neigh.  And  a  reward  four-fold  in  th'  other  world. 
Earth.  How  doll  thou  like  thismufick,  Theodore ! 

I  mean,  the  hearty  prayers  of  the  poor ; 
Whofecurfes  pierce  more  than  two-edged  fwords. 
What  comfort  like  to  this,  can  riches  give ! 
What  joy  can  be  fo  great,  as  to  be  able 
To  feed  the  hungry,  cloathe  the  naked  man  ? 

Theod.  Now,  Sir,  you  think  aright ;  for  to  beftow 
Is  greater  pleafure  far  than  to  receive. 

Earth.  No  vice,  fo  much  as  avarice,  deprives 
Our  life  of  fweeteft  comforts ;  and  debars 
So  much  the  fair  fociety  of  men. 
I  taught  thee  once  far  other  wife  ;  but  now 
Study  this  laft  and  better  leflbn,  fon. 

Theod.  With  more  delight  than  e'er  I  did  the  former  ; 
You  never  yet  knew  fcholar  covetous. 

Earth.  And  now  I  think  on' t,  Theodore,  I  have 
A  niece,  the  daughter  of  my  only  filler ; 
Her  mother  died  a  widow,  two  years  fmce. 
How  fhe  has  left  her  orphan  daughter  there, 
I  do  not  know  ;  if  fhe  have  left  her  ill, 
I'll  be  a  father  to  her.     Prithee,  go 
Enquire  her  out,  and  bring  her  to  my  houfe ;  ■- 
How  well  foe'er  the  world  may  go  with  her. 
Bounty's  a  fpice  of  virtue :  whofo  can, 
And  won't  relieve  the  poor,  he  is  no  man. 
Theod.  Where  lives  fhe,  Sir  ? 
Earth.  'Tis  not  a  mile  from  hence, 
In  the  next  village.     Thou  ne'er  faw'fl  her  yet ;  * 
But  fame  has  fpoke  her  for  a  virtuous  maid. 
Young  Scudmore,  while  he  liv'd,   and  was  poffeft 
Of  his  eftate.   thought  to  have  marry 'd  her; 
Whpfe  death  (they  fay)  fhe  takes  moll  heavily, 
And  with  a  wondrous  conilant  forrow  mourns. 

Theod.  Sure  'tis  the  fame  fair  maid.  \_jjide. 

Earth.  Her  name's  Matilda. 

Theod,  The  very  fame  !  I  can  inquire  her  out;  [Jj7de. 
And,  if  you  pleafe,  will  prcfently  about  it. 

Earth.  Do ;  while  I  my  Neighbours  vifit :  he  doth  live 
Mighty,  that  hath  the  power  and  will  to  give, 
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Tbecd.  This  is  the  fame  fair  nightingale,   that  tun'd 
Her  fweet  fad  accents  lately  to  the  woods, 
And  did  fo  far  enthral  my  heart  :  but  that 
Fond  love  is  vanifn'd.     Like  a  kinfman  now 
Vll  comfort  her,  and  love  her  virtuous  foul. 
Oh,  what  a  bkifed  change  this  day  has  wrought 
In  my  old  father's  heart !  You  powers  that  gave 
Thole  thoughts,  continue  them  !  This  day  will  I 
Still  celebrate  as  my  nativity.  [Exit. 

Lady  Covet,    Ft  uitfuL 

Lady  Con?.  But  is  that  lawful,  to  convey  away 
-All  my  efiate,  before  I  marry  him  ? 

Fruit.  'Tis  more  than  lawful,  Madam ;  I  mull  tell  you 
'Tis  neceiTary  :  and  your  Ladyfhip 
Is  bound  in  confcience  fo  to  do ;  for  elfe 
'Twill  be  no  longer  yours :  but  all  is  his 
When  he  has  marry'd  you.     You  cannot  then 
Difpofe  of  any  thing  to  pious  ufes ; 
You  cannot  fhew  your  charity  at  ail ; 
But  mull:  be  governed  by  Sir  Argent  Scrape  : 
.And  can  you  tell  how  he'll  difpofe  of  it  ? 

Lady  Con?.  'Tis  true,  perchance  he'll  take  my  money  all> 
And  purchafe  for  himfelf,  to  give  away 
To  his  own  name ;  and  put  me  while  I  live 
To  a  poor  flipend. 

Fruit.  There  you  think    aright. 
You  can  relieve  no  friends,  you  can  bequeath 
Nothing  at  all,  if  he  furvive  you,  Madam  ; 
As 'tis  his  hope  he  fhall. 

Lady  Con?.  That  hope  may  fail  him. 
I  am  not  yet  fo  weak,  but  I  may  hop 
Over  his  grave. 

Fruit.    That  is  not  in  our  knowledge. 
But  if  you  do  frrvive  him,  as  I  hope, 
Madam,  you  will ;  there  is  no  law  at  all 
Can  bar  you  of  your  thirds  in  all  his  land, 
hx;A  you  be/ides  are  miftrefi  of  your  own. 
And  all  the  charit-ble  deeds  which  you 
A:ter  your  death  fir. II  do,  as  building  (chcols* 
.  .11  go  in  your  own  name : 

Which 
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Which  otherwife,  Sir  Argent  Scrape  would  have ; 
And  with  your  riches  build  himfelf  a  fame. 

Lady  Cov.   I  grant  'tis  true :  but  will  it  not  feem  flrange 
That  i  fhould  ierve  him  fo  ? 

Fruit.  Strange,  Madam  !  no  ; 
Nothing  is  now  more  ulual ;  all  your  widows 
Of  Aldermen,  that  marry  Lords,  of  late, 
Make  over  their  eilates ;  and,  by  that  means, 
Retain  a  power  to  curb  their  lordly  hufbands. 
When  they,  to  raile  the  ruins  of  their  houfes, 
Do  marry  fo,  inrlead  of  purchafing 
What  was  expecled,  they  do  more  engage 
Their  land  in  thirds  for  l hem. 

Lady  Con).  Well,  I  mull  truft 
The  feoffees  then  :  but  they  are  honefl  men. 

Fruit,  You  need  not  fear  them  ;  they  are  zealous-  men  ; 
Honeii  in  all  their  dealings ;  and  well  known 
In  London,  Madam.     Will  you  feal  it  now  ? 

Enter  Trufy, 

Lady  Cov.  Yes,  have  you  it  ? 

Fruit.  'Tishere  :  here's  Mr.  Trufty  too, 
Your  iieward,  Madam ;  he  and  I  iliaU  be 
Enow  for  witnefTes. 

Lady  Cov.  'Tis  true,  give  me 
The  feal.     So  now  difpoie  of  it  as  I 
Intended,  Mr.  Fruitful.  \Sea!s  and  delivers- 

Fruit.  I  will,  Madam. 

Lady  Gov.  Truify,  come  you  along  with  me.   [Exeunt- 

Manet   Fruitful. 

Fruit.  Nov/  all  our  ends  are  wrought ;  this  is  the  thing 
Which  I  fo  long  have  laboured  to  effect. 
Old  covetous  Lady,  I  will  purge  your  mind 
Of  all  this  wealth,  uat  lay  lo  heavy  there  ! 
And,  by  evacuation,  make  a  cure 
Of  that  your  golden  dropiy,  whole  ftrange  thirfl 
Could  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  with  taking  in. 
You  cnce  hadweilth — But  fbft,  let  meconider! 
If  ihe  mould  marry  ojd  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
We  could  not  keep  it ;  for  his  monev  then. 

Wo.  Id 
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Would  make  a  fuit  againft  us,  and  perchance 

Recover  her's  again :   Which  to  prevent, 

I  -will  go  fpoil  the  marriage  prefently. 

The  light  of  this  will  foon  forbid  the  banes, 

And  flop  his  love.     Then  fhe  wants  meajas  to  fue  us. 

Be  fure  to  keep  thine  adverfary  poor, 

If  thou  woukfit  thrive  in  fuits.     The  way  to  'fcape 

Revenge  for  one  wrong,  is  to  do  another : 

The  fecond  injury  fecures  the  former. 

I'll  prefently  to  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 

And  tell  him  this ;  he's  meditating  now 

What  ftrange  additions  to  his  large  revenue 

Are  coming  at  one  happy  clap;  what  heaps 

Of  wealth,  to-morrow,  he  fhall  be  poffefs'd  of: 

What  purchafes  to  make ;  how  to  difpofe 

Of  her  and  her's.     But  foft,  the  cards  muft  turn : 

The  man  muft  be  deceived ;  and  fhe,  much  more : 

To  cozen  the  deceitful  is  no  fraud.  [Exit'* 

Enter  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 

Sir  Jrg.  Methinks  a  youthful  vigour  doth  poffefs 
My.  late  itiff  limbs ;  and  like  a  fnake,  I  feel 
A  fecond  ipring  fucceed  my.  age  of  winter. 
Oh  gold  !  how  cordial,  how  reflorative 
Art  thou  ?  What  though  thou  can'ft  not  give  me  legs., 
Nor  aclive  hands  ?  Alas,  I  need  them  not ; 
PorTeft  of  thee,  I  can  command  the  legs, 
The  hands,  the  tongues,  the  brains  of  other  men,  . 
To  move  for  me.     What  need  he  hands  or  brains 
That  may  command  the  lawyer's  fubtilty, 
The  foldier's  valour,  the  beft  poet's  wit, 
Or  any  writer's  fkill  ?  Oh  gold !  to  thee 
The  iciences  are  fervants,  the  beft  trades 
Are  but  thy  Haves ;  indeed,  thy  creatures  rather : 
For  thee  they  were  invented,  and  by  thee 
Are  ftill  maintained.     'Tis  thou  alone  that  art  * 
The  nerves  of  War ;  the  cement  of  the  ftate ; 
And  guide  of  human  Actions.     'Tis  for  thee 
Old  Argent  lives.     Oh,  what  a  golden  ihower 
Will  rain  on  me  to-morrow !  Let  me  fee, 
Her  perfonal  eftate  alone  will  buy 

Upon 
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Upon  good  rates  a  thoufand  pound  a  year. 
Where  mult  that  lie  ?  Not  in  our  country  here, 
Not  all  together ;  no,  then  my  revenue 
Will  have  too  great  a  notice  taken  of  it ; 
I  mall  be  rais'd  in  fubfidies,  and  fefs'd 
More  to  the  poor:  No,  no,  that  muft  not  be. 
I'll  purchafe  all  in  parcels,  far  from  home, 
And  clofely  as  I  can  ;  a  piece  in  Cornwall ; 
In  Hampfhire  fome  ;  fome  in  Northumberland, 
ril  have  rmy  faclors  forth  in  all  thofe  parts, 
To  know  what  prodigals  there  be  abroad, 
What  pennyworths  may  be  had :  fo  it  mall  be, 

Enter  Fruitful. 

Sir  Arg.  Ha  !  Mr.  Fruitful !  welcome,  how  go  fquares  ? 
What  do  you  think  of  me  to  make  a  bridegroom  ? 
Do  I  look  young  enough  ? 

Fruit.  Sir,-  I  am  come 
To  tell  you  news,  fuch  news  as  will,  perhaps, 
A  little  trouble  you ;  but  if   your  Worfhip 
Should  not  have  known  it,  'twould  have  vex'd  you  mere. 

Sir  Arg.  Vex'd  me !  What's  that  can  vex  me  now  ? 
fpeak  man, 

Fruit.  I  thought  that  I  was  bound  in  conference,  Sir, 
To  tell  it  you  ;  'tis  confeience,  and  the  love 
I  bear  to  truth,  makes  me  reveal  it  now. 

Sir  Arg.  What  is  the  buiinefs  ?  fpeak. 

Fruit.   Do  not  fuppofe 
That  I  am  treacherous  to  my  Lady  Covet, 
To  whom  I  do  belong,  in  uttering  this. 
In  fuch  a  cafe,   I  ferve  not  her,  but  Truths 
And  hate  dimoneft,  dealing. 

Sir  Arg.  Corne,  to  th'  purpofe. 

Fruit.  Then  thus  it  is :  My  Lady  Covet,  Sir, 
Meerly  to  cozen  you,  has  pari  away 
Her  whole  eflate ;  you  mall  not  get  a  penny 
By  marrying  her. 

Sir  Arg.  How  man  ?  is't  poflible  ? 

Fruit.  'Tis  very  certain,  Sir ;  I,  for  a  need, 
Could  mew  you  the  conveyance  -,  for  my  hand 
Is  as  a  witnefs  there ;  fo  is  her  lie  ward's. 

Sir  Arr« 
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Sir  Arg.  Oh  horrible  deceit ! 

Fruit.  Afk  her,   her  felf ; 
If  fhe  deny  it,  I  can  juflify  it ; 
So  can  her  fteward  too. 

Sir  Arg.  You  make  me  mad. 

Fruit.  I  keep  you  from  being  fo,  by  a  mature 
Prevention  of  your  cozening. 

Sir  Arg.  O  what  hopes 
Am  I  falTn  from  ?  Who  would  believe  thefe  falfe 
Deceitful  creatures  ? 

Fruit.  Sir,  I  could  but  wonder 
That  ihe  would  cheat  fo  honeft  a  gentleman, 
That  came  a  fuitor  to  her  for  pure  love. 

Sir  Arg.  Love!   Mifchief  of  love ! 

Fruit.  Alas,  I  know 
It  was  not  her  eftate  that  you  fought  after, 
Your  love  was  honefter ;  and  then  that  Ihe 
Should  cozen  you ! 

Sir  Arg.  She  fhall  not  cozen  me  : 
I'll  have  my  horfe-litter  made  ready  ftraight,  . 
And  leave  her  houfe. 

Fruit.  But  when  you  fee  her,  Sir,  .    . 
It  may  be,  your  afFettion  will  return. 
If  you  mould  leave  her  only  upon  this, 
The  world  would  think  that  you  were  covetous  j  • 
And  covetoufnefs  is  fuch  a  fin,  you  know. 

Sir  Arg.  You  do  not  mock  me,  do  you  ? 

Fruit.  Who  I,  Sir? 
I  know  your  Worfhip  does  abhor  the  fin 
Of  covetoufnefs ;  but  I  confefs  indeed 
'Twould  vex  a  man  to  have  been  cozen'd  (o. 

Sir  Arg.  Have  I  liv'd  all  this  while  to  be  o'er-reach'd 
And  cheated  by  a  woman  ?  I'll  forfake  her 
Immediately. 

Fruit.  Sir,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
When  men  can  love  with  fuch  difcretion, 
As  to  forfake,  when  they  (hail  fee  juit  caufe. 
Some  are  fo  fond  in  their  affections , 
That  though  provok'd  by  all  the  injuries 
That  can  be  ofFer'd,  they  can  never  leave 
The  miftrefs  of  their  hearts. 

Sir  Arg~ 
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Sir  Arg.  I  warrant  her, 
For  any  fuch  affe&ion  in  old  Argent. 

fruit.  I  do  believe  it,  Sir ;  you  are  too  wife. 

Enter  Lady  Covet* 

Lady  Cov.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Arg.  E'en  as  I  may : 
You  do  not  mean  I  ihall  be  e'er  the  better 
For  you. 

Lady  Cov.  How's  this?  I  do  not  underftand 
What  you  mould  mean. 

Sir  Arg.  You  may,  if  you  confider : 
But  if  you  do  not,  I'll  explain  it  to  you. 
Have  I  deferv'd  fuch  dealing  at  your  hands? 

Lady  Cov.  As  what  ? 

Sir  Arg.  As  that  you  mould  fpeak  one  thing  to  me, 
And  mean  another.    But  I'll  make  it  plainer; 
You  feem'd  to  love  me,  and  for  love  it  feems, 
Thinking  to  marry  me,  have  made  away- 
All  your  eftate. 

Lady  Cov,  How's  this? 

hir  Arg,  Nay,  'tis  too  true, 
Or  elfe  your  chaplain  does  you  wrong. 

Lady  Cov.  Oh  villain  ! 

Sir  Arg.  Nay,  villain  him  no  villains ;  is  it  fo, 
Or  not? 

Fruit.  If  fhe  deny  it  to  you,  Sir, 
lean  prod  use  her  hand,  and.  have  the  deed. 

Lady  Cov.  Oh  rnonftrous  villany  !  Oh  impudence  !* 
Can'ft  thou  abufe  me  thus,  that  nrft  of  all 
Did'il  counfel  me  to  do  it? 

Fruit.  I  confefs 
I  gave  you  way,  and  for  the  time  did  wink 
At  your  falfe  dealing  ;  but  at  lait.  my  confeience 
Would  not  permit  me  to  conceal  it  longer. 
I  hav£  difcharg'd  it  now,  and  told  the  truth. 

Sir  Arg.  'Twas  well  done  of  you,  Sir;  well,  I'll  away. 
Madam,  feek  out  fome  other  man  to  cheat, 
For  me  you  (hall  not. 

Lady  Cov.  Stay,  Sir,  my  eftate 
Shall  llill  be  good  ,  the  feoffees  will  be  hone& 

fruit. 
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Fruit.  Ay,  that  they  will,-  to  keep  what, is  their  own. 
Lady  Gov.  Oh  monftrous  wickedneis !  was  e'er  the  like- 
Heard  of  before  ? 

Fruit.  I  know  the  feoffees  minds. 

Enter  Freeman 9   Euphues,    Barnet,  Dotterel; 
Lady  Whimfey. 

Free.  How  fareyou,  Madam  ?  Wherefore  look  you  fadly; 
At  fuch  a  joyful  time  ? 

Lady  Cov.  Oh  Mr.  Freeman^ 
I  am  undone,  and  ruin'd. 

Fruit.  No,  good  Madam, 
We'll  fee  you  fhall  not  want. 

Free.  How's  this  ? 

Fruit.  You  fhall  have  a  fair  competence  allowed  you* 

Euph.  What  riddle  have  we  here  ? 

Lady  Cc<u.  Out,  thou  ungracious  diflembling  villain ll 

Fruit.  An  indifferent  means 
Will  keep  your  Ladyfhip ;  for  you  are  paft 
Thofe  vanities  which  younger  ladies  ufe ; 
You  need  no  gaudy  clothes,  no  change  of  faihions, 
<No  paintings  nor  perfumes. 

Euph.  I  would  fain  know  the  bottom  of  this. 

Lady  Whim.  Servant,   can  you  difcover 
What  this  mould  mean  ? 

Dot.   No,  Miftrefs,  Iproteft,withall  the  wit  I  have. 

Fruit.    And  for  your  houfe, 
You  fhall  have  leave  to  flay  here,  tilLwe  have 
Provided  for  you. 

Lady  Co<v.   Oh,  my  heart  will  break!. 

Euph.  Here  is  the  fineft  turn  that  e'er  I  Taw. 

Sir  Arg.  I  will  refolve  you,   Gentlemen  %   this  Lady. 
To  cozen  me  in  marriage,  had,  it  feems, 
Pail  her  eftate.  away ;    into  what  hands 
'Tis  fallen,  I  know  not;    nor. I  care  not,  I. 

Fruit.   'Tis  fallen  into  the  hands  of  wife  men,    Sir, . 
That  know  how  to  make  ufe  of  what  is  theirs. 

Lady  Cou.  This  hypocrite  perfuaded  me  to  do't, 
And  then  difcover'd  all,   as  if  on  purpofe 
He  fought  my  ruin. 

Fruit.   No,  not  l,  good  Madam ; 

'Twas 
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*TSyas  for  your  foul's  health ;.  I  have  done  you  good,, 

And  eas'd  you  of  a  burden,  and  a  great  one. 

So  much  eflate  would  have  been  Hill  a  caufe 

Of  cares  unto  you ;  and  thofe  cares  have  hinder'd 

Your  quiet  paffage  to  a  better  life. 

Euph.  Excellent  devil !  how  I  love  him  now  ? 
Never  did  knavery  play  a  j  after  part. 

Fruit..  And  why  mould  you,  at  fuch  an  age  as  truYj. 
Dream  of  a  marriage  ?    A  thing  fo  far 
Uniit,  nay  moil  unnatural,  and  prophane ; 
To  ilain  that  holy  ordinance,   and  make  it 
But  a  mere  bargain?  For  two  clods  of  earth 
Might  have  been  join'd  as  well  in  matrimony. 
'Tis  for  your  foul's  health,   Madam,  I  do  this. 

Euph.   How  much  was  I  miflaken  in  this  chaplain  J? 
I  fee  h'has  brains. 

Free,  Though 't  be  difhonefly 
In  him,  yetjuilly  was  it plac'd  on  her! 
And  I  could  even  applaud  it. 

Lady  Whim.  I  proteit,  I  love  this  chaplain; 

Dot.  So  do  I,  fweet  miflrefs,  or  I  am  an  errant  fool. 

Lady  Cov.  But  yet  I  hope, 
The  feoffees  may  prove  honefl;  I'll  try  them. 
Fruit.  I'll  go  and  bring  them  to  your  Ladyfhip.  [Ex.  Fruit* 

Sir  Arg.  I'll  flay  no  longer;  make  my  litter  ready. 
Lady,  farq w el ;  and  to  you  all ! 

Free.  Nay,  Sir, 
Then  let  me  interpofe;  let. me  intreat  you 
By  all  the  rites  of  neighbourhood,  Sir  Argent, 
Make,  not  fo  fudden  a  departure  now  : 
What  though  the  bufinefs  have  gone  fo  crofs, 
You  may  part  fairly  yet.     Stay  till  to-morrow : 
Let  not  the  country  take  too  great  a  notice 
Of  thefe  proceedings  and  flrange  breach  ;  'twill  be 
Nothing  but  a  difhonour  to  you  both. 
Pray  Sir,   confent ;  give  me  your  hand,  Sir  Argent. 

Sir  Arg.  At  your  intreaty,  Sir,  I'll  flay   till  morning.. . 

Free,  Before  that  time  you  may  confider  better.  [Exeunt. 

A&us 


n6  The  Old  Couple. 

Adas    quintus. 

Matilda,  Theodore. 

MatiL  Y'LL  not  refufe  my  uncle's  courtefy, 

jL  But  go  and  fee  his  houfe  :  I  mould  before 
Have  done  that  duty  to  him,  but  I. thought 
My  vifits  were  not  welcome  ;  fmce  he  liv'd 
So  clofe  and  privately. 

Tbeod.  Sweet  coufm,  you'll  find 
A  happy  alteration  in  my  father  ; 
And  that  there  dwells  a  kind  and  honeft  foul 
Within  his  breaft.    Though  wretched  avarice, 
The  ufual  fault  of  age,  has  heretofore 
Too  much  kept  back  the  good  expreflions 
Of  fuch-like  thoughts,  he  now  will  make  amends 
To  all  the  world  ;  and  has  begun  already 
With  his  poor  neighbours. 

MatiL  Coufm,  I  mall  be 
Too  bad  a  gueft,  at  this  fad  time  ;  and  bring 
Nothing  but  forrow  to  my  uncle's  houfe. 

Theod.  You'll  be  yourfelf  a  welcome  gueft  to  him  ; 
And  I  ihall  think  our  roof  exceeding  happy, 
If  it  may  mitigate  that  killing  grief 
Which  your  fo  folitary  life   too  much 
Has  nourifh'd  in  you.     Coufm,   feed  it  not ; 
'Tis  a  difeafe  that  will,  in  time,  confume  you. . 
I  have  already  given  the  belt  advice 
That  my  poor  knowledge  will  afford,  to  eafe. 
Your  troubled  thoughts :  If  time,  which  heaven  allows 
To  cure  all  grief,  mould  not  have  power  to  do  it ; 
If  death  of  father,   mother,  hufband,  wife, 
Should  be  lamented  ftill,  the  world  would  wear 
Nothing  but  black.     Sorrow  alone  would  reign 
In  every  family  that  lives ;  and  bring 
Upon  poor  mortals  a  perpetual  night. 
You  muft  forget  it,  couiin. 

MatiL 
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Matil.  Never  can  I  forget  my  love  to  him. 

Theod.  Nor  do  I  ftrive 
To  teach  you  to  forget  that  love  you  bear 
To  his  dear  memory  ;  but  that  grief  which  lies 
Wrapt  in  amongfi  it,  and  turns  all  to  poifon, 
Making  it  mortal  to  that  foul  that  taftes  it. 
'Tis  that,  fweet  coufm,  which  I  hope  that  time 
May,  by  degrees,   extingurfh.     Will  you  pleafe 
To  walk  along  ?  My  father,  long  e'er  this, 
Expedls  us,  1  am  fure,  and  longs  to  fee  you.      \Exeuni\ 

Eugeny  in  the  Officers  hands. 

Euge.  I  blame  you  not  at  all,  that  by  the  law 
And  virtue  of  your  places,  are  required 
To  apprehend  me. 

Ojji.  We  are  forry,  Sir,  we  were  inforc'd  to  feize  you. 

Euge.  But  I  wonder 
What  curious  eye  it  was  that  fearch'd  fo  far 
Into  my  fecret  walks,  that  did  difcover 
This  dark  abode  of  mine,  and  envy'd  me 
My  folitary  forrow  ;  fuch  a  life 
As  I  enjoy'd,  a  man  might  well  afford 
To  his  moft  great  and  mortal  enemy. 

Ojfi.  'Twas  a  plain  fellow,  Sir,  that  brought  us  hither, 
In  the  King's  name,  and  left  us  when  we  had  you. 
But.  Sir,  we  wim  you  all  the  good  we  may. 

Euge.  I  thank  you,  friends,  1  cannot  tell  at  all 
Whom  to  fufpect ;  nor  will  I  further  vex 
My  thoughts,  in  fearch  of  fuch  a  needlefs  thing. 
I  call  to  mind  what  once  my  Theodore 
Told  me  by  way  of  a  furmife  ;  but  fare 
}t  cannot  be  fo  foul.     Shall  I  intreat  you, 
To  carry  me  to  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
My  kiniman  ?  I  would  only  fpeak  with  him 
Before  I  go  to  prifon  :  And  let  one, 
If  you  can  fpare  a  man,  go  run  for  me 
To  Mr.  Earthworm's  houie,  and  bid  his  fon 
Meet  me  with  old  Sir  Argent ;  he  lies  now 
At  my  Lady  Covet's  houfe  :  I  have  about  me, 
What  will  reward  your  pains  ;  and  highly  too. 

Offi.  It  fluli  be  done,  as  you  would  have  it,  Sir. 

1  Euge, 
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Euge.  I  dare  not  fend  to  fair  Artemia  : 
The  fight  of  her,  and  of  fo  dear  a  forrovv 
As  (he  would  mew,  would  but  afflitt  me  more. 
Perchance  I  may  come  fafely  off;    till  then 
I  would  conceal  this  accident  from  her  : 
But  fame  is  fwifteft  ftill,  when  fhe  goes  laden 
With  news  of  mifchief.     She  too  foon  will  hear ; 
And  in  her  forrow  I  fnall  doubly  fuffer. 
Thus  are  we  fortune's  paftimes ;  one  day  live 
Advanc'd  to  heaven  by  the  people's  breath  ; 
The  next,  hurl'd  down  into  th'  abyfs  of  death. 

Enter  Euphues,  Artemia, 

Euph.  But  are  you  fure  'tis  hereabouts  he  lives  ? 
Ha  !  who  is  that  ?  'Tis  he,  and  in  the  hands 
Of  officers !  Coufin,  the  mifchief 's  done 
Before  we  come. 

Arte.  O  my  dear  Eugeny  ! 

Euge.  Artemia  too  I  Ay  me  !  fhe  fwoons  :  Help,  help  ! 
Look  up,  my  love  !  There  is  no  fear  at  all 
For  me  ;  no  danger  ;  all  is  fafe,  and  full 
Of  hope  and  comfort. 

Euph.  She  begins  to  come  unto  herfelf  again. 

Euge.  But  pray,  Sir,   tell, 
How  came  you  hither,  noble  Euphues  ? 

Euph.  I  never  knew  the  place  ;  but  now,  by  hei: 
Inftru&ions,  found  it  out  :  I  came  to  bear 
Her  company  ;  and  her  intent  of  coming 
Was  to  inform  yoa  of  a  danger  near ; 
Of  fuch  a  monflrous  mifchief,   as  perchance 
You  fcarce  can  credit.     Old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
By  me,   and  by  another  gentleman, 
Was  over-heard  to  fay,  That  he  h  d  fcouts, 
And  had  laid  certain  plots  to  apprehend 
His  kinfman  Eugeny,  juft  before   th'  aiLzes-; 
Befides  what  further  means  he  did  intend, 
Clofely  to  work  your  death,  he  then  declar'd, 
To  the  old  covetous  lady,  whom  he  came 
A  fuitor  to. 

Euge.  Prophetick  Theodore,  how  right  thou  wert ! 

Euph. 
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Muph.  This  thing,  when  I  had  heard, 
I  told  it  her  ;  and  we  with  fpeed  made  hither  ; 
But  e'er  we  came,  the  mifchief  was  fulfuTd. 

Euge.  I  thank  you,  Sir,   for  this  difeovery  : 
.Howe'er  I  fpeed,  pray  pardon  me,  if  I 
Shall,  by  the  hand  of  juflice,  die  your  debtor. 
.How  foon  from  virtue,   and  an  honoured  fpirit, 
Man  may  receive  what  he  can  never  merit ! 
.Be  not  thou  cruel,  my  Arternia  ; 
Do  not  torment  me  with  thy  grief,  and  make 
.Me  die  before  my  time  ;  let  hope  a  v/hile 
Sufpend  thy  forrow  ;  if  the  worit  mould  fall, 
Thy  forrow  would  but  more  enfeeble  me  ; 
And   make  me  fuffer,  faintly,   for  thy  fake. 

Jlrte.  If  worft  mould  fall,  my  love  (which  heaven  fore- 
fend) 
How  could  I  chufe  but  fuffer  ? 

Euph.  I  will  hope 
Your  fafety  yet  may  well  be  wrought ;  and  knowing 
Sir  Argent's  mind,  you  know  what  ways  to  truft. 

Arte.  Good  coufin,  help  us  with  thy  counfel  now, 
If  thou  doll  love  my  life. 

Euph.  Fear  it  not,  coufm  ; 
If  I  may  aid  you,  Sir,  in  any  thing, 
You  mail  command  it. 

Euge.  Sir,  I  cannot  thank  you 
So  much  as  it  deferves ;  this  timely  favour, 
Jf  not  in  life,  yet  mail  at  leafl  in  death 
Endear  me  to  you. 

Arte.  Do  not  name  that  word,  my  deareft  love  f 

Euph.  You  mufl  be  fpeedy,  Sir,  in  all  your  courfes  now. 

Euge.  Then  let  me  beg 
That  you  would  meet  me  at  my  Lady  Covet's. 
I'll  ring  Sir  Argent  Scrape  fo  loud  "a  peal, 
As  ihall,  perchance,  awake  his  bed-rid  foul ; 
And  rouze  it,  though  fo  deeply  funk  in  drofs  ; 
Drown'd,  and  o'erwhelm'd  wLh  muck.  Go  you  together, 
And  leave  me  to  my  way. 

Arte.  Farewel,  dear  love  \  {Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Barnet,  Lady  Whimfey. 

Bar.  Madam,  'tis  fure  ;  I  know  your  ladyfhip 
Is  fo  poflefs'd. 

Lady  Whim.  I  think  he  loves  me  well, 
And  will  not  now  ftart  back  from  marrying  me. 

Bar.  That  is  the  happy  hour  he  only  longs  for. 
But  if  fo  flrange  a  thing  mould  come  to  pafs, 
(Which  yet  I  think  impofiible)  that  this 
Your  marriage  mould  break  off ;  I  will  give  back, 
Into  your  hand  this  bond,  which  I  received  ; 
And  'tis  worth  nothing,  Madam,  as  you  know 
Bv  the  condition. 

Lady  Whim.  True,   I  fear  it  not ; 
Buc  I  durft  truft  you,  if  'twere  otherwife. 

Bar.  He  waits  the  hour  when  you  will  pleafe  to  tie 
The  happy  knot  with  him. 

Lady  Whim.  He  fhall  no  longer 
Wait  for  it  now ;  I'll  go  confirm  him. 

Bar.  But  think  not,  gentle  Madam,  that  I  mark, 
Or  cheat  him  in  it ;  I  have  to  a  fum, 
Greater  than  this,  from  him,  as  good  a  title 
As  right  can  give  ;  though  my  unhappy  fortunes 
Made  me  forbear  the  trial  of  my  title, 
While  his  old  crafty  father  was  alive  : 
He  held  from  me  a  farm  of  greater  value, 
As  all  the  neighbours  know ;  I  then  forbore  it ; 
And  will  do  ftill,  fince  by  an  eafier  way 
I  may  have  fatisfaclion.     But  here  comes 
One  that  has  loil  a  marriage. 

Enter  Tn/JIy,  Lady  Covet. 

Lady  Cov.  Tell  me,  Trulty,  what  fay  the  feoffee^  J 

Triifiy.  They'll  lay  nothing,  Madam  ; 
Make  me  no  anfwer  ;  but,  that  they  know  how 
To  manage  their  own  fortunes. 

Lady  Co<v.   All  the  world 
Confpires  againil  me  ;  I  am  quite  undone. 

Trujiy.  I  promife  you  truly,  Madam,  I  believe 
They  mean  little  better  than  plain  knavery. 

Lady  Ccv.  Ay,  'tis  too  true. 

Lady 
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Lady  Whim.  How  does  your  ladyfhip  ? 
I  was  in  hope  to-day  we  mould  have  ken  you 
A  joyful  bride  ? 

Lady  Con).  Ah,  Madam,  'twas  my  folly 
To  dream  of  fuch  a  thing  ;  'tis  that  has  brought  me 
To  all  this  forrow,  and  undone  me  quite. 

Lady  Whim.  I  hope  not  fo.     But,  Madam,  I  confefs, 
The  marriage  could  have  done  you  little  good -, 
One  of  your  years,  and  then  a  man  fo  old. 

Lady  Con).  Oh,  do  not  mention  it;  I  am  juftlypunifh'd. 

Lady  Whim.  Pardon  me,  Madam,  I  muft  make  fo  bold 
As  leave  you  for  a  while.     Come,  Mr.  Barnet, 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  party  ? 

Bar.  I  wait  you,  Madam.  [Exeunt* 

Lady  Con).  My  forrow  will  not  leave  me.     But,  alas ! 
*Tis  a  defer ved  puniihment  I  fufFer, 
For  my  unjuft  oppreflions ;  I  detain'd 
Scudmore's  eflate  injurioufly,  and  had 
No  confeience  to  reilore  what  was  not  mine  : 
And  now  all's  ta'en  away  !  What  then  I  would  not, 
I  cannot  now  perform^  though  I  defire. 

,      Enter  Freeman^  Artemia. 

Tree.  Fear  not,  Artemia,  there  fhall  no  means 
Be  left  untry'd  to  fave  the  gentleman. 
I  did  approve  thy  choice  ;  and  Hill  will  do% 
If  fortune  will  confent.     My  Lady  Covet, 
Are  you  fad  ffil  ? 

Lady  Con).  Never  had  any  woman 
A  greater  caufe  of  forrow,  Mr.  Freeman  5 
For  I  proteft  it  does  not  trouble  me 
So  much,  that  by  this  cheat  I  lofe  the  power 
Of  my  eitate,  as  that  I  lofe  all  means 
Of  charity,  or  reflitution, 
To  any  perfon  whom  I  wrong' d  before. 

Free.  Why  then  you  make  a  true  and  perfect  ufe 
Of  fuch  a  crofs,  and  may  hereafter  take 
True  comfort  from  it. 

Lady  Con).  If  my  confeience 
Were  fatisfy'd,  I  could  forfake  the  reft. 

Vol.  VII.  F  Enttr 
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Enter  Euphues. 

Euph.  My  coufin,  I  perceive,  has>  made  more  halle 
Hither  than  I ;  but  I  have  feen  a  pageant 
That,  in  the  faddeft  time,  would  make  one  laugh. 

Free.  What,  pr'ythee  ? 

Euph.  I  have  feen  your  neighbour  Earthworm 
In  fuch  a  mood  as  you  would  wonder  at, 
And  all  that  ever  knew  him  heretofore. 
He  is  inveighing  'gainil  Sir  Argent  Scrape 
For  being  fo  baiely  covetous,  as  thus, 
For  hope  of  lucre,  to  betray  his  kinfman  ; 
A  thing  that  he  himfelf  would  fcorn  as  much, 
He  does  proteft,  as  can  be. 

Free.  I  have  known 
It  otherwife  ;  what  may  not  come  to  pafs, 
When  Earthworm  is  a  foe  to  avarice  ? 

Euph.  But  he,  they  fay,  has  made  it  good  in  deeds,. 

Free.  He  has  been  fo  exceeding  bountiful 
Now  to  our  poor,  and  vows  to  be  ib  ilill, 
That  we  may  well  believe  he  is  quite  chang'd  5 
Ar.d  ftrives  to  make  amends  for  what  is  parL 
Fie  has,  they  fay,  a  brave  and  virtuous  fon, 
Lately  opme  home,  that  has  been  caufe  of  all. 

Euph.  It  well  may  be  ;  I  know  young  Theodore, 
Uncle,  he  is  of  flrange  abilities  ; 
And  to  convert  his  father  was  an  act 
Worthy  of  him. 

Enter  Servant,  and  Sir  Argent  in  his  chair. 

Serv.  Madam,  Sir  Argent  Scrape  would  take  his  leave 
of  you. 

Lady  Cov.  When  it  pleafe  him. 

Sir  Arg.  Get  me  my  litter 
Heady  prcfently  ;   I  will  be  gone,  Madam, 
I  now  am  come  to  give  you  loving  thanks 
For  my  good  c:  ear  ;  and  fo  bid  you  farewel : 
Bat  let  me  tell  you  this  before  we  part, 
Things  might  have  been  carried  another  way 
For  your  own  good.  ;  but  you  may  thank  your  felf 
For  what  has  happened  now. 

Lady 
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Lady  Co  v.  If  you  fuppofe 
It  had  been  for  my  good  to  marry  you, 
You  are  deceiv'd  ;  for  that,  in  my  efteem, 
(Though  once  I  was  fo  foolifh  to  give  way 
To  that  ridiculous  motion)  had  brought  with  it 
As  great  a  mifery,   as  that  which  now 
Is  falFn  upon  me. 

Sir  Arg.  How,  as  great  a  inifery  as  to  be  beggar'd  ? 

Lady  Cov.  Yes,  Sir,  I'll  allure  you, 
I  am  of  that  opinion  ;  and  Hill  {hall  be  : 
But  know,  Sir  Argent,  though  I  now  want  power 
To  give  you  that  which  you  hill  gap'd  for,  wealth  ; 
I  can  be  charitable,  and  bellow 
Somewhat  upon  you,  that  is  better  far. 

Sir  Arg.   Better  than  wealth  !  what's  that  ? 

Lady  Cghj.  Honeft  counfel : 
Let  my  calamity  admomfh  you 
To  make  a  better  ufe  of  your  large  wealth  ; 
While  you  may  call  it  yours  :  Things  may  be  chang'd  ; 
For  know,  that  hand  that  has  afflicted  me, 
Can  find  out  you  :  You  do  not  (land  above  it. 

Sir  Arg.  I  hope,  I  mall  know  how  to  keep  mine  own; 

Eupb.  I  do  begin  to  pity  the  poor  lady. 

Free.   This   has  wrought  goodnefs  in  her.     Who  arc 
■thefe  ? 

Enter  Earthworm  and  Theodore. 

My  neighbour  Earthworm  ?  Lord  !  how  he  is  changed  !• 

Earth.  'Twas  bafely  done,  and  like  a  covetous  wretch, 
Til  tell  him  to  his  face  :  What  care  I  for  him  ? 
I  have  a  purfe,  as"  well  as  he. 

Eupb.  How's  this  ? 

Earth.  Betray  a  kinfman's  life  to   purchafe  wealth ! 
Oh  deteftable! 

Eupb.  Oh  miraculous  change  [ 
Do  you  not  hear  him,   uncle  ? 

Earth.   Mr.  Freeman,  happily  met. 

Free.  Sir,   I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

Earth.  I  have  been  lorg  your  neighbour,  Sir  ',  but  liVd 
In  fuch  a  fafhion,  as  I  ilu#  endeavour 

F  2  To 
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To  make  amends  hereafter  for ;  and  ftrive 
To  recompence  with  better  neighbourhood. 

Free.  It  joys  me  much  to  fee  this  change  in  you. 

Earth,  Pardon  my  boldnefs,  Madam,  that  I  make 
This  intrufion. 

LadyCov.  Y'are  welcome,  Mr.  Earthworm. 

Euph.  Let  me  be  bold  then,  noble  Theodore, 
To  claim  our  old  acquaintance. 

tteod.  I  mall  think  it 
My  honour,  worthy  Sir,  to  hold  that  name. 

Earth.  Is  that  Sir  Argent  Scrape  in  the  chair  yonder  ? 

Free.  Yes,  Sir. 

Earth.  Oh,  fie  upon  him  !  But  foft, 
He  will  be  told  on't  now.  \Eugeny  hr ought  in. 

Sir  Arg.  Ha !  Eugeny  !  Why  have  they  brought  him 
hither  ? 

Euge.  I  am  come  : 
Methinks  thefe  looks  of  mine,  inhuman  wretch, 
Though  I  weje  filent,  mould  have  power  to  pierce 
That  treacherous  breaft,  and  wound  thy  confcience  ; 
Though  it  be  hard,  and  fenfelefs,  as  the  idol 
Which  thou  ador'ft,  thy  gold. 

Sir  Arg.  Is  this  to  me,  kinfman,  you  fpeak  ? 

Euge.  Kinfman  !    Do  not  wrong 
That  honeft  name,  with  thy  unhallowed  lips. 
To  find  a  name  for  thee,  and  thy  foul  guilt, 
Has  fo  far  pos'd  me,  as  I  cannot  make 
Choice  of  a  language  fit,  to  tell  thee  of  it : 
Treacherous,  bloody  man !  that  has  betray'd, 
And  fold  my  life,  to  thy  bafe  avarice. 

Sir  Arg.  Who,  I  betray  you  ? 

Euge.  Yes,  can  you  deny  it  ? 

Lady  Co-v.  I'll  witnefs  it  againft  him,  if  he  do. 
'Twas  his  intent,  I  know. 

Euph.  And  fo  do  I;  I  overheard  his  counfels.    ' 

Earth.  Out  upon  him,  unworthy  man  ! 

Euph.  I  could  e'en  laugh  to  hear  old  Earthworm  ch'de. 

Euge.  But  think  upon  the  deed  ; 
Think  on  your  own  decrepid  age ;  and  know, 
That  day,  by  nature's  pollibility, 
Cannot  be  far  fern  hence,  when  you  mufc  leave 

Thofe 
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Thofe  wealthy  hoards  that  you  fo  bafely  lov'd, 

And  carry  nothing  with  thee,  but  the  guilt 

Of  impious  getting  ;  then  if  you  would  give 

To  pious  ufes  what  you  cannot  keep, 

Think  what  a  wretched  charity  it  is ; 

And  know,  this  acl  fhall  leave  a  greater  ftain 

On  your  detefled  memory,  than  all 

Thole  feeming  deeds  of  charity  can  have 

A  power  to  walh  away  ;  when  men  mall  fay, 

In  the  next  age,  This  goodly  hofpital, 

This  houfe  of  alms,  this  fchool,  though  feeming  fair, 

Was  the  foul  ifTue  of  a  curfed  murder  ; 

And  took  foundation  in  a  kinfman's  blood. 

The  privilege  that  rich  men  have  in  evil, 

Is,  that  they  go  unpunihYd  to  the  devil. 

Sir  Arg.  Oh !   I  could  wifh  the  deed  undone  again  : 
Ah  me  !   What  means  are  left  to  help  it  now  ? 

Free.  Sure  the  old  man  begins  to  melt  indeed. 

Euge.  Now  let  me  turn  to  you,  my  truer  friend^ 
And  take  my  laft  farewel. 

Enter  Fruitful  and  Trujty. 

Euph.  My  noble  chaplain  ! 
What  pranks  comes  he  to  play  now  ?  I  had  thought 
His  bufinefs  had  been  done. 

Fruit,  Health  to  you,  Madam  ! 

Lady  CW.  How  can  you  wiih  me  health,  that  have  & 
Iabour'd 
To  ruin  me  in  all  things  ? 

Fruit.  No,  good  Madam  ; 
'Twas  not  your  ruin,  but  your  good  I  fought ; 
Nor  was  it  to  deprive  you  of  your  means, 
But  only  rectify  your  conference. 

Free.  How's  this  ? 

Eupb.  Another  fetch  !  this  may  be  worth  the  hearing. 

Fruit.  Madam,  you  conveyed  away, 
To  three  good  honefl  men,  your  whole  eflate. 

Lady  Cov.  They  have  not  prov'd  fo  honefl ;  I  had 
thought 
I  might  have  trufted  them. 

F  3  Fruit. 
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Fruit.  Then  give  me  hearing  : 
They  by  the  virtue  of  that  deed  poffefs'd, 
Have  back  again  convey'd  it  all  to  you. 

Lady  Cov.   Hai 

Fruit.  Madam,  'twas  done  before  good  witnefles, 
Of  which  your  fteward  here,  was  one. 

Truft.  Moll  true. 

Fruit.  And  all  the  other  are  well  known  to  you  \ 
Here  is  the  deed. 

Free.  Let  me  perufe  it,  Madam. 

Lady  Cov.  Good  Mr.  Freeman,  do. 

\Freeman  reads  it  to  himfelf. 

Euph.  What  plot  is  this  ? 

Fruit.  One  Manor  only  they  except  from  hence, 
"Which  they  fuppofe  you  did  unju ftly  hold 
From  their  true  heir  :   his  name  was  Scudmore,  Madam. 

Lady  Co<v.  1  do  confefs  I  did  unjuftly  hold  it ; 
And  fince  have  grieved  me  much,  that  while  I  might, 
I  in'.ide  not  reiiitution. 

Fruit.  He  was  poor, 
And  by  the  law  could  not  recover  it ; 
Therefore  this  means  was  taken :  By  this  deed 
Tiiey  have  convey'd  it  hither,  where  it  ought 
Of  right  to  be  :  Are  you  content  with  this  f 
And  ail  the  reft  of  your  eflate  is  yours.    : 

Lady  Co-v.  With  all  my  heart. 

Free,  Madam,  the  deed  is  good. 

Lady  Cov.  For  that  eftate,  which  juftly  is  pafs'd  ov«r  . 
To  Scudmore's  heir,  ]  am  fo  well  content, 
As  that,  before  thefe  gentlemen,  I  promife 
To  pay  him  back  all  the  arrearages 
Of  whatsoever  profits  I  have  made. 

Fruit.  I  thank  your  ladyfhip  :  Now  know  your  chaplain, 
That  wanted  orders.  [D  if  covers  himflf 

Lady  Cov.  Mr.  Scudmore  living  ! 

Euph.  My  friend,  how  could'ft  thou  keep  conceal'd  fo 
long  from  me  r 

Scud.  Excufe  it,  noble  Euphues. 

Arte.  Oh  happinefs !  beyond  what  could  be  hop'd  ! 
My  Eugeny  is  fafe,  and  all  his  griefs 
\At  quiet  now. 

$uge. 
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Euge.  Is  this  a  vifion, 
A  meer  fantaftick  ihew  ?  or  do  I  fee 
Scudmore  himfelf  alive  ?  then  let  me  beg 
Pardon  from  him. 

Scud.  Long  ago  'twas  granted  ; 
Thy  love  I  now  ihall  feek :  But  though  a  while, 
For  thefe  my  ends,  I  have  conceal' d  myfelf, 
I  ever  meant  to  fecure  thee  from  danger. 

Euge.  What  ftrange  unlooked-for  happinefs  this  day 
Has  brought  forth  with  it ! 

Scud.  To  tell  you  by  what  means 
I  was  moil  ftrangely  cur'd,  and  found  a  way 
How  tQ  conceal  my  life,  will  be  too  long 
Now  to  difcourfe  of  here  ;  I  will  anon 
Relate  at  large.  But  one  thing  much  has  griev'd  me, 
That  my  too  long  concealment  has  been  caufe 
Of  fo  much  forrow  to  my  conilant  love, 
The  fair  Matilda.     Sir,  me  is  your  niece, 
Let  me  intreat  my  pardon,  next  to  her, 
From  you. 

Earth.  You  have  it :  Go,  good  Theodore, 
And  bring  her  hither,  but  prepare  her  firft ; 
Too  fudden  apprehenfion  of  a  joy 
Is  fometimes  fatal. 

Theod.  I'll  about  it  gladly.  [Exit. 

Eupb.  Dear  coufin,  Eugeny,  if  I  yet  may  be 
Thought  worthy  of  that  name,  pardon  my  crime, 
And  my  whole  life,  how  fhort  foe'er  it  be, 
Shall  teftify  my  love  to  be  unfeigned. 

Euge.  I  do  forgive  you  freely.     Now  to  you, 
Grave  Sir,  in  whofe  rich  bounty  it  mull  lie, 
To  make  me  happy,  in  conferring  on  me 
So  bright  a  jewel  as  Artemia, 
'Tis  your  confent  I  beg. 

Free.  You  have  it  freely  ; 
Her  heart,  I  know,  ilie  gave  you  long  ago, 
And  here  I  give  her  hand. 

Euge.  A  richer  gift 
Than  any  Monarch  of  the  world  can  give : 
Blefs'd  happinefs !  Gently  my  joys  diftil, 
Left  you  do  break  the  vefTel,  you  mould  fill. 

F  4  Enter 


ii8  The  Old  Couple. 

Enter  Barnet,  Dotterel,  Lady  Whimfey. 

Euph.  tlere  comes  another  couple,  to  make  up 
The  day's  fefiivity.     Joy  to  you,  Madam  ! 

Lady  Whim.  Thanks,  noble  Euphues. 

Dot.  We  have  ty'd  the  knot, 
That  cannot  be  undone  :  this  gentleman  is  witnefs  of  it. 

Bar.  Yes,  I  few  it  Jmifli'd* 

Lady  Whim.  Mrs.  Artemia,  as  I  fuppofe, 
I  may  pronounce  as  much  to  you  ? 

Arte.  You  may,  as  much  as  I  mall  wifh  your  ladyihip. 

Enter  Theodore  and  Matilda. 

Scud.  Here  comes  the  deareil  objedl  of  my  foul, 
In  whom  too  much  I  fee  my  cruelty, 
And  chide  myfelf :  Oh  pardon  me,  dear  love, 
That  I  too  long  a  time  have  tyrannised 
Over  thy  conflant  forrow. 

Matii.  Deareft  Scudmore, 
But  that  my  worthy  couiin  has  prepar'd 
My  heart  for  this,  I  mould  not  have  believ'd 
My  flittering  eyes. 

Scud.  To  know  brave  Theodore, 
Next  to  enjoying  thee,  was  my  ambition  ; 
Which  now  affinity  hath  bleit,  me  with. 

Ettge.  His  friendfhip,  worthy  Scudmore,  is  a  treafure. 

Theod.  I  (hall  endeavour  to  defer ve  your  loves. 

Earth.  Come,  leave  your  compliments,  at  all  hands  now, 
And  hear  an  old  man  fpeak ;  I  mufl  intreat 
This  favour  from  all  this  noble  company, 
Efpecially  from  you,  good  Mr.  Freeman, 
Although  this  be  your  daughter's  wedding-day, 
That  you  would  all  be  pleas'd  to  be  my  guefts, 
And  keep  with  me  your  marriage-feftivals. 
Grant  my  requeft. 

Free,  'Tis  granted,  Sir,  from  me. 

Euge.  And  ib,  I  think,  from  all  the  company. 

Earth.  Then  let's  be  merry,  Earthworm's  jovial  sow ; 
And  that's  as  much  as  he  defires  from  You.    [To  the  Pit. 
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Adus  Primus. 


Enter  Lionel  and  Petrncio. 

^E3»£  O  W,  Sir,  let  me  bid  you  welcome  to 
your  country,  and  the  longing  expec- 
tation of  thofe   friends,    that   have 
almoft.  languihYd  for  the  fight  of  you, 
I   mull   flatter  him,  and  Broke  him 
too,  he  will  give  no  milk  elfe.  [d/itfe. 
Pet,  I  have  calculated,  by  all  the  rules    of  reaion  and 
art,  that  I  (hall  be  a  great  man  ;  for  what  fingular  quali- 
ty concurs  to  perfection  and  advancement,  that  is  defective 
ne  ?     Take  my  feature  and  proportion,  have  they  not 
a  kind  of  fweetneis  and  harmony,   to  attract  the  eyes  of 
beholders?  the  confirmation  of  which,  many  authen- 
tical  judgments  of  ladies  have  feal'd  and  fubfcrib'd  to. 
Lion,  How  do  you,  Sir,  are  you  not  well  ? 

Pet, 
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Pet.  Next,  my  behaviour  and  difcourfe,  according  to 
the  court-garb,  ceremonious  enough,  more  promifmg 
than  fubflantial,  able  to  keep  pace  with  the  befl  hunting 
wit  of  them  all ;  befides,  nature  has  blefs'd  me  with  bold- 
nefs  fufficient,  and  fortune  with  means ;  what  then  fhould 
hinder  me  ?  nothing  but  deiliny,  villanous  defliny,  that 
chains  virtue  to  darknefs  and  obfcurity..  Well,  I  will  in- 
sinuate my  felf  into  the  court,  and  prefence  of  the  Duke, 
and  if  he  have  not  the  grace  to  diilinguifh  of  worth,  his  ig- 
norance upon  him. 

Lion.  What,  in  a  mufe,  Sir  ? 

Pet.  Cannot  a  gentleman  ruminate  over  his  good  parts, 
but  you  mull  be  troubling  of  him  ? 

Lion.  Wife  men  and  fools  are  alike  ambitious ;  this 
travelling  motion  has  been  abroad  in  quell  of  ilrange  fa- 
fhions,  where  his  fpungy  brain  hasfuck'd  the  dregs  of  all  ths 
folly  he  could  poffibly  meet  with,  and  is  indeed  more  afs 
than  he  went  forth.  Had  I  an  inter  ell  in  his  difgraee,  I'd 
rail  at  him,  and  perhaps  beat  him  for  it ;  but  he  is  as 
ilrange  to  me,  as  to  himfelf,  therefore  let  him  continue 
in  his  belov'd  limplicity.  [AJide, 

Pet.  Next,  when  he  mall  be  inflru&ed  of  my  worth, 
and  eminent  fufnciences,  he  cannot  dignify  me  with  lefs 
imployment,  than  the  dignity  of  an  embafTador :  how 
bravely  mall  I  behave  my  feif  in  that  fervice,  and  whataa 
ornament  unto  my  country  may  I  arrive  to  be,  and  to  my 
kindred  ?  But  I  will  play  the  gentleman,  and  negled  them  ; 
that's  the  firft  thing  I'll  ftudy. 

Lion.  Shall  I  be  bold  to  interrupt  you,  Sir  ? 

Pet.  Prefently  I'll  be  at  leifure  to  talk  with  you ;  *tis 
no  fmall  point  in  Hate-policy,  ilill  to  pretend  only  to  be 
thought  a  man  of  action,  and  rather  than  want  a  colour, 
be  burled  with  a  man's  own  felf. 

Lion.  Who  does  this  afs  fpeak  to  ?  furely  to  himfelf: 
and  'tis  impoffible  he  (liquid  ever  be  wife,  that  has  always 
fuch  a  foohfti  auditory.  [_AJtde. 

Pet  Then,  with  what  emulous  courtftiip  will  they  itrive 
to  entertain  me  in  foreign  parts  >  and  what  a  fpe&acle  of 
admiration  ihall  I  be  made  amongfl  thofe  who  have  for- 
merly known  me  ?  How  doft  thou  like  my  carriage  ? 

Li^n.  Moll  exejuiiite  !  believe  me. 

1 
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Pet.  But  is  itadorn'd  with  that  even  mixture  of  fluency 
and  grace,  as  are  required  both  in  a  Statift  and  a  Courtier  ? 

Lion.  So  far  as  the  divine  profpeft  of  my  understanding 
guides  me,  'tis  without  parallel,  moil  excellent;  but  I 
am  no  profefs'd  critick  in  the  myftery. 

Pet.  Well,  thou  haft  Linceus'  eyes  for  obfervation,  or 
could'ft  ne'er  have  made  fuch  a  cunning  difcovery  of  my 
practice.  But  will  the  Ladies  think  you  have  that  appre- 
henfion,  to  difcern  and  approve  of  me  ? 

Lion.  Without  queftion,  they  cannot  be  fodull  or  ftony- 
hearted,  as  not  to  be  infinitely  taken  with  your  worth  : 
Why,  in  a  while,  you  fhall  have  them  fo  enamour' d,  that 
they'll  watch  every  opportunity  to  purchafe  your  acquain- 
tance ;  then  again  revive  it  with  often  banquetting  and 
vifits:  nay,  and  perhaps  invite  others,  by  their  fool  fh  ex- 
ample, to  do  the  like;  and  fome,  that  defpair  of  fo  great 
happinefs,  will  inquire  out  your  haunts,  and  walk  there 
two  or  three  hours  together,  to  get  but  a  fight  of  you. 

Pet.  Oh  infinite  !  I  am  traniported  with  the  thought 
on't  I  It  draws  near  noon,  and  I  appointed  certain  gallants 
to  meet  me  at  the  five-crown  ordinary ;  after,  we  are  to 
wait  upon  the  like  beauties  you  talk'd  of,  to  the  publick 
theatre.  I  feel  of  late,  a  itrong  and  witty  genius  grow- 
ing upon  me,  and  I  begin,  I  know  not  how,  to  be  in 
love  with  this  foolifti  fin  of  poetry. 

Lion.  Are  you,  Sir?  there's  great  hopes  of  you. 

Pet.  And  the  reafon  is,  becaufe  they  fay,  'tis  both  the 
caufe  and  effed  of  a  good  wit,  to  which  I  can  fuiEciently 
pretend ;  for,  nature  has  not  play'd  the  ftep-dame  with  me. 

Lion.  In  good  time,  Sir. 

Pet.  And  now  you  talk  of  time,  what  time  of  day  is't 
by  your  watch  ? 

Lion.  I  have  none,  Sir. 

Pet.  How,  ne'er  a  watch  ?  oh  monftrous !  how  do  you 
confume  your  hours,  ne'er  a  watch  ?  'Tis  the  great  eft  fo- 
lecifm  in  fociety  that  e'er  I  heard  of:  ne'er  a  watch ! 

Lion.  How  deeply  you  conceive  of  it  ? 

Pet.  You  have  not  a  gentleman,  that's  a   true  gentle- 
man,without  one :  'tis  the  main  appendix  to  a  plufli  lining : 
befides,    it   helps  much  to   difcourfe;    for,  while  others 
confer  notes  together,  we  confer  our  watches,  and  fpend 
•good  part  of  the  day  with  talking  of  it.  Lion, 
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Lion.  Well,  Sir,  becaufe  I'll  be  no  longer  dcftitute  of 
fuch  a  neceflary  implement,  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 

Pet.  A  fuit  to  me  !  Let  it  alone  till  I  am  a  great  man, 
and  then  I  (hall  anfwer  you  with  the  greater  promife,  and 
lefs  performance. 

Lion.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  have  that  confidence,  I  will 
afk  nothing  to  your  prejudice,  but  what  ihall  fome  way 
recompence  the  deed. 

Pet.  What  is't  ?  Be  brief,  I  am  in  that  point  a  courtier. 

Lion.  Ufurp  then  on  the  profer'd  means, 
Shew  your  felf  forward  in  an  action 
May  (peak  you  noble,  and  make  me  your  friend. 

Pet.  A  friend !  what's  that  ?  I  know  no  fuch  thing. 

Lion.  A  faithful,  not  a  ceremonious  friend ; 
But  one  that  will  flick  by  you  on  occafions, 
And  vindicate  your  credit,  were  it  funk 
Below  all  fcorn,  and  interpofe  his  life 
Betwixt  you  and  all  dangers :  Such  a  friend, 
That  when  he  fees  you  carried  by  your  pafTions 
Headlong  unto  deftru&ion,  will  fo  follow  you, 
That  he  will  guide  you  from't ;  and  with  good  counfel, 
Redeem  you  from  ill  courfes :  and,  not  flattering 
Your  idle  humour  to  a  vain  expence ; 
Cares  not  to  fee  you  perifh,  fo  he  may 
Suflain  himfelf  a  while,  and  raife  a  fortune, 
Though  mean,  out  of  your  ruins,  and  then  laugh  at  you* 

Pet.  Why,  be  there  any  fuch  friends  as  thefe  ? 

Lion.  A  world  i 
They  walk  like  fpirits  not  to  be  difcern'd  ; 
Subtile  and  foft  like  air,  have  oily  balm 
Swimming  o'er  their  words  and  actions ;  but  below  It, 
A  flood  of  gall. 

Pet.  Well,  to  the  purpofe,  fpeak  to  the  purpofe. 

Lion.  If  I  Hand  linked  unto  you, 
The  Gordian  knot  was  lefs  diflbluble, 
A  rock  lefs  firm,  or  centre  moveable. 

Pet.  Speak  your  demand. 

Lion.  Do  it,  and  do  it  freely  then  ;  lend  me  a  hundred 
duckets. 

Pet.  How  is  that,  lend  you  a  hundred  duckets !  not  a— 
I'll  never  have  a  friend  while  I  breathe  firfl ;  no,  I'll 

ftand 
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ftand  upon  my  guard ;  I  give  all  the  world  leave  to  whet 
their  wits  againlt  me,  work  like  moles  to  undermine  me, 
yet  I'll  fpum  all  their  deceits  like  a  hillock  :  I  tell  thee, 
I'll  not  buy  the  fmall  repentance  of  a  friend  or  whore, 
at  the  rate  of  a  livre. 

Lion.  What's  this  ?  I  dare  not 
Truft  my  own  ears,  filence  choak  up  my  anger ; 
A  friend,  and  whore !  are  they  two  parallels, 
Or  to  be  nam'd  together  ?  May  he  never 
Have  better  friend,  that  knows  no  better  how 
To  value  them :  Well,  I  was  ever  jealous 
Of  his  bafenefs,  and  now  my  fears  are  ended. 
Pox  o'  thefe  travels,  they  do  but  corrupt 
A  good  nature ;  and  his  was  bad  enough  before. 

Enter  Angelza. 

Pet.  What  pretty  fparkle  of  humanity  have  we  here  ? 
Whofe  attendant  are  you,  my  little  knave  ? 

Ang.  I  wait,  Sir,  on  mafter  Lionel. 

Lion.  'Tis  well  you  are  come,  what  fays  the  gentleman  ? 

Ang.  I  deliver'd  your  letter  to  him,  he  is  very  forry 
he  can  furniih  you  no  better ;  he  has  fent  you  twenty 
crowns,  he  fays,  towards  the  large  debt  he  owes  you. 

Pet.  A  fine  child !  and  delivers  his  tale  with  good  me- 
thod ;  where,  in  the  name  of  Ganymede,  had'ft  thou  this 
epitcmy  of  a  fervitor  ? 

Lion.  You'd  little  think  of  what  confequence  and  preg- 
nancy this  imp  is ;  you  may  hereafter  have  both  caufe  to 

know,  and  love  him What  gentlemen  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Gafparo  and  Lorenzo, 

Pet.  One  is  my  father. 

lor.  J  hear,  your  fon,  Sir,  is  return'd  from  travel, 
Grown  up  a  fine  and  {lately  gentleman, 
Outflrips  his  compeers  in  each  liberal  fcience. 

Gafp.  I  thank  my  ftars,  he  has  improv'd  his  time 
To  the  beft  ufe,  can  render  an  account 
Of  all  his  journey  :  how  he  has  arriv'd 
Through  iirange  difcoveries,  and  compendious  ways,  - 
To  a  mod  perfect  knowledge  of  himfelf : 
Can  give  a  model  of  each  prince's  court, 
And  is  become  their  fear ;  he  has  a  mind 
Equally  pois'd,  and  virtue  without  fadnefc  5  Hunts 
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Hunts  not  for  fame,  through  an  ill  path  of  life ; 
But  is  indeed,  for  all  parts,  fo  accomplifh'd, 
As  I  could  wifh  or  frame  him. 

Lor.  Thefe  are  joys, 
In  their  relation  to  you,  fo  tranfcendent, 
As-than  your  felf,  I  know  no  man  more  happy : 
May  I  not  fee  your  fon  ? 

Gafp.  See  where  he  ftands, 
Accompanied  with  young  Lionel,  the  nephew 
To  Veterano  the  great  antiquary. 

Lor.  Pll  be  bold,  by  your  favour,  to  endear 
My  felf  in  his  acquaintance ;  noble  Petrucio, 
Darling  of  Venus,  minion  of  the  Graces, 
Let  me  adopt  me  heir  unto  your  love : 
That  is,  yours  by  defcent,  and  which  your  father, 
A  grave  wife  man,  and  a  Magnifico, 
Has  not  diidain'd. 

Pet.  I  am  much  bound  to  you  for  it. 

Lor.  Is  that  all? 

Pet.  See  the  abundant  ignorance  of  this  age  !  He  cites 
my  father  for  a  precedent :  alas,  he  is  a  good  old  man,  and 
no  more ;  there  he  Hands,  he  has  not  been  abroad,  nor 
known  the  world ;  therefore,  I  hope,  will  not  be  fo  fool- 
ifhly  peremptory,  to  compare  with  me  for  judgment,  that' 
have  travel'd,  feen  fafhions,  and  been  a  man  of  intelligence* 

Lor.  Signior,  your  ear  ;  pray  let's  counfel  you. 

Pet.  Counfel  me !  the  like  trefpafs  again  ;  fure  the  old 
man  doats !  Who  counfell'd  me  abroad,  when  I  had  none 
but  mine  own  natural  wifdom  for  my  protection  ?  Yet  I 
dare  fay,  I  met  with  more  perils,  more  variety  of  allure- 
ments, more  Circes,  more  Calipfo's,  and  the  like,  than 
e'er  were  feign'd  upon  Ulyfles. 

Lor.  It  fhew'd  great  wifdom,  that  you  could  avoid  them., 
Give  o'er,  and  tempt  your  deiliny  no  further ; 
'Tis  time  now,  to  retire  unto  your  felf: 
Settle  your  mind  upon  fome  worthy  beauty, 
A  wife  will  tame  all  wild  affeclions ; 
I  have  a  daughter,  who,   for  youth  and  beauty*. 
Might  be  defir'd,  were  fhe  ignobly  born; 
Arid  .for  her  dowry,  that  {hall  no  way  part  you : 
If  you  accept  her,  here  before  your  friends, 
1  will  betroth  her  to  you.  Pet, 
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Pet.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  you'd  have  me  marry  your 
daughter ;  is  it  fo  ? 

Lor.  With  your  good  liking,  not  otherwife. 

Pet.  You  nourifh  too  great  an  ambition  ;  what  do  you 
fee  in  me,  to  make  fuch  a  motion  ?  No,  be  wife  and  keep 
her ;  were  I  married  to  her,  I  fhould  not  like  her  above 
a  month  at  moft. 

Lor.  How!  not  above  a  month  ? 

Pet.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  I  have  made  an  experience  that 
way  on  my  nature,  when  I  have  hir'd  a  creature  for  my 
pleafure,  as  'tis  the  fafhion  in  many  places,  for  the  like 
time  that  I  told  you  of ;  I  have  been  fo  tired  with  her 
before  'twas  out,  as  no  horfe  like  me,  I  could  not  fpur 
my  affection  to  go  a  jot  further. 

Ga/p.Wdl  faid,  boy,  thou  art  e'en  mine  own  fon; 
when  I  was  young,  'twas  jufc  my  humour. 

Lion.  You  give  your  felf  a  plaufible  commends. 

Pet.  I  can  make  a  fhift  to  love,  but  having  injoy'd, 
fruition  kills  my  appetite :  no,  I  mull  have  feveral  ob- 
jects of  beauty,  to  keep  my  thoughts  always  in  action, 
Or  I  am  no  body. 

Gafp.  Still  mine  own  flefh  and  blood. 

Pet.  Therefore  I  have  chofe  honour  for  my  miftrefs, 
Upon  whofe  wings  I  will  mount  up  to  the  heavens  ;  where 
I  will  fix  my  felf  a  conftellation,  for  all  this  under- world 
of  mortals  to  wonder  at  me. 

Gafp.  Nay,  he  is  a  mad  wag,  I  allure  you,  and  knows 
how  to  put  a  price  upon  his  defert. 

Pet.  I  can  no  longer  Hay  to  dilate  on  thefe  vanities  ; 
therefore,  gallants,    I  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Lor.  What,  is  he  gone  ?  Is  your  fon  gone  ? 
Gafp. So  it  feems.  Well,  gallants,where  fhall  I  fee  you  anon  ? 

Lor.  You  fhall  not  part  with  us. 

Gafp.  You  fhall  pardon  me,  I  muft  wait  upon  my  fon .  [Ex. 

Lor.  Do  you  hear,  Signior  ?  A  pretty  preferment ! 

Lion.  Oh  Sir,  the7  lufl re  of  good  clothes,  or  breeding 
Beflow'd  upon  a  fon,  will  make  a  ruflick, 
Or  a  mechanick  father,  to  commit 
Idolatry,  and  adore  his  own  iffue. 

Ang.  They  are  fo  well  match'd,  'twere  pity  to  part  them. 

Lor.  Well  faid,  little-one,  I  think  thou  art  wifer  than 
Jjoth  of  them.  But 
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Hut  this  fame  fcorn  I  do  not  fo  well  relifh ; 
A  whorefon  humourous  phantaflick  novice, 
To  contemn  my  daughter  !  he  is  not  worthy 
To  bear  up  her  train. 

Lion.  Or  kifs  under  it. 
Will  you  revenge  this  injury  upon  him  ? 

Lor.  Revenge !  of  all  the  paffions  of  my  blood, 
'Tis  the  moll  fweet;  I  mould  grow  fat  to  think  on't, 
Could  you  but  promife. 

Lion.  Will  you  have  patience  ? 
Be  rui'd  by  me,  and  I  will  compafs  it 
To  your  full  wifh ;  we'll  fet  a  bait  afore  him, 
That  he  fhall  feize  as  fharply,  as  Jove's  eagle 
Did  fnatch  up  Ganymede. 

Lor.  Do  but  call  the  plot, 
I'll  profecute  it  with  as  much  difgrace 
As  hatred  can  fuggefl. 

Lion.  Do  you  fee  this  Page  then  ? 
4     Lor.  Ay,  what  of  him? 

Lion.  That  face  of  his  fhall  do  it. 

Lor.  What  fhall  it  do  ?  Methinks  he  has  a  pretty  in- 
nocent countenance. 

Lion.  Oh !  but  beware  of  a  fmooth  look  at  all  times ; 
Obferve  what  I  fay,  he  is  a  Siren  above, 
But  below  a  very  ferpent ;  no  female  fcorpion 
Did  ever  carry  fuch  a  fling,  believe  it. 

Lor.  What  mould  I  do  with  him? 

Lion.  Take  him  to  your  houfe, 
There  keep  him  privately,  till  I  make  all  perfect 
If  ever  alchymifl  did  more  rejoice 
In  his  projection,  never  credit  me. 

Lor.  You  fhall  prevail,  upon  my  faith,  beyond 
My  underflanding :  and,  my  dapper  fquire, 
If  you  be  fuch  a  precious  wag,  I'll  cherifh  you. 
Come,  walk  along  with  me :  farewel,  Sir. 

Lion.  Adieu.  \Exeunt  Lor.  and  Ang* 

Now  I  mull  travel,  on  a  new  exploit, 
To  an  old  antiquary,  he  is  my  uncle, 
And  I  his  heir  ;  would  I  could  raife  a  fortune 
Out  of  his  ruins :  he  is  grown  obfolete, 
And  'tis  time  he  were  out  of  date ;  they  fay  he  fits 

All 
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AH  day  in  contemplation  of  a  ftatae 

With  ne'er  a  nofe,  and  doats  on  the  decays, 

With  greater  love,  than  the  felf-lov'd  Narciffus 

Did  on  his  beauty :  How  fhall  I  approach  him  ? 

Could  I  appear  but  like  a  Sibyl's  fon, 

Or  with  a  face,  rugged,  as  father  Nilus 

Is  pi&ur'd  on  the  hangings,  there  were  hope 

He  might  look  on  me ;   how  to  win  his  love, 

I  know  not :   If  I  will  he  were  not  precife, 

I'd  lay  to  purchafe  fome  flale  interludes, 

And  give  him  them ;   books  that  have  not  attain'd 

To  the  Platonick  year,  but  wait  their  courfe, 

And  happy  hour,  to  be  reviv'd  again. 

Then  would  I  induce  him  to  believe  they  were 

Some  of  Terence's  hundred  and  fifty  comedies, 

That  were  loft  in  the  Adriatick  fea, 

When  he  return'd  from  baniinment.    Some  fuch 

Gullery  as  this,  might  be  inforced  upon  him ; 

I'll  firft  talk  with  his  man,  and  then  confider.  [Exit, 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Gafparo,  Mocinigo,  and  Angelia. 

Lor.  How  hap't  you  did  return  again  fo  foon,  Sir? . 

Gafp.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir ;  as  I  follow'd  my  fon 
From  the  Rialto,  near  unto  the  bridge, 
We  were  encountred  by  a  fort  of  gallants, 
Sons  of  Clariirimo's,  and  Procurators 
That  knew  him  in  his  travels :  whereupon 
He  did  infmuate  with  his  eyes,  unto  me, 
I  mould  depart  and  leave  them. 

Lor.  'Seems  he  was  afham'd  of  your  company? 

Gafp.  Like  will  to  like,  Sir. 

Lor.  What  grave  and  youthful  gentleman's  that  with  you  ? 

Gafp.  Do  you  not  know  him  r 

Lor.  No. 

Gafp.  Not  Signior  Mocinigo  ? 

Lor.  You  jeft,  I  am  fure. 

Gafp.  Ay,  and  there  hangs  a  jell; 
For,  going  to  a  courtezan-  this  morning, 
In  his  own  proper  colour,  his  gray  beard, 
He  had  th'  i:l  luck  to  be  refus'd ;  on  which, 
He  v/ent  and  dy'd  it  3  and  came  back  again, 

And 
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And  was  again,  with  the  fame  fcorn,  rejected  ; 
Telling  him,  that  fhe  had  newly  deny'd  his  father. 
Lor.  Was  that  her  anfvver  ? 
Gafp.  It  has  fo  troubled  him, 
That  he  intends  to  marry  ;  what  think  you,  Sir, 
Of  his  refolution  ? 

Lor.  By'r  lady,  it  (hews 
Great  haughtinefs  of  courage;  a  man  of  his  years, 
That  dares  to  venture  on  a  wife. 

Moc.  A  man  of  my  years !  I  feel 
My  limbs  as  able  as  the  belt  of  them, 
And  in  all  places  elfe,  except  my  hair, 
As  green  as  a  bay-tree ;  and  for  the  whitenefs 
Upon  my  head,  although  it  now  lie  hid, 
What  does  it  fignify,  but  like  a  tree  that  blorToms 
Before  the  fruit  come  forth  ?  And,  I  hope,  a  tree 
That  bloflbms,  is  neither  dry  nor  wither'd. 

Lor.  But  pray,  what  piece  of  beauty's  that  you  mean 
To  make  the  object  of  your  love  ? 

Moc.  Ay,  there 
You  pofe  me  ;  for  I  have  a  curious  eye, 
And  am  as  choice  in  that  point  to  be  pleafed, 
As  the  moll  youthful :  here  one's  beauty  takes  me, 
And  there  her  parentage  and  good  behaviour ; 
Another's  wealth  or  wit :  but  I'd  have  one, 
WThere  all  thefe  graces  meet,  as  in  a  center. 

Gafp.  You  are  too  ambitious,  you'll  hardly  find 
Woman  or  beait  that  trots  found  of  all  four, 
There  will  be  fome  defect. 

Moc.  Yet  this  I  refolve  on, 
To  have  a  maid  tender  of  age,  and  fair : 
Old  fifh,   and  young  flefh,  that's  full  my  diet. 
Lor.   What  think  you  of  a  widow? 
Moc.  By  no  means, 
They  are  too  politick  a  generation, 
Prcv'd  {q  by  fimiles  ;  many  voyages 
Make  an  experienc'd  fea-man,  many  offices 
A  crafty  knaves  fo,  many  marriages, 
A  fubtle  cunning  widow  :  No,  I'll  have  one 
That  I  may  mould,  like  wax,  unto  my  humour. 

Lor, 
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Lor.  This  doating  afs  is  worth,  at  leaft,  a  million  ; 
And  thdugh  he  cannot  propagate  his  flock, 
Will  be  fure  to  multiply.     Til  offer  him  my  daughter; 
By  computation  of  age,  he  cannot 
Live  pall  ten  years ;  by  that  time  fhe'll  get  flrength 
To  break  this  rotten  hedge  of  matrimony, 
And  after  have  a  fair  green  field  to  walk  in, 
And  wanton  where  fhe  pleafe.     Signior,  a  word, 
And  by  this  guefs  my  love  ;  I  have  a  daughter, 
Of  beauty  frefh,  of  her  demeanour  gentle, 
And  of  a  fober  wifdom  :  You  know  my  eftate ; 
If  you  can  fancy  her,  feek  no  further. 

Moc.  Thank  you,  Signior,  pray  of  what  age 
Is  your  daughter  ? 

lor.  But  fixteen,  at  the  moil. 

Moc.  But  iixteen  !   is  fhe  no  more  ?  fhe  is  too  young 
then. 

Gafp.  You  wihVd  for  a  young  one,  did  you  not  ? 

Moc.  Not  that  I  would  have  her  in  years. 

Gafp.  I  warrant  you  ! 

Moc.  Well,  mark  what  I  fay  ;  when  I  come  to  herA 
She'll  ne'er  be  able  to  indure  me. 

Lor.  JT1  trad  her. 

Gafp.  I  think  your  choice,  Sir,  cannot  be  amended., 
She  is  fo  virtuous  and  fo  amiable. 

Moc.  Is  me  fo  fair  and  amiable  ?  I'll  have  her, 
She  may  grow  up  to  what  fhe  wants,  and  then 
I  fhall  enjoy  fuch  pleafure  and  delight, 
Such  infinite  content  in  her  embraces, 
I  may  contend  with  Love,  for  happinefs  : 
Yet  one  thing  troubles  me. 

Gafp.  What's  that  ? 

Moc.  I  fhall  live 
So  well  on  earth,,  I  ne'er  fhall  think  of  any  other  joys, 

Gafp.  I  wifh  all  joy  to  you  ;  but,  'tis  in  th'  power 
Of  fate,  to  work  a  miracle  upon  you  : 
You  may  obtain  the  grace,  with  other  men, 
To  repent  your  bargain  before  you  have  well  feal'd  it. 

Lor.  Or  me  may  prove  his  purgatory,  and  fend  him 
To  heaven  the  fooner. 

Gafp, 
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Gafp.  Such  like  effects  as  thefe, 
Are  not  unheard  of  in  nature. 
Moc.  For  all  thefe  fcruples, 
I  am  refolv'd ;  bring  me,  that  I  may  fee  her : 
Young  handfome  ladies  are  like  prizes  at  a  horfe-race, 

where 
Ever/  well-breath'd  gentleman  may  put  in  for  his  fhare. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Leon.  But  are  you  refolv'd  of  this  courfe,  Sir  ? 

Duke.  Yes,  we'll  be  once  mad  in  our  days,  and  do  art 
exploit  for  polterity  to  talk  of;  will  you  join  with  me  ? 

Leon.  I  am  at  your  Grace's  difpofmg. 

Duke.  No  grace,  nor  no  refped,  I  befeech  you,  more 
than  ordinary  friendfhip  allows  of;  'tis  the  only  bar  to 
hinder  our  defigns. 

Leon.  Then,  bir,  what  faihion  you  are  pleas'd  to  ap- 
point me,  I  will  be  glad  to  put  on. 

Duke.  'Tis  well ;  for  my  part,  I  am  determin'd  to  lay 
by  all  enfigns  of  my  royalty  for  a  while,  and  walk 
abroad  under  a  mean  coverture  :  variety  does  well,  and 
'tis  as  great  delight,  fometimes,  to  Ihrowd  one's  head  under 
a  coarle  roof,  as  a  rich  canopy  of  gold. 

Leon.  But  what's  your  intent  in  this  ? 

Duke,  I  have  a  longing  defire  to  fee  the  fafhions  of  the 
vulgar  ;  which,  mould  1  affect  in  mine  own  perfbn,  I 
might  divert  them  from  their  humours  ;  the  face  of 
greatnefs  would  affright  them,  as  Cato  did  the  Floralia 
from  thQ  theatre. 

Leon.  Indeed  familiarity  begets  boldnefs. 

Duke.  'Tis  true,  indulgency  and  flattery  take  away  the 
benefit  of  experience  from  Princes,  which  ennobles  the  for- 
tunes of  private  men. 

Leon.  But  you  are  a  duke,  Sir  ;  and  this  defcent  from 
your  honour  will  undervalue  you. 

Duke.  Not  a  whit ;  I  am  fo  toil'd  out  with  grand  af- 
fairs, and  difpatching  of  embaftkges,  that  I  am  ready  to  fink 
under  the  burden.  Why  may  not  an  Atlas  of  Hate,  fuch 
as  mylelf,  that  bears  up  the  weight  of  a  commonwealth, 
now  and  then,  for  recreation's  lake,  be  glad  to  eafe  his 

moulders  \ 
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flioulders  ?  Has  not  Jupiter  thrown  away  his  rays  and  Iiij 
thunder,  to  walk  among  mortals  ?  Does  not  Apollo  fuffer 
himfelf  to  be  depriv'd  of  his  quiver,  that  he  may  waken 
up  his  mufe,  fometimes,  and  fing  to  his  harp  ? 

Leon.  Nay,  Sir,  to  come  to  a  more  familiar  example  ; 
I  have  heard  of  a  Nobleman  that  has  been  drunk  with  a 
tinker,  and  of  a  Magniflco  that  has  plaid  at  blow-point. 

Duke.  Very  good  then,  take  our  degrees  alike,  and  the 
acVs  as  pardonable. 

Leon.  In  a  humour,  Sir,  a  man  may  do  much  ;  but  how 
will  you  prevent  their  difcovery  of  you  ? 

Duke.  Very  well,  the  alteration  of  our  clothes  will  abo- 
lim  fufpicion. 

Leon.  And  how  for  our  faces  ? 

Duke.  They  mall  pafs  without  any  feal  of  difguife ;  who 
ne'er  were  thought  on,  will  ne'er  be  miftruitcd. 

Leon.  Come  what  will,  greatnefs  can  juilify  any  action 
whatsoever,  and  make  it  thought  wifdom  ;  but  if  we  do 
walk  undifcern'd,  '  twill  be  the  better :  It  tickles  me  to 
think  what  a  mais  of  delight  v»e  ihall  poflefs,  in  being  as 
'twere  the  invifible  fpectators  of  their  itrange  behaviours. 
I  heard,  Sir,  of  an  Antiquary,  who,  if  he  be  as  good  at  wine 
as  at  hiitoiy,  he  is  fure  an  excellent  companion  ;  and  of 
one  PetruciO,  who  plays  the  eagle  in  the  clouds :  and, 
indeed,  divers  others,  who  verify  the  proverb ;  So  ?na?iy 
ptentJb  many  humours. 

Duke.  All  theie  we'll  vifit  in  order  ;  but  how  we  mail 
comply  with  them,  'tis  as  occafion  mall  be  offer'd,  we 
will  not  now  be  fo  ferious  to  coniider. 

Leon.  Well,  Sir,  I  mult  trull  to  your  wit  to  manage  it ; 
lead  on,  I  attend  you.  [£.v/7. 


Aftus 
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Affcus  Secundus. 

Enter  Aurelio,  and  Mujicians. 

Aur.   ^TpVHIS  is  the  window ;  now,  my  noble  Orpheus, 

JL     As  thou  affecYfl  the  name  of  Rarity, 
Strike  with  the  foul  of  mufick,  that  the  found 
May  bear  my  love  on  his  bedewed  wing, 
To  charm  her  ear  ;  as  when  a  facriiice, 
With  his  perfumed  fleam,  flies  up  to  heaven, 
Into  Jove's  noftrils,  and  there  throws  a  mill 
On  his  enraged  brow.     Oh  how  my  fancy 
Labours  with  the  fuccefs !  [Song  alovc. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Luc.  Ceafe  your  fool's  note  there ;  I  am  not  in  tune, 
To  dance  after  your  fiddle.   Who  are  you  ? 
What  faucy  groom,  that  dares  fo  near  intrude, 
And  with  ofFenfive  noife,  grate  on  my  ears  ? 

Aur.  What  more  than  earthly  light  breaks  through  that 
window  ? 
Brighter  than  all  the  glittering  train  of  nymphs 
That  wait  on  Cynthia,  when  fhe  takes  her  progrefs 
In  purfuit  of  the  fwift  enchafed  deer, 
Over  the  Cretan  or  Athenian  hills ; 
Or  when,  attended  with  thofe  leffer  ftars, 
She  treads  the  azure  circle  of  the  heavens  ? 

Luc.  Hey-day,  this  is  excellent !  What  voice  is  that  ? 
Oh,   is  it  you  ?  I  cry  you  mercy,   Sir  ; 
I  thought  a?  much,  thefe  are  your  tricks  ftill  with  me : 
You  have  been  fotting  on't  all  night  with  wine, 
And  here  you  come  to  finifh  out  your  revels ; 
I  fhall  be,  one  day,  able  to  live  private, 
I  fhall,  and  not  be  made  the  epilogue 
Of  all  your  drunken  meetings.    For  fhame,  away, 
The  rofy  morning  blufhes  at  thy  bafenefs. 

Vol.  VII.  G  Julia, 
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Julia,  go  throw  the  mufick  a  reward, 
And  fet  them  hence. 

Aur.  Divine  Lucretia, 
Do  not  receive  with  fcorn,  my  proffer'd  fervice  : 
Oh  turn  again,  though  from  your  arched  brow, 
Stung  with  difdain,  and  bent  down  to  your  eye, 
You  moot  me  through  with  darts  of  cruelty. 
Ah  foolifh  man,  to  court  the  flame  that  burns  him  • 

Luc^  What  would  this  fellow  have  ? 

Aur.  Shine  ftill,  fair  miftrefs, 
And  though  in  filence,  yet  ftill  look  upon  me ; 
Your  eye  difcourfes  with  more  rhetorick 
Than  all  the  gilded  tongues  of  orators. 

Luc.  Out  of  my  pity,  not  my  love,  I'll  anfwer  5 
You  come  to  woo  me,  and  fpeak  fair,  'tis  well : 
You  think  to  win  me  too,  you  are  deceivTd  ; 
For  when  I  hate  a  perfon,  all  his  actions, 
Though  ne'er  fo  good,  prove  but  his  prejudice  : 
For  flatteries  are  like  fweet  pills,  though  fweet, 
Yet  if  they  work  not  flraight,  invert  to  poifon. 

Aur.  Why  do  you  hate  me,  Lady,  was  there  ever 
Woman  fo  cruel,  to  hate  him  that  lov'd  her  ? 
Oh,  do  not  fo  degenerate  from  nature, 
Which  form'd  you  of  a  temper  foft  as  filk  ! 
And  to  the  fweet  compofure  of  your  body, 
Took  not  a  drop  of  gall,  or  corrupt  humour, 
But  all  your  blood  was  clear  and  purified. 
Then  as  your  limbs  are  fair,  fo  be  your  mind  ; 
Call  not  a  fcandal  on  her  curious  hand, 
To  fay,  Ihe  made  that  crooked,  or  uneven ; 
For  virtue  is  the  beft,  which  is  deriv'd 
From  a  fweet  feature.    Women  crown  their  youth, 
With  the  chafte  ornaments  of  love  and  truth. 

Luc.  This  is  a  language  you  are  ftudied  in, 
And  you  have  fpoke  it  to  a  thoufand. 

Aur.  Never,  never  to  any  ;  for  my  foul  is  cut  fo 
To  the  proportion  of  what  you  are, 
That  all  the  other  beauty  in  the  world, 
That  is  not  found  within  your  face,  feems  vile, 
Oh  that  I  were  a  veil  upon  that  face, 

To 
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To  hide  it  from  the  world  ;  methinks  I  could 
Envy  the  very  fun,  for  gazing  on  you  ! 

Luc,  I  wonder,  that  a  fellow  of  no  worth, 
Should  talk  thus  liberally  ;  be  fo  impudent,. 
After  fo  many  {lightings  and  abufes 
Extorted  from  me,  beyond  modejly, 
To  prefs  upon  me  ftill :  Have  not  I  told  you 
My  mind  in  words,  plain  to  be  underftood* 
How  much  I  hate  you  ?  Can  I  not  enjoy 
The  freedom  of  my  chamber,  but  you  muft 
Stand  in  my  profpeft  ?  If  you  pleafe,  I  wiU 
Refign  up  all,  and  leave  you  poffeflion. 
What  can  I  fufFer,  or  expedl  more  grievous, 
From  the  enforcement  of  an  enemy  ? 

Aur.  Do  not  infult  upon  my  fufFerings  $ 
I  had  well  hop'd,  I  fhould  receive  fome  comfort 
From  the  fweet  influence  of  your  words  or  looks  9 
But  now  muft  fly,  and  vanifh  like  a  cloud, 
Chas'd  with  the  wind,  into  the  colder  regions, 
Where  fad  defpair  fits  ever  languishing ; 
There  will  I  calculate  my  injuries, 
Sum'd  up  with  my  deferts :  Then  mall  I  find 
How  you  are  wanting  to  all  good  and  pity, 
And  that  you  do  but  juggle  with  our  fenfe  ; 
That  you  appear  gentle  and  fmooth  as  water, 
When  no  wind  breathes  on  it ;  but  indeed, 
Are  far  more  hard  than  rocks  of  adamant : 
That  you  are  more  inconftant  than  your  miftrefe, 
Fortune,  that  guides  you  ;  that  your  promifes 
Are  all  deceitful ;  and  that  wanton  love, 
Whom  former  ages,  flattering  their  vice, 
And  to  procure  more  freedom  for  their  fin. 
Have  term'd  a  God,  laughs  at  your  perjuries. 

Luc*  You  will  do  this :  Why  do  fo,  eafe  your  mind, 
So  I  be  free  from  you :  There's  no  fuch  torment, 
As  to  be  troubled  with  an  infolent  lover, 
That  will  receive  no  anfwer ;  bonds  and  fetters, 
Perpetual  imprifonment,  are  not  like  it : 
'Tis  worfe  than  to  be  feiz'd  on  with  a  fever, 
A  continual  furfeit.     For  heaven's  fake,  leave  me, 
And  let  me  hear  no  more  of  you, 
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Aur.  Is  this  the  befl  reward  for  all  my  hopes, 
The  dear  expences  of  youth  and  fervice, 
Spent  in  the  execution  of  your  follies  ? 
When  not  a  day  or  hour,  but  witnefs'd  with  me, 
With  what  great  ftudy,  and  affected  care, 
More  than  of  fame  or  honour,  I  invented 
New  ways  to  fit  your  humour  ;  what  obfervance, 
As  if  you  were  the  arbitrefs  of  courtfhip, 
I  fought  to  pleafe  you  with  :  Laid  out  for  fafiiions, 
And  bought  them  for  you,  feafted  you  with  banquets, 
Read  you  afleep  i'th'  afternoon  with  pamphlets, 
Sent  you  elixirs  and  prefervatives, 
Paintings  and  powders,  that  would  have  reftor'd 
Old  Niobe  to  youth  ;  the  beauty  you  pretend  to, 
Is  all  my  gift.    Befides,  I  was  fo  fimple, 
To  wear  your  foolifh  colours,  cry  your  wit  up, 
And  judgment,  when  you  had  none,  and  fwore  to  ft ; 
Drank  to  your  health,  whole  nights,  in  Hippocras, 
XJpon  my  knees,  with  more  religion 
Than  e'er  I  faid  my  prayers,  which  heaven  forgive  me. 

Luc.  Are  thefe  fuch  miracles !  'T was  but  your  duty, 
The  tributary  homage,  all  men  owe 
Unto  our  fex  :  Should  we  enjoin  you  travel, 
Or  fend  you  on  an  errand  into  France, 
Only  to  fetch  a  bafket  of  mufk-melons, 
It  were  a  favour  for  you.     Put  the  cafe, 
That  I  were  Hero,  and  you  were  Leander  ; 
If  I  fhottld  bid  you  fwim  the  Hellefpont, 
Only  to  know  my  mind,  methinks  you  might 
Be  proud  of  the  employment :  Were  you  a  Puritan, 
Did  I  command  you  wait  me  to  a  play, 
Or  to  the  church,  though  you  had  no  religion, 
You  might  not  queftion  it. 

<Aur.  Pretty,  very  pretty  ! 

Luc.  And  then,  becaufe  I  am  familiar, 
And  deign,  out  of  my  noblenefs  and  bounty, 
To  grace  your  weak  endeavours  with  the  title 
Of  courtefy,  to  wave  my  fan  at  you, 
Or  let  you  kifs  my  hand ;  mull  we  flrait  marry  ? 
I  may  efteem  you  in  the  rank  of  fervants, 
To  call  off  when  I  pleafe,  ne'er  for  a  hulband. 

Aur. 
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Aur.  If  ever  devil  damn'd  in  a  woman's  tongue, 
'Tis  in  thine ;  I  am  glad  yet  you  tell  me  this, 
I  might  have  elfe  proceeded,  and  gone  on 
in  the  lewd  way  of  loving  you,  and  fo 
Have  wander'd  farther  from  myfelf :  But  now 
I'll  fludy  to  be  wifer,  and  henceforth 
Hate  the  whole  gang  of  you,  denounce  a  war, 
Ne'er  to  be  reconcil'd,  and  rejoice  in  it, 
And  count  myfelf  blefs'd  fbr't,  and  wim  all  men 
May  do  the  like,  to  fhun  you :  For  my  part, 
If  when  my  brains  are  troubled  with  late  drinking., 
(I  mall  have  elfe  the  grace,  fure,  to  forget  you  ,•) 
Then  but  my  labouring  fancy  dream- of  you, 
I'll  Hart,  affrighted  at  the  viiion. 

Luc.  'Las  !  how  pitifully  it  takes  it  to  heart ! 
It  would  be  angry  too,  if  it  knew  how. 

Aur.  Come  near  me,  none  of  you  ;  if  I  hear 
The  found  of  your  approach,  I'll  flop  my  ears  ; 
Nay,  I'll  be  angry,  if  I  fhall  imagine 
That  any  of  you  think  of  me  :  And,  for  thy  fake, 
If  I  but  fee  the  picture  of  a  woman, 
I'll  hide  my  face,  and  break  it.   So  farewel.    [Exit  Luc. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Mocznigo,  and  Angetia. 

Lor.  What  are  you,  friend,  and  what's  your  bufmefV? 

Aur.  Whate'er  it  be,  now  'tis  difpatch'd. 

Lor.  This  is  rudenefs. 

Aur.  The  fitter  for  the  place  and  perfons  then. 

Lor.  How's  that? 

Aur.  You  are  a  nefl  of  favages,  the  houfe 
Is  more  inhofpitable  than  the  quickfands  : 
Your  daughter  fits  on  that  inchanted  bay, 
A  Siren  like,  to  entice  pafTengers, 
Who  viewing  her,  through  a  falfe  perfpeclive, 
Neglect  the  better  trafhck  of  their  life  : 
But  yet,  the  more  they  labour  to  come  near  her,. 
The  further  fhe  flies  back  ;  until  at  laft, 
When  fhe  has  brought  them  to  fome  rock  or  fhelf, 
She  proudly  looks  down  on  the  wreck  of  lovers. 

Lor.  Why,  who  has  injur'd  you  ? 
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Aur.  No  matter  who, 
I'll  iirfl  talk  with  a  fphinx,  ere  converfe  with  you. 

Lor.  A  word,  expound  your  wrongs  more  to  the  fall, 
If  you  expec~t  a  remedy. 

Aur.  I'll  rather 
Seek  out  difeafes,  choofe  my  death,  and  pine, 
Than  Hay  to  be  cur'd  by  you.  [Exit* 

Enter  JEmilia  and  Lucretia, 

Lor.  If  you  be  fo  obftinate, 

Take  your  courfe Why,  wife  ^Emilia, 

Daughter  Lucretia What's  the  matter  here 

With  this  fame  feliow,  do  you  owe  him  money  ? 

Luc.  Owe  him  money,  Sir  !  Does  he  look  like  one 
That  fhould  lend  money  ?  He  is  a  gentleman, 
And  they  feldom  credit  any  body. 

Lor.  Well,  wife, 
Where  was  your  matron's  wifdom,  that  fhould  keep 
A  vigilant  care  upon  your  houfe  and  daughter  1 
And  not  have  fufier'd  her  to  be  furpriz'd 
With  every  loofe  arpec~fc,  and  gazing  eye, 
That  fuck  in  hot  and  luftful  motions  ? 
You  were  beft  turn  bawd,  and  proftitute  her  beauty, 

JEmil.  You  were  belt  turn  an  old  afs, 
And  meddle  with  your  bonds  and  brokage. 

Lor.  What  was  his  bufinefs  ? 

Luc.  To  tell  you  true,  Sir,  he  is  one  of  thofe, 
Whom  love  and  fortune  have  confpir'd  to  fool, 
And  make  the  fubjcct  of  a  woman's  will ; 
His  idle  brain,  being  void  of  better  reafon, 
Is  filPd  with  toys  and  humours,  and  for  want 
Of  other  exercife,  he  takes  great  pains 
For  the  expreifing  of  his  folly  :  Sometimes 
With  Harts  and  fighs,  hung  head,  and  folded  arms, 
Sonnets  and  pitiful  tunes  ;  forgetting 
All  due  refpect  unto  himfelf,  and  friends, 
With  boating  on  a  miftrefs ;  fhe  again 
As  little  pitying  him,  whofe  every  frown 
Strikes  him  as  dead  as  fate,  and  makes  him  walk 
The  living  monument  of  his  own  forrow. 

Lor. 
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Lor.  I  apprehend,  he  came  a  wooing  to  thee, 
*Tis  fo  ;  and  thou  did'ft  fcorn  him,  girl,  'twas  well  done, 
I'll  eafe  thee  of  that  care,  fee,  I  have  brought 
A  hufband  to  thy  hand  ;  look  on  him  well, 
A  worthy  man,  and  a  Clariflimo. 

Luc.  A  hufband,  faid  you !  Now  Venus  be  propitious ; 
He  looks  more  like  the  remedy  of  love, 
A  julep  to  cool  it ;  fhe  that  could  take  fire 
At  fuch  a  dull  flame,  as  his  eyes,  I  mould 
Believe  her  more  than  touch- wood. 

Moc.  A  ravifhing  creature  ! 
J£  her  condition  aniwer  but  her  feature, 
I  am  fitted  ;  her  form  anfwers  my  affection, 
It  arrides  me  exceedingly  ;  I'll  fpeak  to  her : 
Fair  miilrefs,  what  your  father  has  propos'd, 
In  the  fair  way  of  contract,  I  Hand  ready 
To  ratify,  and  let  me  not  feem  lefs, 
In  your  efteem,  becaufe  I  am  fo  eafy 
In  my  confent ;  women  love  out  of  fancy, 
Men  from  advice. 

Luc.  You  do  not  mean  in  earneft  ? 
Now,  Cupid,  deliver  me. 

Moc.  How,  not  in  earneft  ! 
As  I  am  ftrong  and  mighty  in  defires,  you  wrong  me  tQ 
queftion  it. 

Luc.  Good  Sir,  consider 
The  infinite  diflance  that  is  between  us 
In  age  and  manners. 

Moc.  No  diflance  at  all ; 
My  age  is  youthful,  and  your  youth  is  -aged. 

Luc.  But  you  are  wife,  and  will  you  iell  your  freedom 
Unto  a  female  tyranny,  in  defpair 
'E'er  to  be  quit  ?  You  run  a  ilrange  adventure, 
Without  perceiving  what  a  certain  hazard,, 
A  creature  of  my  inclination 
Is  apt  to  draw  you  to. 

Moc.  I  cannot  think  it. 

Luc.  'Tis  ilrange  you'll  not  believe  me,  unlefs  I  lay 
My  imperfection  open  ;  I  have  a  nature 
Ambitious  beyond  thought,  quite  giv'n  over 
To  entertainments  and  expence ;  no  bravery, 
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That's  faihionable,  can  efcape  me ;  and  then 
Unlefs  you  are  of  a  moil  fettled  temper, 
Quite  without  paflion,  I  fhall  make  you 
Horn-mad  with  jealoufy. 

Mac.  Come,  come,  I  know 
Thou  Tt  virtuous,  and  fpeakeft  this  but  to  try  me, 
You  will  not  be  fo  adverfe  to  your  fortune. 
And  all  obedience,  to  contradict 
What  your  father  has  fet  down.. 

Luc,  -  Thefe  are  my  faults 
I  cannot  help,  if  you  will  be  fo  good 
As  to  difpenfe  with  them. 

Moc,  With  all  my  heart ;  I  forgive  thee  before  thou, 
offend'it. 

Luc,  Then  I  am  mighty  ftubborn,  and  felf-wilPd, 
And  mall  fometimes  e'en  long  to  abufe  you  : 
And  for  my  tongue,  'tis  like  a  ftone  thrown  down, 
Of  an  impetuous  motion,  not  to  be  ftill'd. 

Moc.  All  thefe  cannot  difmay  me,  for  confidering 
liow  they  are  paflions  proper  to  your  fex, 
In  a  degree  they  are  virtues. 

Luc.  Oh  my  fate! 
He  will  not  be  terrified  :  Then,  not  to  feed  yon 
With  further  hopes,  or  pump  for  more  excufes, 
Take  it  in  brief,  though  I  am  loth  to  fpeak, 
But  you  compel  me  to  it ;  I  cannot  love  you. 

Lor.  How  do  you  fpeed,  Sir ;  is  fhe  tradable  I 
Do  you  approve  of  her  replies  ? 

Moc.  I  know  not, 
Guefs  you,  fhe  faid  fhe  cannot  love  me ;  and  'tis 
The  leaft  thing  I  mould  have  miftrufted,  I  durfl 
Have  fworn,  fhe  would  ne'er  have  made  fcruple  on't. 

Lor,  Not  love  you !  Come,  fhe  mull  and  fhall  :  Do 
you  hear,  houfwife  ? 
No  more  of  this,  as  you  affect  my  friendship. 
What,  mail  I  bring  here  a  right  worfhipful  Praetor 
Unto  my  houfe,  in  hope  you  will  be  rul'd, 
And  you  prove  recreant  to  my  commands  ? 
By  my  vex'd  foul,  thou  hafl  done  a  deed  were  able* 
In  the  meer  (jueftioning  of  what  I  bid, 
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Were  not  I  a  pious  and  indulgent  father, 
Ta  thruft  thee,  as  a  flranger,  from  my  blood. 

Moc.  Be  not  too  rafh,  Sir,  women  are  not  won 
With  force,  but  fair  entreaty  :  Have  I  been  vers'd 
Thus  long  i'th  fchool  of  love  r  know  all  their  arts, 
Their  practices,  their  ways  and  fubtilties, 
In  all  my  encounters  ftill  return'd  a  victor, 
And  have  not  left  a  flratagem  at  laft 
To  work  on  her  affection  ?  let  me  fuffer. 

Lor,  Nay,  and  you  have  that  confidence,  I'll  leave  you* 

Moc.  Lady,  a  word  in  private  with  you.        [Wbifper. 

JE?ml,  Pray,  fweet-heart, 
What  pretty  youth  is  that  ? 

Lor.  Who,  this  fame  chicken  ? 
He  is  the  fon  of  a  great  nobleman, 
And  my  efpecial  friend ;  his  father's  gone 
Into  the  country,  to  furvey  his  lands, 
And  let  new  leafes,  and  left  him  in  charge 
With  me,  till  his  return. 

JEmil.  Now,  as  I  live,, 
'Tis  a  well-favour 'd  lad,  and  his  years  promife 
He  fiiould  have  an  ability  to  do, 
And  wit  to  conceal ;  when  I  take  him  Angle, 
I'll  try  his  difpofition. 

Moc.  This  for  your  fake, 
I'll  undertake,  and  execute. 

Luc.  For  my  fake,  - 
You  (hall  not  draw  me  to  the  fellowfhip 
Of  fuch  a  fin. 

Moc.  I  know  'tis  pleafing.to  thee^ 
And  therefore  am  refolv'd. 

Luc.  I  may  prevent  you. 

Lor.  What,  are  you  refolv'd  ? 

Moc.  We  are  e'en  at  a  point,  Sir. 
,    Lor.  What's  more  to  be  done,  let's  in,  and  confider. 

Enter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

Ant.  Well,"  firrah,   but  that  I  have  brought  you  up,  I 
would  cafhier  you  for  tliefe  reproofs. 
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Pet.  Good  Sir,  confider,  'tis  no  benefit  to  me;-  he  is- 
your  nephew  that  I  fpeak  for,  and  'tis  charity  to  relieve 
him. 

Ant.  He  is  a  young  knave,  and  that's  crime  enough; 
and  he  were  old  in  any  thing,  though  'twere  in  iniquity, 
there  were  fome  reverence  to  be  had  of  him. 

Pet.  Why,  Sir,  though  he  be  a  young  knave,  as  you 
term  him,  yet  he  is  your  kinfman,  and  in  diflrefs  too. 

Ant.  Why,  Sir,  and  you  know  again,  that 'tis  an  old; 
'euilom,  which  thing  I  will  no  way  tranfgrefs  ;  for  a  rich, 
man  not  to  look  upon  any  as  his  kinfman,.  in  diitrefs. 

Pet.  'Tis  an  ill  cuitom,  Sir,  and  'twere  good  'twere: 
repeal' d. 

Ant.  I  have  fomething  elfe  to  look  after,  have  you* 
difpos'd  of  thofe  relicks  as  I  bade  you  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ant.  Well,  thou  dofl  not  know  the  eftimation  of  what 
thou  haft  in  keeping  ;  the  whole  Indies,  feeing  they  are, 
but  newly  difcover'd,  are  not  to  be  valued  with  them  :: 
The  very  dull  that  cleaves  to  one  of  thofe  monuments  is 
more  worth  than  the  ore  of  twenty  mines. 

Pet.  Yet,  by  your  favour,  Sir,  of  what  ufe  can  they  be 
to  you  ? 

Ant.  What  ufe!  Did  not  the  Seigniory  build  a  ftate- 
chamber  for  antiquities  ?  and  'tis  the  belt  thing  that  e'er 
they  did  ,v  they  are  the  regiiters,.the  chronicles  of  the  age* 
they  were  made  in,  and  fpeak  the  truth  of  hiflory,  better 
than  a  hundred  of  your  printed  commentaries. 

Pet.  Yet  few  are  of  your  belief. 

Ant.  There's  a  box  of  coins  within,  moft  of  them  brafs, 
y^et  each  of  them  a  jewel,  miraculoufly  preferv'd  in  fpight 
of  time  or  envy ;  and  are  of  that  rarity  and  excellence, 
that  faints  may  go  a  pilgrimage  to  them,  and  not  be 
aihamed. 

Pet.  Yet,  I  fay  flill,  what  good  can  they  do  to  you,, 
more  than  to  look  on  } 

Ant.  What  good,  thou  brute  f  And  thou  wer't  not 
worth  a  penny,  the  very  mewing  of  them  were  able  to 
maintain  thee  :  let  me  fee  now,  and  you  were  put  to  it, 
how  you  could  advance  your  voice,  in  their  commendation  j 

begin, 
h  Pit, 


The  Antiquary.  155 

Pet.  All  you  gentlemen,  that  are  affected  with  rarities, 
fuch,  the  world  cannot  produce  the  like,  fnatch'd  from 
the  jaws  of  time,  and  wonderfully  collected  by  a  ftudious 
Antiquary  ;  come  near,  and  admire. 

Ant.  Thou  fay'il  right,  the  limbs  of  Hippolitus  were 
never  fo  difpers'd. 

Pet.  Firft,  thofe  twelve  pictures,  that  you  fee  there, 
are  the  portraitures  of  the  Sibyls,  drawn  five  hundred  years 
fmce,  by  Titianus  of  Padua,  an  excellent  painter  and  fta- 
tuary. 

Ant.  Very  well. 

Pet.  Then  here  is  Venus  all  naked,  and  Cupid  by  her, 
on  a  dolphin  ;  both  thefe  were  drawn  by  Apelles  of  Greece. 

Ant.  Proceed. 

Pet.  Then  here  is  Hercules  and  Antaeus,  and  that  Pallas 
at  length  in  alabafter,  with  her  helmet  and  feathers ;  and 
that's  Jupiter,  with  an  eagle  at  his  back*. 

Ant.  Exceeding  well. 

Pet.  Then  there's  the  great  filver  box  that  Nero  kept 
his  beard  in. 

Ant.  Good  again. 

Pet.  And  after  decking  it  with  precious  ftones,  did  con* 
fecrate  it  to  the  Capitol. 

Ant.  That's  right. 

Pet.  And  there  hangs  the  net  that  held  Mars  and  his 
miflrefs,  while  the  whole  bench  of  bawdy  deities  flood 
fpe&ators  of  their  fport. 

A  fit.  Admirable  good. 

Pet.  Then  here  is  Marius  to  the  middle,  and  there 
Cleopatra  with  a  veil  over  her  face  ;  and  next  to  her, 
Marcus  Antonius  the  Triumvir  ;  then  he  with  half  a  nofe 
is  Corvinus,  and  he  with  ne'er  a  one  is  Galba. 

Ant.  Very  furlkient. 

Pet.  Then  here  is  Vitellius,  and  there  Titus  and  Vefpa- 
Han  ;  thefe  three  were  made  by  Jacobus  Sanfovinus,  the 
Florentine. 

Ant.  'Tis  enough. 

Pet.  Laftof  all,  this  is  the  Urn  that  did  contain  the 
jrfhes  of  the  Emperors. 

Ant.  And  each  of  thefe  worth  a  king's  ranfom- 
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Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo* 

T>uke.  Save  you,  Sir, 

Ant.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen. 

Duke.  I  come,  Sir,  a  fuitor  to  you;  I  hear,  you  are 
poffefs'd  of  many  various  and  excellent  antiquities,  and 
though,  I  am  a  ftranger,  I.  would  intreat  your  Gentlenefs 
a,  favour. 

Ant.  What's  that,  Sk?^ 

Duke.  Only  that  you  would  vouchfafe  me,  to  be  a 
fpectator  of  their  curiofity  and  worth ;,  which  courtefy 
fliall  ingage  me  yours  for  ever. 

Ant.  For  their  worth,  I  will  not  promife,  'tis  as  yea 
pleafe  to  efleem  of  them. 

he.:n.  No  doubt,  Sir,  we  mall  afenbe  what  dignity  be- 
longs to  them,  and  to.  you, their  preserver. 

Ant.  You  fpeajc  nobly. ;  and  thus  much  let  me  tell  you 
to  your  edifying,  the  foolifh  doatingon  thefeprefent  no- 
velties, ,  is  the  caufe  why  fo  many  rare  inventions  have  al- 
ready perinYd  ;  and,  which  is  pity,  antiquity  has  not  left 
fo  much  as  a  fooritep  behind  her,  more  than  of  her  vices. 

l^pff.  'Tis  the  more  pity,  Sir. 

Ant.  Then,  what  raifes  fuch  vanities  amongft  us,  ard 
fets  phantaftical  fancies  a-work  ;  what's  the  reafon  that  fo 
marry, fre/h  tricks,  and  new  inventions  of  faihions,  and 
difeafes  come  daily  over  fea,  and  land  upon  a  man,  that 
never  durfl  adventure  to  tafte  fait  water,  but  only  the 
neglect  of  thole  ufeful  inftru&ions  which  antiquity  has  let 
down  > 

Duke.  You  fpeak  oracles,  Sir. 

Ant.  Look  farther,  and  tell  me  what  you  find  better, 
or  more  honourable  than  age ;  is  not  wifdom  intail'd 
upon  it?  Take  the  preheminence  of  it  in  every  thing, 
in  an  old  friend,  in  old  wine,  in  an  old  pedigree. 

Leon,  All  this  is  certain.. 

Ant.  I  confefs  to  you,  gentlemen,  I  muft  reverence 
and  prefer  the  precedent  times  before,  thefe,  which  con- 
fum'd.  their  ^vits  in  experiments;  and 'twas  a  virtuous 
emulation  amongil  them,  that  nothing  which  fnould  profit 
jpofterity,  mould  perifh. 

Leon,  It  argued  a  good  fatherly  providence. 

Ant, . 
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Ant.  It  did  fo;  there  was  Lyfippus,  that  fpent  his 
whole  life  in  the  lineaments  of  one  picture,  which  I  wiH 
ftiew  you  anon ;  then  was  there  Eudoxus  the  philofopher, 
who  grew  old  in  the  top  of  a  mountain,  to  contemplate 
aftronomy,  whofe  manufcript  I  have  alfo  by  me. 

Duke.  Have  you  fo,  Sir  } 

Ant.  I  have  that  and  many  more. ;  yet  fee  the  prepofte* 
xous  defires  of  men  in  thefe  days,  that  account  better  of 
a  mafs  of  gold,  than  whatever  Apelles  or  Phidias  have 
invented ! 

Duke .  That  is  their  ignorance. 

Ant.  Well,  gentlemen,  becaufe  I  perceive  you  are  in* 
genious,  I  would  intreat  you  to  walk  in,  where  I  will 
demonftrate  all,  and  proceed  in  my  admonition.     {Exeunt. 

Enter  Aurelio  and  Lionel. 

Lion.  *Tis  well,  Sir,  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  foon  got  free 
from  your  bondage. 

Am-..  Yes,  I. thank  my  liars,  I  am  now  my  own  man 
again,  I  have  flept  out  my  drunken  fit  of  love,  and  am 
recovered;  you  that  are  my, friends,  rejoice. at  my  liberty. 

Lion.  Why,  was  it  fo  painful  to  you? 

Aur.  More  tedious  than  a  fiege ;  I  wonder  what  black 
leaf  in  the  book  of  fate  lias  decreed  that  mifery  upon 
man,  to-be  in  love ;  it  transforms  him  to  a  worfe  monfler 
than  e'er  Calypfo's  cup  did:  a  country  gentleman  among 
courtiers,  or  their  wives  among  the  ladies,  a  clown 
among  citizens,  nay  an  afs  among  apes,  is  not  half  fo 
ridiculous  as  that  makes  us.  Oh !  that  I  could  but  come  by 
i:$  how  I  would  tear  it,  that  never  fuch  a  wicked  painon 
fhould  arife  in  any  human  breaft,  again. 

Lion.  You  are.  too  violent  in  yourhate  ;  you  fhould  ne- 
ver fo  fall  out  with  a  friend,  as  to  admit  no  hope  of  -recon* 
ciiement. 

Ayr.  Til  firft  be  at  peace  with  a  ferpent.  Mark  me, 
if  thou  halt  care  •  of  thy  time,  thy  health,  thy  fame,,  or 
thy  wits,  avoid  it. 

Lion.  I  mull  confefs,  I  have  been  a  little  vain  that  way,, 
yet  never  fo  tranfported,  but  when  I;  few -.a  handfomer  in 
place,  1  could  leave  the  former,  and  cleave  to  the  latter.; 
I.  was  ever  conftant  to  beauty. 

Aur. 
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Aur.  Hold  thee  there  Hill,  and  if  there  be  a  rieceffity  at 
any  time,  that  thou  muft  be  mad,  let  it  be  a  fhort  fury, 
and  away;  let  not  this  paltry  love  hang  too  long  upon 
the  file,  be  not  deluded  with  delays,  for  if  thefe  fhe-crea- 
tures  have  once  the  predominance,  there  mall  be  no  way 
to  torture  thee,  but  they'll  find  it  out,  and  inflidt  it  with- 
out mercy;  they'll  work  on  thy  difpofition,  and  if  thou 
hail  any  good-nature,  they'll  be  fure  to  abuje  thee  ex- 
tremely. 

Lion,  opeak  you  this  in  earner!  ? 

Aur.  I  know  not  what  you  call  earner!,  but  before  I'll 
endure  that  life  again,  I'll  bind  my  felf  to  a  carrier,  look  out 
any  employment  whatever,  fpend  my  hours  in  feeing  mo- 
tions and  puppet-plays,  rook  at  bowling-alleys,  mould 
tales,  and  vent  them  at  ordinaries,  carry  begging  epiitles, . 
walk  upon  projedL.   tranfcribe  fidlers  ditties. 

Lion.  Oh  monltrous !. 

Aur.  But  nnce  I  have  tailed  the  fweetnefs  of  my  free- 
dom, thou  dell  not  know  what  quicknefs*and  agility  is 
infufed  into  me,  I  feel  not  that  weight  was  wont  to  clog 
me,  where-e'er  I  went ;  I  am  all  fire  and  fpirit,  as  if  I 
had  been  flript  of  my  mortality  ?  I  hear  not  my  thoughts 
whifper  to  me  as  they  were  wont ;  fuch  a  man  is  your  ri- 
val, there's  an  affront,  call  him  to  an  account,  redeem 
your  miilrefs's  favour,  prefent  her  with  fuch  a  gift,  wait 
her  at  fuch  a  place ;  none  of  thefe  vanities. 

Lion.  You  are  happy,  Sir. 

Enter  Dake,  Petro,  and  Leonardo. 

Pet.  Come,  Gentles,  follow  me,  I'll  bring  you  to  them  ; 
look  you  where  they  are ! 

Duke.  Signior  Lionel,  I  have  trae'd  much  ground,  to 
inquire  for  you. 

Lion.  I  reft  engag'd  to  you  for  your  lafl  night's  love, 
Sir. 

Duke.  And  I  for  your  good  company.  Did  you  ever 
fee  fuch  a  blind  ruinous  tipling-houfe,  as  we  made  lhift  to 
find  out  ? 

Leon.  Ay,  and  the  people  were  as  wretched  in  it  5 
what  a  mill  of  tobacco  flew  amongfl  them  ? 

Lion.  And  what  a  deluge  of  rheum? 

1  Pet. 
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Pet.  If  the  houfe  be  fo  old  as  you  fpeak  of,  'twere 
good  you  brought  my  matter  intoit,  and  then  throw  't  a- 
top  of  him,  he  would  never  defire  to  be  better  buried. 

Duke,  Well  faid,  Petro. 

Lion.  Sir,  if  it  be  no  trouble  to  you,.  I  would  intreat 
you  know  my  worthy  friend  here. 

Duke.  You  mall  make  me  happy  in  any  worthy  ac- 
quaintance. 

Pet.  Well,  Signior  Lionel,  you  are  beholden  to  thefe 
gentlemen,  for  their  good  words  unto  your  uncle  for  you  ;•. 
they  fpoke  in  your  behalf,  as  earneftly,  as  e'er  did  law- 
yer for  his  client. 

Lion.  And  what  was  the  iffue  ? 

Pet.  He  is  hide-bound,  he  will  part  with  nothing; 
there  is  an  old  rivel'd  purfe  hangs  at  his  fide,  has  not 
been  lpos'd  thefe  twenty  years,  and,  I  think,  will  fo  con- 
tinue. 

Lion.  Why,  will  his  charity  flretch  to  nothing,  Petro  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  he  has  fent  you  fomething. 

Lion.  What  is't? 

Pet.  A  piece  of  antiquity,  Sir ;  'tis  Englifh  coin;  and 
if  you  will  needs  know,,  'tis  an  old  Harry  groat. 

Lion.  Thank  him  heartily. 

Pet.  And  'tis  the  firft,  he  fays,  that  e'er  was  made  of 
them,  and,  in  his  eiteem,  is  worth  three  double  ducats 
newly  ftampt. 

Lion.  His  folly  may  put  what  price  he  pleafe  upon  itr 
but  to  me  'tis  no  more  than  the  value,  Petro. 

Pet.  He  fays  moreover,  that  it  may  Hand  you  in  fome 
ufe  and  pleafure  hereafter,  when  you  grow  ancient ;  for 
it  is  worn  fo  thin  with  often  handling,  it  may  ferve  you. 
for  a  fpe£tacle. 

Lion.    Very  well. 

Duke.  'Twere  a  good  deed  to  confp ire  againft,  him  % 
he  has  a  humour  ea>y  to  be  wrought  on,  and  if  you'll, 
undertake  him,  we'll  affiil  you  in  the  performance. 

Lion.   With  all  my; heart,  gentlemen,  and  I  thank  you. 

Duke.  Let  us  defer  it  no  longer  then,  but  inftantly 
about  it. 

Lion,  A  match !  Lead  on, good  wit  and  fortune  guide  us, 

^Exeunt. 
A&us 
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Actus  TertiuG. 

Enter  Bravo  and  Boy. 
Brav.X^O  Y,    how  fits  my  rapier  ? 

JLj  Boy.   Ciofe,   Sir,  like  a  friend  that  meant  to 
flick  to  you. 

Brav.  He  that  will  purchafe  honour,  and  the  name  of 
Bravo,  mull  by  <:onfequence  be  a  brave  fellow,  his  title 
requires  it. 

Boy.,  But  pray,  Sir,  were  you  never  put  to.  the  worft 
in  your  days  ? 

Brav.  Who,  I  worried  ?  no,  boy ;  I  do  manage  my 
rapier  with  as  much  readinefs  and  facility,  as  an  unicorn  does 
his  antler. 

Boy.  Sure  you  muil  needs  be  very  flrong  then. 

Brav.  Not  fo  neither,   'tis  courage  in  me,  I  do  it  by. 
a  flight,  an  activity,  and  by  that  I  can  controll  any  man's 
.  point  whatfoever. 

Boy.  Is  it  pofiible? 

Brav.  I  tell  thee,  boy,  I  do  as  much  furpafs  Hercules 
at  my  rapier,  as  he  did  me  in  club-fighting :  have  you 
drawn  a  regifter  of  thofe  men, :  that  have  been  forc'd  by 
this  weak  inflrument,  to  lay  down  their  lives  ?  I  think 
it. has  cut  more  lives  than  Atropos. 

Boy.  But  pray,  Sir,  were  they  all  your  own  exploits  f 

Brav.  Indeed,  boy,  thou  may'ft  queflion  it ;  for,  and 
they  were  to  perform  again,  they  would  hardly  be  done. 
What  will  this  age  come  to  ?  Where  be  thofe  f lining  hur- 
tnours, .  that  were  wont  to  trouble  the  world?  Peace,  I 
think,  will  o'erfpread  them  all  like  a  gangrene,  and  men 
will  die  with  a  lethargy :  there's  no  malice  extant,  no 
jealoufies,  no  employment  to  fet  wickednefs  a-work  ;  'tis 
never  a  dead  time  with  me,  but  when  there's  no  body  to 
kill. 
*    Boy.  That's  a  miferable  extremity  indeed,  Sir. 

Brav* 
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Brav.  Leave  me,  boy,  to  my  meditations-— [Exit  Boy. 

Enter  Mocinigo. 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Nick  Machiavel,  there  will  never 
he  the  peer  of  thee,  for  wholefome  policy  and  goodcoun- 
fel ;  thou  took'ft  pains  to  chalk  men  out.  the  dark  paths 
and  hidden  plots  of  murdier  and  deceit,  and  no  man  has 
the  grace  to  follow  thee ;  the  age  is  unthankful,  thy  prir> 
ciples  are  quite  forfaken,  and  worn  out  of  memory. 

Moc.  There's  a  fellow  walks  melancholy,  and  that's 
commonly  a  paffion  apt  to  entertain  any  mifchief ;  difcon- 
tent  and  honefty  feldom  harbour  together.  How  fcurvily 
lie  looks,  like  one  of  the  devil's  fa&ors!  I'll  tempt  hkn. 
By  your  leave,  Sir. 

Brav.  Ha! 

Moc.  No  hurt,  good  Sir,  be  not  fo  furious,  I  befeech  you, 

Brav.  What  are  you  ? 

Moc.  I  am  bold  to  diflurb  you,  and  would  fain  commu- 
nicate a  bufinefs,  if  you  had  the  patience  to  hear  me. 

Brav.  Speak,  what  is' t? 

Moc.  Youfeem  a  man,,  upon  whom  fortune,  perhaps, 
has  not  caft  fo  favourable  an  afpecl,  as  you  deferve. 

Brav.  Can  you  win  her  to  look  better  ? 

Moc.  Though  not  her,,  yet,,  perhaps,  a  fervant  of  hers, 
that  mall  be  as  gracious  to  you,  and  as  profitable. 

Brav.  What's  fhe? 

Moc.  It  may  be,  you  want  money  5  there  is  a  way  to 
purchafe  it,  if  you  have  the  heart. 

Brav,  The  heart !  Has't  thou  the  heart  to  fpeak,  nay, 
to  conceive  what  I  dare  not  undertake  ? 

Moc.  A  fit  inHrnment  for  my  purpofe !  How  luckily  has 
fortune  brought  me  to  him?  Do  you  hear,  Sir,  'tis  but 
the  flight  killing  of  a  man,  or  fo ;  no  more. 

Brav.  Is  that  all?- 

Moc.  Is  that  nothing  h 

Brav.  Some  queafy  ftomach  might  turn,  perhaps,  at 
fuch  a  motion  ;  but  I  am  more  refolv'd,  better  harden'd. 
What  is  he  ?  For  I  have  rny  feveral  rates,  falaries  for  blood ; 
for  a  lord,  fo  much ;  for  a  knight,  fo  much ;  a  gentle- 
man, fo  much  ;  a  peaiant,  fo  much  ;,  a  firanger,  fo  much ; 
and  a  native,  fo  much. 

Mac. 
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Moc.  Nay,  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  a  citizen  of  Venice. 

Brav.  Let  him  be  what  he  will,  and  we  can  agree : 
it  has  been  a  foolilh  ambition  heretofore,  to  fave  them, 
•and  men  were  rewarded  for  it  with  garlands ;  but  I  had 
rather  deftroy  one  or  two  of  them,  they  multiply  too  fall. 

Moc .  Da  you  know  one  Signior  Aurelio  then  ?  He  is 
the  man,  he  woo'd  my  miftrefs,  and  fought  to  win  her 
from  me. 

Brav.  A  warrantable  caufe !  fhew  me  the  man,  and 
'tis  enough. 

Moc.  And  what  muft  I  give  you  ? 

Brav.  At  a  word,  thirty  livres,  I'll  not  bate  you  a  betfo. 

Moc.  I'll  give  you  twenty. 

Brav.  You  bid  like  a  chapman  :  well,  'tis  a  hard  time ; 
in  hope  of  your  cuflom  hereafter,  I'll  take  your  money. 

Mac.  There  'tis.  Now  for  the  means,  how  can  you 
compafs  it  ?  Were  you  not  bell  poifon  him,  think  you  ? 

Brav.  With  a  bullet  or  ftilletto ;  poifon  him  !  I  fcom 
to  do  things  fo  poorly ;  no,  I'll  ufe  valour  in  my  villany, 
or  I'll  do  nothing. 

Mac.  You  fpeak  honourably,  and  now  I  think  on't, 
what  if  you  beat  him  welfavour'dly ,  and  fpared  his  life  ? 

Brav.  Beat  him !  flay  there  ;  I'll  kill  him  for  this 
fam,  but  I'll  not  beat  him  for  thrice  the  value ;  fo  he 
niight  do  as  much  for  me :  no,  Til  leave  him  impotent 
for  all  thought  of  revenge. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Moc.  Well,  Sir,  ufe  your  pleafure— Look  you,  here's 
the  gentlewoman,  for  whofe  lake  it  is  done— Lady,  you 
are  come  moll  opportunely,  to  be  a  witnefs  of  my  love 
and  zeal  to  you;  he  is  the  man  that  will  do  the  feat. 

Luc.  What  feat  ? 

Moc.  That  you  and  I  confulted  of,  kill  the  rafcal 
Aurelio,  take  him  out  of  the  way;  what  fhould  he  live 
any  longer  for  ?  I'll  have  no  man  breathe  that  you  difguil. 

Luc.  Then  ought  you  to  go  and  hang  your  felf. 

Moc.  Who,  I  hang  my  felf,  for  what  ?  my  good  fer- 
vice,  and  refped  to  your  quiet  ?  If  he  have  any  mind  to 
haunt  your  chamber  hereafter,  he  fhall  do  it  as  a  ghoit, 
without  any  fubilantial  fliape,  I  aiTure  you. 
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Luc.  I  think  the  fool  is  in  earneft:  I  muft  ufe  policy, 
and  not  play  away  a  man's  life  fo  ;  nay,  pr'ythee  fweet- 
heart  be  not  angry,  'twas  but  to  try  thee  :  this  kifs,  and 
my  love. 

Moc  Why,  here's  fome  amends  yet,  now  'tis  as  it 
jhould  be. 

Luc.  I  am  as  deep  and  eager,  in  this  purpofe, 
As  you  are,  therefore  grant  me  leave,  a  little, 
To  talk  with  him ;  I  have  fome  private  counfel 
To  give  him,  for  the  better  execution. 

Mac.  May  I  not  hear  ? 

Luc.  No,  as  you  love  me,  go. 

Moc.  Her  humour  muil  be  law  y  we  that  are  fuitorsj 
Mult  deal  with  women,  as  with  towns  befieg'd, 
Offer  them  fair  conditions*  till  you  get  them, 
And  then  we'll  tyrannize  :  Yet  there's  a  doubt 
Is  not  refolv'd  on. 

Luc.  Good  Sir,  be  gone. 

Moc.  I  vanifh  :  Were  I  bell  truft  this  fellow  with  my 
miftrefs  ? 
Temptations  may  arife  ;  'tis  all  one,  I  am 
A  right  Italian,  and  the  world  fhall  fee, 
That  my  revenge  is  above  jealoufy.  [Exit. 

Bra<v.  Now  Lady,  your  pleafure  ? 

Luc.  I  would  not  allow  myfelf  any  conference  with 
you,  did  my  reafon  perfuade  me,  that  you  are  as  badas 
you  feem  to  be  :  Pray,  what  are  you  ? 

Brav.  I  am,  fweet  creature,  a  kind  of  lawlefs  jufticer, 
or  ufurping  martialifl  of  authority,  that  will  kill  any  man 
with  my  fafety. 

Luc.  And  you  purpofe  the  death  of  this  gentleman  ? 

Brav.  I  will  do  any  thing  for  hire. 

Luc.  Have  you  no  confcience  ? 

Brav.  Confcience  !  I  know  not  what  it  is :  Why  mould 
any  man  live,,  and  I  want  money  ? 

Luc.  Have  you  no  regard  then  of  innocence  ? 

Br  civ.  'Tis  crime  enough,   he  has  a  life. 

Luc.  How  long  have  you  been  vers'd  in  this  trade  r 

Bra<v.  'Tis  my  vocation. 

Luc.  Leave  it,  'tis  damnable  ; 
And  thou*  the  worit  and  bafeft  of  all  villains, 

It 
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It  had  been  better  for  the  womb  that  bare  thee, 

If  it  had  travaiPd  with  a  peftilence  : 

.What  feed  of  tygers  could  beget  thee  to 

Such  bold  and  rafh  attempts  ?  for  a  fmall  lucre, 

Which  will  be  ftraight  as  ill  fpent  as  'twas  got, 

To  deftroy  that,  whofe  eiTence  is  divine; 

Souls,  in  themfelves  more  pure  than  are  the  heavens,. 

Or  thy  ill-boding  liars ;  more  worth  than  all 

The  treafure  lock'd  up  in  the  heart  of  earth, 

And  yet  do  this  unmov'd  or  unprovok'd. 

Brav.  I  have  no  other  means,  nor  way  of  living. 
Luc.  'Twere  better  perifh,  than  be  fo  fupported  ; 
There  are  a  thoufand  courfes  to  fubfift  by. 

Bra<v.  Ay  ;  but  a  free  and  daring  fpirit  fcorns 
To  Hoop  to  fervile  ways,  but  will  choofe  rather 
To  purchafe  his  revenue  from  his  fword. 

Luc.  I  fee  you  are  grown  obdurate  in  your  crimes, 
Founded  to  vice,  loft  to  all  piety  ; 
Without  the  apprehenfion  of  what  wrong 
You  do  your  country,  in  depriving  her 
Of  thofe  fhe  now  enjoys,  as  ufeful  members,. 
And  killing  their  pofterity,  who,  perhaps, 
Might,  with  their  art  or  induftry,  advance  her. 

Bra<v.  What  courteous  itch,  I  wonder,  has  poffeft 
,  Your  virtuous  ladyfhip,  to  give  me  advice  ? 
Beit  keep  your  wits  until  you  get  a  hufband, 
Who  may,  perhaps,  require  your  learned  counfel. 

Luc.  'Tis  true,  fuch  as  do  acl  thy  villanies, 
Hate  to  be  told,  or  think  of  them  ;  but  hear  me, 
Haft  thou  no  fenfe,  nor  no  remorfe  of  foul  ? 
No  thought  of  any  Deity,  who  though 
It  fpare  thee  for  a  while,  will  fend,  at  laft, 
A  quick  return  of  vengeance  on  thy  head,^ 
And  dart  thee  down  like  phaeton  ? 

Bran;.  Sweet  virgin, 
Face  about  to  fome  other  difcourfe, 
I  cannot  relifh  this. 

Luc.  So  I  believe  ;  but  yet 
Compofe  your  thoughts  for  fpeedy  penitence, 
Your  life  for  an  amendment,  or  I  vow, 
To.  lay  your  actions  open  to  the  Senate. 

Brav. 
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SraiL  Did  not  your  fweet-heart  tempt  me  to  this  deed  ? 
And  will  you  now  betray  me  ? 

Luc.  He,  my  fweet-heart ! 
I  hate  you  both  alike  ;  that  very  word 
Is  enough  to  divorce  thee  from  my  pity, 
Pail  hope  of  reconcilement ;  for  what  mercy 
Is  to  be  had  of  two  fuch  prodigies  ? 
Will  you  recant  yet  ?  fpeak,  will  you  be  honeft  ? 

Bra.  I  think  you'll  force  me  to  become  your  patient, 

Luc.  It  is  the  way  to  heal  thee  of  a  fore, 
Whofe  cure  is  fupernatural :  what  art, 
What  mirror  is  fufficient  to  demonftrate 
The  foulnefs  of  thy  guilt?  whofe  leprous  mind 
Is  but  one  ftain,  feas  cannot  cleanfe  ?    Why,  murder 
\Tis  of  all  vices  the  moil  contrary 
To  every  virtue,  and  humanity  ; 
For  they  intend  the  pleafure  and  delight, 
But  this  the  difiblution  of  nature. 

Brav.  She  does  begin  to  move  me. 

Luc.  Think  of  thy  fin, 
It  is  the  heir  apparent  unto  hell, 
And  has  fo  many,  and  fo  ugly  fhapes, 
His  father  Pluto,  and  the  furies  hate 
To  look  on  their  own  birth ;  yet  thou  dar'ft  a£l 
What  they  fear  to  fuggeft,  and  fell  thy  foul 
To  quick  perdition.  * 

Brav.  This  has  wak'd  me  more, 
Into  a  quicker  infight  of  my  evils, 
That  have  impal'd  me  round  with  horrid  fhapes  $ 
More  various,  than  the  fev'ral  forms  of  dreams 
That  wait  on  Morpheus  in  his  fleepy  den. 

Luc.  Then 'tis  a  fearful  fin,  and  always  labours 
With  the  new  birth  of  damn' d  inventions 
And  horrid  practices ;  for  'tis  fo  fearful, 
It  dares  not  walk  alone,  and  where  it  bide?, 
There  is  no  reft,  nor  no  fecurity, 
But  a. perpetual  temper!  of  defpair. 

Brav.  All  this  I  feel  by  fad  experience ; 
Where  have  I  been,  where  have   I  liv'd  a  flranger, 
Exil'd  from  all  good  thoughts  ?  Never  till  now 
JDid  any  beam  of  grace,  os  good,  (nine  on  me. 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Befides,  'tis  fo  abhorr'd  of  all  that's  good, 
That  when  this  monfter  lifts  his  curfed  head 
Above  the  earth,  and  wraps  it  in  the  clouds, 
The  fun  flies  back,  as  loth  to  ftain  his  rays 
With  fuch  a  foul  pollution ;  and  night, 
In  emulation  of  fo  black  a  deed, 
Puts  on  her  darkeft  robe  to  cover  it. 

Brav .  Oh  do  not  grate  too  much  upon  my  fufPrings, 
You  have  won  upon  my  confcience,  and  I  feel 
A  fting  within  me,  tells  my  troubled  foul, 
That  I  have  trod  too  long  thofe  bloody  paths 
That  lead  unto  deflruction. 

Luc.  Thenbeforry, 
And  with  repentance  purge  away  thy  fin. 

Bra<v.  Will  all  my  days  and  hours,  confunvd  in  prayers, 
My  eyes  diffolv'd  to  tears,  warn  off  fuch  crimes  ? 

Luc.  If  they  be  ferious,  and  continued. 

Brav.  You  are  a  virgin,  and  your  vows  are  chafte, 
Do  you  aflift  me. 

Luc.  So  you'll  do  the  like 
For  me  in  what  I  fhall  propofe. 

Branj.  I  will, 
And  joy  to  be  employ'd,  there's  no  thought, 
Which  can  proceed  from  you,  but  which  is  virtuous  : 
And  'tis  a  comfort,  and  a  kind  of  goodnefs, 
To  mix  with  you  in  any  action. 

Luc.  Nay  more,  in  recompenfe  of  your  fair  preffer, 
Becaufe  you  fay,  you  are  deititute  of  means, 
I'll  fee  that  want  fupply'd. 

Bra<v.  Divinefl  Lady, 
Command  my  fervice. 

Luc.  Walk  then  in  with  me, 
And  then  I  will  acquaint  you  with  the  project.     [Exeunt. 

Enter   Duke,  Lionel,  and  Leonardo,  Petrucio  following. 

Duke.  I  fee  him  coming,  let's  fall  into  admiration  of 
his  good  part  ,  that  he  may  over-hear  his  own  praife. 

Lion.  I  have,  methinks,  a  longing  defire  to  meet  with 
Signior  Petrucio. 

Pet.  I  hear  my  felf  nam'd  amongft  them ;  'tis  no  point 
of  civility,  to  Men  what  opinion  the  world  holds  of  me, 
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I  mall  conceive  it  by  their  difcourfe ;  a  man  behind  his  back, 
(hall  be  fure  to  have  nothing  but  truth  fpoke  of  him. 

Leon.  Pray  Sir,  when  faw  you  that  thrice  noble  and 
accomplim'd  gentleman,  Petrucio  ? 

Pet.  Thrice  noble,  and  accomplihYd !  there's  a  new 
ftyle  thruft  upon  me. 

Duke.  It  pleas'd  the  indulgency  of  my  fate,  to  blefs  me 
with  his  company  this  morning,  where  he  himfelf  was  no 
lefs  favourable  to  grace  me  with  theperufalofa  Madrigal, 
or  an  efTay  of  beauty,  which  he  had  then  newly  compos'd. 

Lion.  Well,  Gallants,  either  my  underilanding  mif-in- 
forms  me,  or  he  is  one  of  the  moil  rare  and  noble  qualified 
pieces  of  gentility,  that  ever  did  inrich  our  climate. 

Leon.  Believe  it,  Sir,  'twere  a  kind  of  prophanation,  to 
make  doubt  of  the  contrary. 

Pet.  How  happy  am.  I  in  fiich  acquaintance  ?  A  man 
fhall  have  his  due,  when  your  meaner  fociety  has  neither 
judgment  to  difcem  worth,  nor  credit  to  commend  it. 

Duke.  'Twas  my  happinefs,  th'  other  day,  to  be  in  the 
prefence  with  certain  Ladies,  where  I  heard  him  the  moil 
extoll'd  and  approv'd  ;  one  of  them  was  not  aiham'd  to 
pronounce  it  openly,  that  me  would  never  defire  more  of 
heaven,  than  to  enjoy  fuch  a  man  for  her  fervant. 

Pet,  It  fhall  be  my  next  imployment,  to  enquire  out  for 
that  Lady. 

Lion.  'Tis  a  miracle  to  me,  how,  in  fo  fmall  a  com- 
petency of  time,  he  fhould  arrive  to  fuch  an  abfolute  pleni- 
tude of  perfection. 

Leon.  No  wonder  at  all,  a  man  that  has  travell'd,  and 
been  careful  of  his  time. 

Lion.  But  by  your  favour,  Sir,  'tis  not  every  man's 
happinefs,  to  make  fo  good  ufe  on't. 

Duke.  I'll  refolve  you  fomething,  there  is  as  great  a 
myftery  in  the  acquisition  of  knowledge,  as  of  wealth  ; 
have  you  not  a  citizen  will  grow  rich  in  a  moment,  and 
why  not  he  ingenious  ?  Befides,  who  knows  but  he  might 
have  digg'd  for  it,  and  fo  found  out  fome  conceal'd  trea- 
sure of  underilanding  ? 

Pet.  Now,  as  I  am  truly  noble,  'tis  a  wrongful  im- 
putation upon  me. 

Leoit. 
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Leon.  Well,  if  he  had  but  bounty  annex'd  to  his  other  I 
fufiiciencies,  he  were  unparallel'd. 

Duke.  Nay,  there's  no  man  in  the  earth  more  liberal ; 
take  it  upon  my  word,  he  has  not  that  thing  in  the  world 
fo  dear  or  precious  in  his  efteem,  which  he  will  not  molt 
willingly  part  with,  upon  the  leaft  fummons  of  his  friend. 

Pet.  Now  mufl  I  give  away  fome  two  or  three  hundred 
pounds  worth  of  toys,  to  maintain  this  afTertion. 

Lion.  You  fpoke  of  verfes  e'en  now  ;  if  you  have  the 
copy,  pray  vouchfafe  us  a  fight  of  them. 

Duke.  I  cannot  fuddenly  refolve  you;  yes,  here  they  are. 

Lion.  What's  this? 

A  Madrigal  of  Beauty. 
If 1 Jhould praife  her  virtue  and  her  beauty , 

as  ^tis  my  duty ; 
And  tell  how  every  grace  doth  her  become : 

"'tis  ten  to  one, 
But  1  Jhould  fail  in  the  exprejjion. 
Leon.  I'marry,  Sir,  this  founds  fomething  like  excellent. 
Lion.  Then,  by  your  leave, 

Although,  I  cannot  write  what  I  conceive ; 

V»  my  dejire, 
That  vohat  I  fail  tofpeak,  you  would  admire. 

Leon.  Why,  this  has  fome  tafte  in't !  how  Ihould  he  ar- 
rive to  this  admirable  invention  ? 

Duke.  Are  you  fo  prepofterous  in  your  opinion,  to 
think  that  wit  and  elegancy,  in  writing,  are  only  confin'.d 
to  ftagers  and  book-worms  ?  'Twere  a  folecifm  to  imagine, 
that  a  young  bravery,  who  lives  in  the  perpetual  fphere  of 
humanity,  where  every  waiting-woman  fpeaks  perfect 
Arcadia,  and  the  Ladies  lips  diftil  with  the  very  quintef- 
fence  of  conceit,  Ihould  be  fo  barren  of  apprehenfion,  as 
not  to  participate  of  their  virtues. 

Leon.   Now  I  confider,  they  are  great  helps  to  a  man. 

Duke.  But  when  he  has  travelled,  and  delibated  the  French 
2nd  trie  Spanifh  ;  can  lie  a-bed,  and  expound  Aitrasa,  and 
digeft  him  into  complements ;  and  when  he  is  up,  accoft 
his  miftrefs  with  what  he  had  read  in  the  morning  >  now 
if  fuch  a  one  mould  rack  up  his  imagination,  and  give  wings 
to  his  mufe,  'tis  credible,  he  ihould  more  catch  your  deli- 
cate 
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cate  Court-ear,   than  all   your   head-fcratchers,    thumb- 
biters,  lamp- wallers  of  them  all. 

Leon.  Well,  I  fay  the  iniquity  of  fortune  appears  in 
nothing  more,  than  not  advancing  that  man  to  ibme  ex- 
traordinary honours. 

Lion,  but  I  never  thought  he  had  any  genius  that  way. 
Duke.  What,  becaufe  he  has  been   backward  to  pro- 
duce his  good  qualities  ?  Believe  it,  Poetry  will  out,  it  can 
no  more  be  hid,  than  lire  or  love. 

Pet.  I'll  break  them  off,  they  have  e'en  fpoken  enough  in 
my  behalf  for  nothing,  o'confeience.  Save  you,  Cavaliero's ! 
Duke.  My  much-honour' d  Petracio,  you  are  welcome ; 
we  were  now  entred  into  a  difcourfe  of /our  worth,  whi- 
ther do  your  occafions  enforce  you  fo  fall  ? 

Pet.  Gentlemen,  to  tell  you  true,  I  am  going  upon 
fome  raptures. 

Leon.  Upon  raptures,  fay  you  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  my  employment  is  tripartite ;  I  have  here  an 
anagram  to  a  Lady,  I  made  of  her  name  this  morning; 
with  a  poefy  to  another,  that  mull  be  inferted  into  a  ring : 
and  here's  a  paper  carries  a  fecret  word  too,  that  mull  be 
given,  and  worn  by  a  Knight  and  Tllter ;  and  all  my  own 
imaginations,  as  I  hope  to  be  blefs'd. 

Lion.  Is't  pofhble  ?  how,  have  you  lately  drunk  of  the 
borfe-pond,  or  frept  on  the  forked  Parnaffus,  that  you  flart 
out  fo  fudden  a  poet  ? 

Pet.  Tut!  I  leave.your  Helicons,  and  your  pale  Pirenes, 
to  luch  as  will  look  after  them  ;  for  my  own  part,  I  fol- 
low the  inlligation  of  my  brain,  and  fcorn  other  helps. 
Lion.  Do  you  fo  ? 

Pet.  I'll  jullify  it,  the  multiplicity  of  learning  does  but 
dillracl  a  man  ;  I  am  all  for  your  modern  humours,  and 
when  I  lift  to  exprefs  a  pafhon,  it  flows  from  me  with  that 
fpring  of  amorous  conceits,  that  a  true  lover  may  hang  his  - 
head  over,  and  read  in  it,  the  v^ry  phys'nomy  of  his  affec- 
tion. 

Duke.  Why  this  is  a  rare  mirrour  f 
Leon.  'Tis  fo  indeed,  and  beyond  all  the  art  of  opticks. 
Pet.  And  when  my  head  labours  with  the  pangs  of  de- 
livery, by  chance  up  comes  a  countefs's  waiting- woman, 
at  whofe  fight,  as  at  the  remembrance  of  a  miilrefs,  my 
Vol.  VII.  H  per* 
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pen  falls  out  of  my  hand  ;  and  then  do  I  read  to  her  half  a 
dozen  lines,  whereat  we  both  fit  together,  and  melt  into 
tears. 

Leon.  Pitiful-hearted  creatures ! 

Pet.  I  am  now  about  a  device,  that  this  gentleman  has 
promis'd  fhall  be  prefented  before  his  Highnefs. 

Duke.  Yes,  upon  my  word,  Sir,  and  your  felf  with  it. 

Pet.  Shall  the  Duke  take  notice  of  me  too  ?  Oh  hea- 
vens, how  you  tranfport  me  with  the  thought  on't ! 

Duke,  iil  bring  you  to  him,  believe  me,  and  you  know 
not  what  grace  he  may  do  you. 

Pet.  'Tis  a  happinefs  beyond  mortals :  I  cannot  tell,  it 
may  be  my  good  fortune  to  advance  you  all. 

Lion.  We  fhall  be  glad  to  have  dependance  on  you. 

Pet.  Gentles,  I  would  intreat  you  a  courtefy. 

Duke.  What's  that,  Signior  ?  * 

Pet.  That  you  would  be  all  plcas'd  to  grace  my  lodging 
to-morrow  at  a  banquet,  there  will  be  Ladies  and  Gallants ; 
and  among  the  reft,  I'll  knd  to  invite  your  uncle  the  An- 
tiquary, and  we'll  be  very  merry,  I  aflure  you. 

Leon.  Well,  Sir,  your  bounty  commands  us  not  to  fail 

you. 

Pet.  Bounty !  there's  a  memorandum  for  me.  In  the 
mean  time,  pray  accept  thefe  few  favours  at  my  hands,  as 
aflurance  that  you  will  not  fail  me ;  till  when,  I  take  my 
leave.  [Exit. 

Lion  Farewell,  Sir,  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  as  dull  a 
p'ece  of  fcalp,  as  e'er  covered  the  brain  of  any  traveller. 

Duke,  For  love's  fake,  Lionel,  let's  hafte  to  thy  uncle, 
before  the  coxcomb  prevent  us. 

Lion.  Why,  Sir,  I  ftay  for  you. 

Leon.  Has  Petro  prepar'd  him  for  your  entrance  ?  and  is 
your  difguife  fit  ? 

Lion.  I  have  all  in  a  readinefs. 

Duke.  On  then,  and  when  you  are  warm  in  your  dif- 
courfe,  we'll  come  with  our  device  to  affright  him :  'twill 
be  an  excellent  fcene  of  aHii&km. 

Leon.  Be  lure  you  mark  your  cue,  Sir,  and  do  not  fail 
to  approach. 

Duke.  T rufl  to  my  care,  I  warrant  you.  {Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Aurelio  and  Servant. 

Aur.  A  gentlewoman  without  fpeak  with  me,  fay  you  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir,  and  will  by  no  means  be  put  back. 

Aur.  I  am  no  lawyer,  nor  no  fecretary  :  what  bufinefs 
can  fhe  have  here,  I  wonder  ? 

Ser.  She  is  very  importunate  td  enter. 

Aur.  I  was  once  in  the  humour,  never  to  admit  any  of 
them  to  come  near  me  again,  but  fmce  me  is  fo  eager,  let 
Jier  approach  :  I'll  try  my  ftrength,  what  proof  'tis  againfl 
her  inchantments ;  if  ever  UlyiTes  were  more  provident,  or 
better  arm'd  to  fail  by  the  Sirens,  I'll  perifh;  if  fhe  have 
the  art  to  impofe  upon  me,  ler  her  beg  my  wit  for  an  ana- 
tomy, and  diffecl  it 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Now,  Lady  Humour,  what  new  motion  in  the  blood  has 
turn'd  the  tide  of  your  fancy,  to  come  hither  ? 

Luc.  Thefe  words  are  but  unkind  falutes  to  a  gentle- 
woman. 

Aur.  They  are  too  good  for  you.  With  what  face  dare 
you  approach  hither,  knowing  how  infinitely  you  have 
abus'd  me  ?  You  want  matter  to  exercife  your  wits  on,  the 
world's  too  wife  for  you,  and  e'er  you  infnare  me  again, 
you'll  have  good  luck. 

Luc.  Pray,  Sir,  do  not  reiterate  thofe  things  which 
might  better  be  forgotten ;  I  confefs  I  have  done  ill,  be- 
caufe  I  am  a  woman,  and  young,  and  'twill  be  noblenefs 
in  you,  not  to  remember  it. 

Aur.  I'll  fooner  plow  up  fhoar  and  fow  it,  and  live  in 
expectation  of  a  crop,  before  I'll  think  the  leaf!  good  from 
any  of  your  fex,  while  I  breath  again. 

Luc.  I  hope,  Sir,  that  time  and  experience  will  reclify 
your  judgment,  to  a  better  opinion  of  us. 

Auk.  I'll  trufl  my  fhip  to  a  florin,  my  fubftance  to  a 
broken  citizen,  e'er  I'll  creditany  of  you. 

Luc.  Good  Sir,  be  intreated,  I  come  a  penitent  lover, 
with  a  vow'd  recantation  to  all  former  practices,  and  ma- 
licious endeavours,  that  I  have  wrought  againfl:  you. 

Aur.  How  can  I  think  better  of  you,  when  I  confider 
your  nature,  your  pride,  your  treachery,  your  covetoufnefs, 

H  z  your 
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your  luft ;  and  how  you  commit  perjury,  eafier  than 
ipeak  ? 

Luc.  Sure  'tis  no  defert  in  us,  but  your  own  mifguufcd 
thoughts,  that  move  in  you  this  pafhon. 

Aur.  Indeed,  time  was,  I  thought  you  pretty  fcolifh 
things  to  play  withall ;  and  was  fo  blinded,  as  to  imagine, 
that  your  hearts  were  golden  threads,  that  your  eyes  dar- 
ted forth  beams,  that  laughter  fate  fmiling  on  your  lips, 
and  the  coral  itfelflook'd  pale  to  them  ;  that  you  mcv'd 
like  a  goddefs,  and  diffused  your  pleafurcs  wide  as  the  airy 
then  could  I  prevent  the  riling  fun  to  wait  on  you,  ob- 
ferv'd  every  nod  you  caft  forth,  had  the  patience  to  hear 
y  our  difcourfe,  and  admir'd  you,  when  you  talkM  of  your 
vifit.%  of  the  court,  of  councils,  of  nobility,  and  of  y 014  r 
anceftors. 

Luc.  And  were  not  thefe  pleafmg  to  you  ? 

jfur*  Nothing  but  a  heap  of  tortures:  but  fmce  I  have 
learned  the  Delphick  Oracle,  to  know  my  J "elf,  and  ponder 
what  a  deal  of  mifchief  you  work,  I  am  content  to  live  pri- 
vate and  folitary,  without  any  penfive  thought,  what  you 
do,  or  what  ihali  become  of  you. 

Luc.  Sir,  if  you  calculate  ail  occafions,  I  have  not  me- 
rited this  neglecl  from  you. 

Aur.  Yes,  and  more.  Do  you  not  remember  what  talks 
you  were  wont  to  put  me  to,  and  expences  ?  when  I  be- 
ftow'd  on  you  gowns  and  petticoats,  and  you  in  exchange, 
gave  me  bracelets  and  fhoe-ties  ?  how  you  fool'd  me  fome- 
times,  and  fet  me  to  pin  pleats  in  your  ruff,  two  hours 
together,  and  made  a  waiting  frippery  of  me  ?  how  you 
rack'd  my  brain,  to  compofe  verfcs  for  you  ?  a  thing  I  could 
never  abide:  nay,  -jn  my  confcience,  and  I  had  not  took 
courage,  you  had  brought  me  to  {pin,  and  beat  me  with 
your  flippers. 

Luc.  Well,  Sir,  I  perceive  you  are  refclv'd  to  hear  no 
reafon;  but  before  my  forrowful  departure,  know,  me 
that  you  flight,  is  the  prefcrver  of  your  life  ;  therefore  I 
dare  be  bold  to  call  you  ingrate,  and  in  that  I  have  fpoke 
all  that  can  be  ill  in  man. 

Aur.  Pray  flay,  come  back  a  little. 

Luc.  Not  till  you  are  better  tempered :  what  I  have  re- 
vealed, is  true ;  aud  though  you  prove  unthankful,  good 
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deeds  reward  themfelves,  the  confcience  of  the  fa£t  fhall 
pay  my  virtue.     So  I  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Aur.  That  1  mould  owe  my  life  to  her  !  which  way,  I 
wonder  ?  Something  depends  on  this,  I  mull  win  out ;  well, 
I  will  not  forfwear  it,  but  the  toy  may  take  me  in  the 
head,  and  I  may  fee  her.  [Exit. 

Enter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

Ant.  Has  he  fuch  rare  things,  fay  you  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  Sir,  I  believe  you  have  not  feen  the  like  of 
them?  they  are  a  couple  of  old  manufcripts,  found  in  a 
wall,  and  llor'd  up  with  the  foundation  :  it  may  be  they 
are  die  writings  of  fome  Prophetefs. 

Ant.  What  moves  you  to  think  fo,  Petro. 

Pet.  Becaufe,  Sir,  the  characters  are  fo  imperfect  ;  for 
time  has  eaten  out  the  letters,  and  the  dull  makes  a  paren- 
thefis  betwixt  every  fy liable. 

Ant,.  A  Ihrewd  convincing  argument !  this  fellow  has  a 
notable  reach  with  him.  Go,  bid  him  enter,  a  hundred  to 
one  fome  fool  has  them  in  poiTeilion,  that  knows  not  their 
value ;  it  may  be,  a  man  may  purchafe  them  for  little  or 
nothing ■ 

Enter  Lionel  like  a  Scholar,  *witb  two  hods. 
Gome   near,  friend,  let  me  fee  what  you  -have   there. 
Umph,  'tis  as  I  iaid,  they  are  of  the  old  Roman  bir  ding, 
what's  the  price  of  thefe  ? 

Lion.  I  would  be  loth,  Sir,  to  fell  them  under  rate, 
only  to  merit  laughter  for  my  rafhnefe :  therefore  I  thought 
good  to  bellow  them  on  you,  and  refer  my  felf  to  your 
wifdomand  free  nature  for  my  fatisfidlion. 

Ant.  You  fay  welt,  then  am  I  bound  again  in  conscience 
to  deal  jultly  with  you  ;  will  five  hundred  crowns  content 
you  ? 

Lion.  I'll  demand  no  more,  Sir. 

Ant.  Petro,  fee  them  deliver'd  ;  now  I  need  not  fear  to 
tell  you  what  they  are :  this  is  a  book  de  Republica,  tis 
Marcus  Tullius  Cicero's  own  hand-writing  ;  1  have  fome 
other  books  of  his  penning,  give  me  affurance  of  it. 

Pet.  And  what's  the  other,  Sir  ? 
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Ant.  This  ether  is  a  book  of  mathematicks,  that  was 
long  loft  in  darkr,efs,  and  afterwards  reftored  by  Ptolemy. 

Lion.  I  wonder,  Sir,  unlefs  you  were  time's  fecrfctary, 
hew  you  mould  arrive  to  this  intelligence. 

Ant.  I  know  it  by  more  than  inspiration  ;  you  had 
them  out  of  a  wall,  you  fay  ? 

Lion.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ant.  Well  then,  however  you  came  by  them,  they 
were  firft  brought  to  Venice  by  Cardinal  Girmannus  a 
patriarch,  and  were  digg'd  out"  of  the  fcruins  of  Aquileia, 
after  it  was  fack'd  by  Attila  king  of  the  Hunns, 

Lion.  This  to  me  is  wonderful. 

Ant.  Petro,  I  mean  to  retire,  and  give  my  felf  wholly 
to  contemplation  of  thefe  ftudies ;  and  becaufe  nothing 
{hall  hinder  me,  I  mean  to  leafe  out  my  lands,  and  live 
confin'd ;  inquire  me  out  a  chapman  that  will .  take  them 
of  me. 

Lion.  If  you  pleafe  to  lett  them,  Sir,  I  will  help  you 
to  a  tenant. 

m  Ant.  Will  you,  Sir?  With  all  my  heart,  and  I'll  af- 
ford him  the  better  bargain  for  your  fake. 

Pa.  He  may  pay  the  rent  with  counters,  and  make 
Jlim  believe  they  are  antiquities. 

Ant.  What's  the  yearly  rent  of  them,  Petro  ? 

Pet.  They  have  been  racked,  Sir,  to  three  thoufand 
crowns ;  but  the  old  rent  was  never  above  fifteen  hundred. 

Ant.  Go  to,  you  have  faid  enough,  I'll  have  no 
more  than  the  old  rent ;  name  your  man,  and  the  inden- 
tures lhall  be  drawn. 

Lion.  Before  I  propofe  that,  Sir,  I  thought  good  to  ac- 
quaint you  with  a  fpecialty  I  found  among  other  writings, 
which  having  a  feal  to  it,  and  a  name  fubfcrib'd,  does  moft 
properly  belong  to  you. 

Ant.  Let  me  fee  it;  what's  here,  Signior  Jovanno 
Veterano,  de  Monte  Nigro !  he  was  my  great  grandfa- 
ther, and  thib  is  an  old  debt  of  his,  that  remains  yet  un- 
cancell'd ;  you  could  never  have  pleas'd  me  better  to  my 
coft,  this  ought  in  confeience  to  be  difcharg'd,  and  I'll 
fee  it  fatiffied,  the  firft  thing  I  do  ;  come  along. 

Pet.  Will  you  afford  your  nephew,  no  exhibition  out 
of  vour  eitate,  Sn  ? 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Not  a  fol,  not  a  gaset ;  I  have  articles  to  propofe 
before  the  fenate,  fhall  difijiherit  him. 

Lion.  Have  you,  Sir?  not  juftly,  I  hope ;  pray  what 
are  they  ? 

Ant.  One  of  them  is,  he  fent  me  letters  beyond  fea, 
dated  Stilo  Novo. 

Lion.  That  was  a  great  overfight. 

Ant.  Then  you  remember,  Petro,  fee  took  up  com- 
modities, new-falhion'd  Huffs,  when  he  was  under  age  too, 
that  he  might  cozen  his  creditors. 

Pet.  "Yes,   Sir. 

Ant.  And  afterwards  found  out  a  new  way  to  pay  them  too. 

Lion.  He  ferv'd  them  but  in  their  kind,  Sir ;  perhaps 
they  meant  to  have  cheated  him. 

Ant.  'Tis  all  one,  Til  have  no  fuch  practices ;  but 
the  vvorft  of  all,  one  time  when  I  found  him  drunk,  and 
chid  him  for  his  vice,  he  had  no  way  to  excufe  himfelf, 
but  to  fay  he  would  become  a  new  man. 

Lion.  That  was  heiuoufly  fpoken  indeed  f 

Ant.  Thefe  are  fafficient  aggravations  to  any  one  that 
fhall  underitand  my  humour. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo* 

Duke.  Save  you,  Sir ! 

Ant.  Thefc  gentlemen  fhall  be  witneffes  to  the  bonds  5 
you  are  very  welcome. 

Duke.  I  hardly  believe  it,  when  you  hear  our  mefiage. 

Ant.  Why,  1  befeech  you? 

Duke.  I  am  forry  to  be  made  the  unkind  initrumentttf 
wrong  you,  but  fince  'tis  a  tafk  imposed  from  fo  great  a 
command,  I  hope  you  will  the  -cafier  be  indue' d  to  dif- 
penle  with  me. 

Ant.  Come  nearer  to  your  aim,  I  underftand  you  not. 

Duke.  Then  thus,  Sir  ;  the  Duke  has  been  inform' d  of 
your  rarities,  and  holding  them  an  unfit  treafure  for  a 
private  man  to  porTefs,  he  hath  fent  his  mandamus  to  take 
them  from  you.     See,  here's  his  hand  for  the  delivery. 

Ant.  Oh,    oh! 

Leon    What  ails  you,  Sir  ? 

Ant.  I  am  ftruck  with  a  hidden  fickne£,  fome  good 
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man  Kelp  to  keep  my  foul  in,  that  is  rufhing  fionr  me, 
and  will  by  no  means  be  intreated  to  Continue. 

Lion.  Pfay>  Sir,  be  comforted. 

Ant.  Comfort!  no,  I  defpife  it,  he  has  given  me  dag- 
gers to  my  heart. 

Leon.  Shew  your  felf  a  man,  Sir,  and  contemn  the 
worft  of  fortune. 

Ant.  Good  Sir,  could  not  you  have  invented  a  lefs 
ftudied  way  of  torture  to  take  away  my  life  ? 

Bah'.  I  hope  'twill  not  work  Vo  deeply  with  you. 

Ant.  Nay,  and  'twould  Hop  there,  'twere  well;  but 
'tis  a  punifhment  will  follow  me  after  death,  and  amid 
me  worfe  than  a  fury. 

Leon.  I  much  pity  the  gentleman's  cafe. 

Ant.  Think  what  'tis  to  lofe  a  fon,  when  you  have 
brought  him  up;  or  after  a  fev  en  year's  voyage,  to  fee 
jour  ihip  funk  in  the. harbour. 

Duke.  'Twere  a  woful  fpeclacle  indeed  ! 

Ant.  They  are  but  tickling  to  this,  I  have  been  all  my 
life  a  gathering  what  I  mult  now  lofe  in  a  moment  -y  the 
facking  of  a  city,  is  nothing  to  be  compared  with  it. 

Leon.  And  that's  lamentable. 

Ant.  'Twill  but  only  give  you  a  light  to  conceive  of 
my  mifery. 

Lion.  Pray,  Sir,  be  not  importunate  to  take  them  this 
time,  but  try  rather,  if  by  any  means  you  can  revoke  the 
decree. 

Duke.  'Twill  be  fomewhat  dangerous,  but  for  your 
lake,  IT1  try. 

Ant.  Shall  I  hope  any  comfort  ?,  Then  upon  my  credit, 
gentlemen,  I'll  appoint  you  all  mine  heirs,  fo  foon  as  1 
am  dead. 

Duke.  You  fpeak  nobly. 

Ant.  Nay,  and  becaufe  you  mail  not  long  gape  after 
it,  I'll  die  within  a.  month,  and  fet  you  down  all  joint 
execuors. 

Lion.  But  when  you  are  freed  from  the  terror  of  his 
impofition,  will  you  not  recant  ? 

Ant.  Nay,  and  you  doubt  me,,  walk  along,  and  I'll 
confirm 't  upon  you  inftantly.  {Exeunt. 

Actus 
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A&us  Quartus. 

Enter  JEmilia,  and  Angelia. 
JEmil.  IT7HY,  gentle  boy,  think  what  a  happy  blifs 
Y V     Thou  {halt  enjoy,  before  thou  know'ft 
what  'tis. 

Ang.  'Twill  be  a  dear  experiment,  to  waile 
My  prime,  and  flower  of  youth,  and  fufFer  all 
Thole  liquid  fweets  to  be  extracted  from  me,  • 
By  the  hot  influence  of  confuming  luft ; 
Only  to  find,  how  well  you  can  exprefs 
What  fkilful  arts  are  hid  in  wickednefs. 

JEmil.  Thou  dream' it,  fond  boy,  thofe  fweets  of  youth 
and  beauty, 
Were  lent,  to  be  employed  upon  their  like ; 
And  when  they  both  do  meet,  and  are  extinguifli'd, 
From  their  mixt  heat,  a  rich  perfume  {hall  rife, 
And  bum  to  love,  a  grateful  facrifice. 

Ang,  But  I'll  not  be  fo  prodigal,  to  lavifh 
Such  gifcs  away,  that  be  irrevocable, 
AtA  yet  the  firft  that  leave  us. 

JEmiL  Twill  be  ne'er  exacted, 
How  foon  you  have  beflow'd  them,  but  how  well : 
What  good  cr  profit  can  a  hidden  tieafure 
Do  more,  than  feed  the  mifer's  greedy  eye  ? 
When,  if  'twere  well  beftow'd,  it  might  enrich 
The  owner,  and  the  ufer  of  it ;  fuch 
Is  youth,  and  nature's  bounty,  that  receive 
A  gain  from  the  expence :  but,  were  there  none 
But  a  mere  damage,  yet  the  pleafure  of  it, 
And  the  delight,  would  recompenfe  the  lofs. 

Ang.  Whate'er  the  pleafure  be,  or  thc.deligh*, 
1  am  too  young,  not  plum'd  for  fuch  a  flight. 

JEmll.  Too  young!  a  poor  excufe ;  alas,  your  will 
Is  weaker  than  your  power :  no.  one  can  be 
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Too  young  to  learn  good  arts ;  and  for  my  part, 
I  am  not  taken  with  a  boifteipus  fin.ew, 
A  brawny  limb,  cr  back  of  Hercules ; 
But  with  a  foft  delicious  beauty  ;  fuch 
As  people,  looking  on  his  doubtful  fex, 
Might  think  him  male  or  female. 

Ang.  I  cannot  blame 
Thefe  juft  Italians,  to  lock  up  their  wives, 
That  are  fo  free  and  difiblute  ;  they  labour, 
Not  with  their  country's  heat,  more  than  their  own. 
Will  you  be  fatisfied  ?  I  am  too  young. 

JEmil.  Too  young,  I  like  you  the  better ;  there  is  a  price 
Due  to  the  early  cherry:  the  firft  apples 
Deferve  more  grace ;  the  budding  rofe  is  fet  by, 
But  Hale,  and  fully  blown,  is  left  for  vulgars 
To  rub  their  fweaty  ringers  on.     Too  young ! 
As  well  you  may  affirm  the  tender  tree 
Too  young  to  graft   upon,  or  you  may  fay, 
The  rifing  fun's  too  young  to  court  the  day. 

A:ig.  But  there  are  bonds,  Hymen  has  laid  upon  you, 
Keep  us  aiunder. 

JErait.  Thofe  are  only  toys, 
Shadows,  meet  apparitions  of  doubt 
To  affright  children :  do  but  yield  unto  me, 
My  arms  mall  be  thy  fphere  to  wander  in, 
Circled  about  with  fpells  to  charm  thefe  fears ; 
And  when  thou  fleep'ft,  Cupid  mail  crown  thy  Humbert 
'With  thoufand  fhapes  of  luftfui  dalliance; 
Then  will  I  bathe  thee  in  ambfofia, 
And  from  my  lips  diftil  fuch  ne&ar  on  thee, 
Shall  make  thy  item  immortal. 

Enter  Lorenzo* 

Lor.  Kow  now,  wife,  is  this  your  exercife  r 
Wife,  did  I  lay  ?  Stain  of  my  blood  and  ilTue, 
The  great  antipathy  unto  my  nature, 
Courting  your  paramour;  death  to  my  honour, 
What  have  I  feen  and  heard  ?  Curfe  of  my  fate  I 
Would  I  had  firft  been  deaf,  or  thou  ftruck  dumb, 
Before  this  Gorgon,  this  damn'd  vihon 
Had  numb'd  my  faculties. 
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JEmiL  What  have  you  feen 
Or  heard,  more  than  a  dialogue  I  read 
This  morning  in  a  book  ? 

Lor.  Would  thou  and  that  book 
Were  both  burnt  for  hereticks :  You  genial  powers, 
Why  did  you  fend  this  ferpent  to  my  bofom, 
To  pierce  me  through  with  greater  cruelty, 
Than  Cleopatra  felt  from  flings  of  adders? 
Hence  from  my  fight,  thou  venom  to  my  eyes9 
Would  I  could  look  thee  dead,  or  with  a  frown,. 
DiiTedl  thee  into  atoms,  and  then  hurl  them 
About  the  world,  to  cafl  infection, 
And  blifler  all  they  light  on. 

JEmiL  You  are  mad,  and  rave  without  a  fcmfe. 

Lor.  Oh  heavens!  fhe  means 
To  juilify  her  fin;  can1!!:  thou  redeem 
Thy  loft  fame,  and  my  wrongs  ? 

JBmil.  No,  Sir,  111  leave  you, 
You  are  too  pailionate.  [Exit, 

Ang.  Pray,  Sir,  be  fatisfiedj  we  meant  no  hurt. 

Lor.  What  charm  held  back  my  hand,  I  did  not  let 
Her  foul  blood  out  ?  then  throw  't  into  the  air, 
Whence  it  might  mount  up  to  the  higher  region, 
And  there  convert  into  forne  fearful  meteor, 
To  threaten  all  her  kindred.  Stay,  fweet  child, 
For  thou  art  virtuous ;  yet  go  however, 
Thou  put'fl  me  in  remembrance  of  fome  ill.  [Exiii 

Diana  blufh'd  Actaeon  to  a  flag  : 
What  mail  luft  do  ?  Chattily  made  horns !  : 
I  (hall  be  grafted  with  a  horrid  pair, 
And  between  every  branch,  a  written  fcrowl 
Shall  fpeak  my  limn e,  that  foot-boys  fhall  difcern  it/ 
And  failors  read  it  as  they  pafs  along : 
If  I  bear  this,  I  have  no  foul  nor  fpleen, 
I  mull  invent  fome  mifchkf ;  fmalleft  cares 
Are  talkative,  whilil  great  ones  filent  are.  [Mxit. 

Enter  JEmilia. 

JEmiL  What  have  I   dene  ?  That  with  a  clue  of  lull 
Have  wrought  my  felf  in  fuch  a  labyrinth, 
Whence  I  ihall  ne'er  get  free  :  There  is- no  wrong, 
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Like  to  the  breach  of  wedlock,  thofe  injuries 
Are  writ  in  marble,  time  fhall  ne'er  rafe  outr 
The  hearts  of  fuch,  if  they  be  once  divided, 
.  Will  ne'er  grow  one  again ;  fooner  you  may 
Call  tile  fpent  d?.yy  or  bid  the  ftream  return, 
That  long iince  flid  befide  you:  I  am  loft, 
Quite  forfeited  to  fhame,  which  till  I  felt, 
I  ne'er  forefaw,  fo  was  the  lefs  prepared. 
But  yet  tkey  fay,  a  woman's  wit  is  fadden, 
And  quick  at  an  excufe ;  I  was  too  foolifn, 
Had  he  confounded  heaven  and  earth  with  oaths, 
I  might  have  fvvorn  him  down,  or  wept  fo  truly, 
Thai  he  mould  fooner-  queftion  his  own  eyes, 
Tharr  my  falfe  tears ;  this  had  been  worth  the  a£tingr 
Or  elfe  1  might  have  flood  to  the  defence  on't, 
Been  angry,  and  took  a  courage  from  my  crimes ; 
But  I  was  tame  and  ignorant. 

Enter  Lionel. 

Librf.  Save  you,  Lady ! 

JEm '••■/.  Oh  Signior  Lionel,  you  have  undone  me; 

Lion.  Who  I !  which  way  ? 

JKmil.  The  boy  you  brought  my  huihand. 

Lor.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 

JEmiL  He  is  a  witch,  a  thief, 
That  has  flol'n  all  my  honours ;  his  frnooth  vif  :ge 
tSeeni'd  like  a  fea  becalm'd,  or  a  fafe  harbour, 
Where  love  might  ride  fecurely,  but  was  found 
A  danderous,  quick-iand,  whereiil  are  perifhed 
My  hopes  and  fortunes,  by  no  art  or  engine 
To  be  weighed  up  again. 

Lion.  Inibuft  me  how. 

JEtnil.  Teach  me  the  way  then,  that  I  may  relate. 
My  own  ill  (lory,  with  as  great  a  boldnefs 
As  I  did  firft  conceive,  and  after  ad  it ; 
What  wicked  erro;:  led  my  wandring  thoughts 
l'o  gaze  on  his  faFe  beauty,,  that  has  prov'd 
The  fatal  minute  of  my  mind's  firfl  ruin  ?     . 
Shall  I  be  brief? 

Lion.  What  elfe  I 

JEtnil. 
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JEmil.  How  can  I  fpeak 
Or  plead  with  hope,  that  have  fo  foul  a  caufe ! 

Lion.  You  torture  me  too  much  ;  the  fear  of  evil 
Is  worfe  than  die  event. 

JEmil.  Then,  though  my  heart 
Abhor  the  memory,  I'll  tell  it  out ; 
The  boy  I  mention' d  (whatever  power 
Did  lay  on  me  fo  fad  a  punifhment) 
I  did  behold  him  with  a  luftful  eye, 
And  which  is  the  perfection  of  fin, 
Did  woo  him  to  my  will, 

Lion.  Well,  what  of  that? 
You  are  not  the  firfr.  offender  in  that  kind. 

JEmiL  My  fuit  no  fooner  ended,  but  came  in 
My  jealous  hufband. 

Lion.  That  was  fomething  indeed ! 

JEmiL  Who  overheard  as  all. 

Lion.  A  fhrewd  mifchance ! 

JEmil.  Judge  with -what  countenance  he  did  behold  me, 
Or  I  view  him,  that  had  fo  great  a  guilt 
Hang  on  my  brow  ;  my  looks  and  hot  define 
Both  fell  together  :  whilft  he,  big  with  anger, 
And  fwol'n  high  with  revenge,  haites  from  my  prefen.ce- 
Only  to  lludy  how  to  inflict  tome  torture, 
Which  Iltaytoexpecl:,  and  heru you  fee 
The  fufFeririg  object  of  his  cruelty. 

Lion.  Methinks  it  were, an  e^iy  thing  for  one 
That  were  ingenious,  to  retort  ail 
On  his  own  head,  and,  make  him  afe  forgiveneD*. 

JEmil.  That  would  be  a  fcene  indeed  ! 

Lion.  I  have  bten  fortunate 
In  fuch  turns  in  my  days. 

JEmil.  Could  you  do  this,. 
I'd  fwear  you  had  more  wit  than  Mercury, 
Or  his  Ton  A  utolycus,  that  was  able 
To  change  black  into  white. 

Lion.  Do  not  defpair, 
I  have  a  genius  was  ne'er  falfe  to  me  I 
If  he  mould  fail  me  now  in  thefe  extremes, 
I  would  not  only  wonder,  but  renounce  him. 
He  tells  me  ibrnething.may  be  done  ;  beru/d, 

And 
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And  if  I  plot  not  fo,  to  make  all  hit. 

Then  you  fhall  take  the  mortgage  of  my  wit. 

JEmil.  However,  Sir,  you  fpeak  comfortably.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Aurelio  above,  Duke  and  Leonardo  over  the  ^tage. 

Aur.  Good-morrow,  gentlemen  ;  what,  you  are  for  the 
feaft,  I  perceive  ? 

Duke.  Mailer  Aurelio,  good-morrow  to  you;  whofe 
chamber's  that,   I  pray  ? 

Aur.-  My  own,  Sir,  now ;  I  thank  ill  fortune,  and  a 
good  wife. 

Duke.  What,  are  you  married,  and  your  friends  not 
pre-acquainted  r  this  will  be  conftru'd  amengft  them. 

Aur.  A  ftol'n  wedding,  Sir ;  I  was  glad  to  apprehend 
any  occaiion,  when  I  found  her  inclining :  we'll  celebrate 
the  folemnities  hereafter,  when  there  fhall  be  nothing 
wanting  to  make  our  Hymen  happy,  and  flourifhing. 

Leon.  In  good  time,  Sir;  who  is  your  fpoufe,  I  pray? 

Aur.  Marry  Sir,  a  creature,  for  whofe  fake  I  have  en- 
dured many  a  heat  and  cold,  before  I  could  vanquifh  her ; 
(he  has  prov'd  one  of  Hercules'  labours  to  me,  but  time 
that  prefers  all  things,  made  my  long  toil  and  affection 
both  fuccefsful ;  and  in  brief,  'tis  Miilrefs  Lncretia,  as  very 
z  haggard  as  ever  was  brought  to  lift. 

Duke.  Indeed  !  I  have  often  heard  you  much  complain 
of  her  coyneis  and  difdain;  what  aufpicious  charm  has 
hgw  reconcil'd  you  together  ? 

Aur.  There  is,  Sir,  a  critical  minute  in  every  man's 
wooing,  when  his  miftrefs  may  be  won,  which  if  hecare- 
lefly  neglefr  to  prcfecute,  he  may  wait  long  enough  befcre 
he  gain  the  like  opportunity. 

Leon.  It  feems,  Sir,  you  have  lighted  upon' t;  wewifh 
you  much  joy  in  your  fair  choice. 

Aur.  Thank  you,  gentlemen,  and  I  to  either  of  you  no 
worfe  fortune  ;  but  that  my  wife  is  not  yet  riien,  I  would  * 
mtreat  you  take  the  pains  come  up  and  vifit  her. 

Duke.  No,  Sir,  that  would  be  uncivil,  we'll  wait  fome 
fitter  occafion  to  gratulate  your  rites :  Good-morrow  to 
you*  [Exeunt. 

Aur.  Your  fervant !  Nay,  lie  you  ftill,  and  dare  net  to 
much  as  proffer  to  mutter,,  for  if  you  do,  I  varum  3  now, 

if 
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if  you  will  revolt,  you  may.     I  have  laid  a  ftain  upon 
your  honour,  which  you  mall  wafli  off  as  well  as  you  can. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Luc.  Was  this  done  like  a  gentleman,  or  indeed  like  a 
true  lover,  to  bring  my  name  in  queftfofy  and  make  me 
no  lefs  than  your  whore  ?  Was  I  ever  married  to  you  ?  {peak. 

Aur.   No,  but  you  may  when  you  pleafe. 

Luc.  Why  were  you  then  fo  impudent  to  proclaim 
fuch  u  falfhood,  and  fay  I  was  your  wife,  and  that  you 
had  lain  with  me,  when  'twas  no  fuch  matter. 

Aur.  Becaufe  I  meant  to  make  you  fo,  and  no  man  elfe 
fhould  do  it. 

Luc,  Slight,  this  is  a  device  to  over -reach  a  woman 
with  ;  he  has  madded  me,  and  I  would  give  a  hundred 
crowns  I  could  (cold  out  my  anger. 

Aur.  Come,  there's  no  injury  done  to  you,  but  what 
lies  in  my  power  to  make  whole  again. 

Luc.  Your  power  to  make  whole  !  I'll  have  no  man 
command  me  lb  far.  What  can  any  lawful  jury  judge  of 
my  honefiy,  upon  fuch  proofs  as  ;hefe,  when  they  (hall 
fee  a  gentleman  making  himfelf  ready  fo  early,  and  fa- 
luting  them  out  of  the  chamber  ?  whither  (like  a  ialfe 
man)  thou  haft  ftoPn  in  by  the  bribery  of  my  fervant ;  is 
this  no  fcandal? 

Aur.  'Twasdoneon  purpofe,  and  I  am  glad  my  in- 
ventions thrive  fo  ;  therefore  do  not  fcand  talking,  but  re- 
folve. 

Luc.  What  mould  I  refolve  ? 

Aur.  To  marry  me,  for  the  fafe-guard  of  your  credit, 
and  that  foddenly  ;  for  I  have  made  a  vow,  that  unleis 
you  will  do  it  without  delay,  Til  not  have  you  at  all. 

Luc.  Some  politician  coanfel  me  !  there's  no  fuch  tor- 
ment to  a  woman,  though  fhe  affecl:  a  thing  ever  fo  ear- 
neuly,  yet  to  be  fore'd  to  it. 

Aur.  What,  are  you  agreed  ? 

Luc  Weil,  you  are  a  tyrant,  lead  on  ;  what  murl  be, 
muit  be  :  but  if  there  were  any  other  way  in  the  earth, 
to  five  my  reputation,  Vd  never  have  thee. 

Aia\  Then  I  muit  do  you  a  courtefy  againfi  your  will; 

[Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter  Pe  true  la  and  Cook. 

Pet.  Come,  hcnefl  Cook,  let  me  fee  how  thy  imagina- 
tion has  wrought,  a9  well  as  thy  fingers,  and  what  curio- 
fity  thou  haft  fhewn  in  the  preparation  of  this  banquet ; 
for,  gluttoning  delights  to  be  ingenious. 

Cook.  I  have  provided  you  a  feaft,  Sir,  of  twelve  diihe3, 
whereof  each  of  them  is  an  emblem  of  one  of  the  twelve 
figns  in  the  Zodiack. 

Pet.  Well  faid ;  who  will  now  deny  that  cookery  is  a 
myftery  ? 

Cook.  Look  you,  Sir,  there  is  the  life  of  them. 

Pet.  Aries,  Taurus,  Gemini ;  good  : 
For  Aries,  a  diih  of  lamb-ftones  and  fweet-breads.. 
For  Taurus,  a  fir- loin  of  beef. 
For  Gemini,  a  brace  of  pheafants. 
For  Cancer,  a  butter'd  crab. 
For  Libra,  a  balance,  in  one  fcale  a  cuftard,  in  the  other 

a  tart,  that's  a  diih  for  an  Alderman. 
For  Virgo,  a  green  fallet. 
For  Scorpio,  a  grand  one. 
For  Sagittarius,  a  party  of  \renifon.. 
For  Aquarius,  a  goofe. 
For  Pikes,  two  mullets.    Is  that  all  > 

Cook.  Read  on,  Sir. 

Pet.  And  in  the  middle  of  the  table,  to  have  an  arti- 
ficial hen,  made  of  pufFpafte,  with  her  wings  difplayVl, 
fitting  upon  eggs  composed  of  the  fame  materials  ;  where 
In  each  of  them  ihall  be  inclofed  a  fat  nightingale,  well 
feafon'd  with  pepper  and  ambergreafe.  So  then  will  I 
add  one  invention  more  of  my  own  ;  for  I  will  have  all 
thefe  defcend  from  the  top  of  my  roof,  in  a  throne,  as 
you  fee  Cupid  or  Mercury  in  a  play. 

Cook.  That  will  be  rare  indeed,  Sir  !  \Exiti 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo.. 

Pet.  See,  the  guefts  are  come ;  go,  and  make  all  ready. 
Gentles,  you  are  welcome. 

Duke.  Is  the  Antiquary  arriv'd,  or  no ;  can  you  telly 
Sir  r 

Pet.  Not  yet,  but  I  expect  him  each  minute 

Enttv 
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See,  your  word  has  charm'd  him  hither  already  ! 

Duke.  Signior,  you  are  happily  encountered,  and  the 
rather,  becaufe  I-  have  good  news  to  tell  you  ;  the  Duke 
has  been  fo  gracious  as  to  releafe  his  demand  for  your 
antiquities. 

Ant.  Has  he  ?  You  have  fill'd  me  all  over  with  fpirit, 
with  which  I  will  mix  fixteen  glafTes  of  wine,  to  his  health, 
the  firft  thing  1  do  ;  would  J  knew  his  Highnefs,  or  had 
a  |fift  occafion  to  prefent  my  loyalty  at  his  feet. 

"Duke.  For  that,  take  no  thought,  it  mail  be  my  care  to 
bring  you,  and  Signior  Petrucio  here,  both  before  him  : 
I  have  already  acquainted  him  with  both  your  worths, 
and  for  aught  I  can  gather  by  his  fpeech,  he  intends  to 
do  you  fome  extraordinary  honours  ,•  it  may  be,  he  will 
make  one  a  fenator,  becaufe  of  his  age  ;  and  on  the  other, 
bellow  his  daughter  or  niece  in  marriage  ;  there's  fome 
fuch  thing  hatching,  I  allure  you. 

Pet.  Very  likely,  I  imagin'd  as  much,  that  laft  (hall  be 
my  lot ;  I  knew  fome  fuch  deftiny  would  befall  me.  Shall 
we  be  jovial  upon  this  news,  and  thruil  all  fadnefs  out  of 
doors  ? 

Leon.  For  our  parts,  Vitellrus  was  never  fo  voluptuous ; 
all  our  difcourfe  mall  run  wit  to  the  laft. 

Duke.  Our  mirth  {hall  be  the  quinteffence  of  pleafure, 
And  our  delight  flow  with  that  harmony, 
TV  ambitious  fpheres  mail  to  the  centre  ihrink, 
To  hear,  our  mufick ;  fuch  ravifhing  accents, 
As  are  from  poets  in  their  fury  hurPd, 
When  their  outrageous  raptures  fill  the  world. 

Pet.  There  fpoke  my  genius  ! 

Ant.  Now  you  talk  of  mufick,  have  you  e'er  a  one 
that  can  play  us  an  old  lefTon,  or  fing  us  an  old  fong  ? 

Pet.  An  old  leilbn  !<  yes,  he  fhall  play  the  beginning  of 
the  world  ;  and  for  a  fong,  he  fhall  fing  one  that  was  made 
to  the  moving  of  the  orbs,  when  they  were  firft  fet  in 
tune. 

Ant.  Such  a  one  would  I  hear. 

Pet.  Walk  in  then,  and  it  fhall  not  be  long  before,  I 
fatisfy  your  defire,  [Exeunt-. 

Enter 
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Enter  Petro  and  Julia ,  nvifh  two  bottles. 

Jul.  Come,  mailer  Petro,  welcome  heartily;  while  they 
are  drinking  within,  we'll  be  as  merry  as  the  maids  ;■  I 
ftole  thefe  bottles  from  under  the  cupboard,  on  purpofe, 
againfl  your  coming. 

Pet.  Courteous  Miftrefs  Julia,  how  fhall  I  deferve  this 
favour  from  you  ? 

Jul.  There  is  a  way,  Mailer  Petro,  if  you.  could  find" 
it ;  but  the  tendernefs  of  your  youth  keeps  you  in  igno- 
rance; 'tis  a  great  fault,  I  muit  tell  you. 

Pet.  I  fliail  iirive  to  amend- it,  if  you  pleafe  to  inftrudY 
me,  Lady. 

Jul.  Alas,  do  not  you  know  what  maids  love  all  this 
while  ?  You  muft  come  oftner  amongft  us,  want  of  com- 
pany keeps  the  fpring  of  your  blood  backward. 

Pet.  It  does  fo,  but  you  (hall  fee,  when  we  are  private, 
I  fhall  begin  to  praftife  with  you  better. 

Enter  Bach  a. 

Bac.  Mafler  Petro,  this  was  kindly  done  of  you. 

Pet.  What's  my  mailer  a  doing,  can  you  tell  ? 

Bac  Why,  they  are  as  jovial  as  twenty  beggars,  drink 
tTieir  whole  cups,  fix  glaffes  at  a  health,  your  mailer's 
alrnofl  tipt  already. 

Pet.  So  much  the  better,  his  bufinefs  is  the  fooner 
difpatch'd. 

JuL  Well,  let  not  us  Hand  idle,  but  verify  the  proverb. 
Like  mafler,  like  man  ;  and  it  fhall  go  hard,  Mailer  Petro, 
but  we  will  put  you  in  the  fame  cue. 

Pet.  Let  me  have  fair  play,  put  nothing  in  my  cup,  and 
do  your  worfl. 

Bac.  Unlefs  the  cup  have  that  virtue,  to  retain  the 
print  of  a  kifs,  or  the  glance  of  an  eye,  to  enamour 
you  ;  nothing  eKe,   I  affure  you. 

Pet.  For  that,  I  fhall  be  more  thirily  of  than  of  the 
liquor. 

Jul.  Then  let's  make  no  more  words,  but  about  it 
grefently.     Come,  Mafter  Petro,  will  you  walk  in  ? 

Pct>  I  attend  you. 

Bac. 
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Bac.  It  mall  go  hard  but  I'll  drink  him  afleep,  and  then 
work  fome  knavery  upon  him,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke,  Leonardo^  and  the  Antiquary  drunk. 

Ant.  I'll  drink  with  all  Xerxes's  army  now,  a  whole 
river  at  a  draught. 

Duke.  By'r  Lady,  Sir,  that  requires  a  large  fwallow. 

Ant.  'Tis  all  one,  to  our  noble  Duke's  health,  I  can 
drink  no  lefs,  not  a  drop  lefs  ;  and  you  his  fervants  will 
pledge  me,  I  am  fure. 

Leon.  Yes,  Sir,  if  you  could  {hew  us  a  way,  when  we 
had  done,  hew  to  build  water-mills  in  our  bellies. 

Ant.  Do  you  what  you  will,  for  my  part,  I  will  begin 
it  again  and  again,  'till  Bacchus  hinuelf  ihall  Hand  amaz'd 
at  me. 

Leon.  But  mould  this  quantity  of  drink  come  upy 
'twere  enough  to  breed  a  deluge,  and  drown  a  whole 
country. 

Ant.  No  matter,  they  can  ne'er  die  better  than  to  be 
drown'd  in  the  Duke's  health. 

Duke.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  acquaint  him  how  much  he  is 
beholden  t®  you. 

Ant.  Will  you  believe  me,  gentlemen,  upon  my  credit  ? 

Leon.  Yes,  Sir,  any  thing. 

Ant.  Do  you  fee  thefe  breeches  then  ? 

Leon.  Ay,  what  of  them  ? 

Ant.  Thefe  were  Pompey's  breeches,  I  allure  you. 

Duke.  Is't  poiiible  ? 

Ant.  He  had  his  denomination  from  them,  he  was  call'd 
Pompey  the  Great,  from  wearing  of  thefe  great  breeches. 

Leo.  I  never  heard  to  much  before. 

Ant.  And  this  was  Julius  Caefar's  hat,  when  he  was 
kill'd  in  the  Capitol,  and  I  am  as  great  as  either  of  them 
at  this  prefent. 

Leo.  Like  enough  fo. 

Arit.  And  in  my  conceit  I  am  as  honourable^ 

Duke.  If  you  are  not,  you  deferve  to  be. 

Ant.  Where's  Signior  Pe truck)  ? 

Enter  Petro  and  Gafparo. 
Pet.  Nay,  good  father,  do  not  trouble  me  now  ;  'tis 
enough  now5  that  I  have  prcmis'd  you  to  go  to  the  Duke 

with. 
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with  me ;  in  the  mean  time  let  me  work  out  matters,'  do 
not  ciog  me  in  the  way  of  my  preferment ;  when  I  aih 
a  nobleman  I  will  do  by  you  as  Jupiter  did  by  the  other 
deities,  that  is,  I  will  let  down  my  chair  of  honour,  and 
pull  you  up  after  me. 

Gafp.  Well,  you  (hall  rule  me,  fen.  \Mxih 

Duke.  Signior,  Where  have  you  been  ? 

Pet.  I  have  been  forcing  my  brain  to  the  competition 
of  a  few  verfes,  in  the  behalf  of  your  entertainment,  and  I 
never  knew  them  flow  fo  dully  from  me  before  ;  ah 
Bxorcift  would  have  conjurM  you  up  half  a  dozen  fpirits 
in  the  fpace. 

Leon.  Indeed  I  heard  you  make  a  fearful  noife,  as  if  you 
had  been  in  travail  with  fome  ftrange  momter. 

Pet.  But  I  have  brought  them  out  at  laft,  I  thank  Mi- 
sierva  ;  and  without  the  help  of  a  midwife. 

Ant.  Reach  me  a  chair  :  I'll  fit  down,  and  read  them 
for  you. 

Leon,  You  read  them ! 

Ant.  Yes,  but  I'll  put  on  my  opticks  firft ;  look  you, 
thefe  were  Hannibal's  fpectacles. 

Duke.  Why,  did  Hannibal  wear  fpectacles  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  after  he  grew  dim  with  duft  in  following  the 
camp,  he  wore  fpeclacles.     Reach  me  the  paper, 

Leon.  No,  an  author  muft  recite  his  own  works. 

Ant.  Then  I'll  fit  and  fleep.     • 

Leon.  Read  on,  Signior. 

Pet.  They  were  made  to  fhew  how  welcome  you  are< 
to  me. 

Duke.  Read  them  out. 

Pet.   As  welcome  *as  the  gentry's  to  the  town > 
After  a  long  and  hard  vacation : 
As  welcome  as  a  tofs'd flip's  to  a  harbour, 
Health  to  the  fick,  or  a  caji  fuit  to  a  barber : 
Or  as  a  good  new  Play  is  to  the  times, 
When  they  have  long  furfeited  with  bafe  rhimes:  - 
As  welcome  as  thejpring  is   to   the  year, 
So  are  my  friends  to  me,  when  I  have  good  cheer. 

[While  he  reads,  the  Antiquary,  fails  afleep. 

Duke. 
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■  Buke.  F  marry,  Sir,  we  are  doubly  beholden  to  you  ; 
what  is  Signior  Veterano  fall'n  aileep,  and  at  the  recita- 
tion of  fuch  verfes  ?  a  moil  inhuman  difgrace,  and  not  to 
be  digefted  ! 

Pet.  Has  he  wrong'd  me  fo  difcourteoufly  ?  I'll  be  re- 
vfeng'd,  by  Phcebus. 

Leon,  But  which  way  can  you  parallel  To  foul  an  injury  ? 

Pet.  I'll  go  in,  and.  make  fome  verfes  againfc  him. 

Duke.  That  you  fhall  not,  'tis  not  requital  fufficient,  I 
have  a  better  trick  than  fo ;  come,  bear  him  in,  and  you 
fhall  fee  what  I  will  invent  for  you,  this  was  a  wrong 
arid  a  half.  [Exeunt.* 

Enter  JEmilia  and  Lionel. 

,../Emil.  Now,  Mailer  Lionel,  as  you  have  been  fortunate 
in.  the  forecailing  of  this  bunnefs,  fo  pray  be  frudious  in  the 
executing,  that  we  may  both  come  off  with  honour. 

Lion.  Obferve  but  my  directions,  and  fay  nothing. 

JEmil.  The  whole  adventure  of  my  credit  depends  upon 
your  care  and  evidence. 

Lio?i.  Let  no  former  paflage  difcourage  you,  be  but  as 
peremptory  as  caufe  is  good.  - 

JEmil.  Nay,  if  I  but  once  apprehend  a  juft  occaflon  to 
ufurp  over  him,  let  me  alone  to  talk  and  look  fcurvily— 
Step  aiide,  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

X-or.  My  wife !  fome  angel  guard  me  ;  the  looks  of 
Medufa  were  not  fo  ominous  ;  I'll  hade  from  the  infection 
of  her  fight,  as  from  the  appearance  of  a  bafilifk. 

JEmil.  Nay,  Sir,  you  may  tarry  ;  and  if  virtue  has 
not  quite  forfook  you,  or  that  your  ears  be  not  altoge- 
ther obdurate  to  good  counfel,  consider  what  I  fay,  ;:nd 
be  afhanVd  of  the  injuries  you  have  wrought  againit  me. 

Lor.  What  unheard-of  evafiori  has  the  fubtilty  of  wo- 
man's nature  fuggeiled  to  her  thoughts,  to  come  off  now  ? 

J£?nil.  Well,  Sir,  however  you  carry  it,  'tis  I  have  rea- 
son to  complain;  but  the  mildnefs  of  my  difpofition,  and 
injoined  obedience,  will  not  permit  me,  though  indeed 
your  wantonnefs  and  ill  carriage  have  fufficiently  pro- 
voked me. 

Lor. 
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Lor.  Provoked  you  !  I  provok'd  you  !  as  if  any  fault 
in  a  hufband  fhould  warrant  the  like  in  his  wife  :  no,  'twas 
thy  luft,  and  mightinefs  of  defire,  that  is  fo  ftrong  within 
thee.  Had'il  thou  no  company,  no  mafculine  object  to 
look  upon,  yet  thy  own  fancy  were  able  to  create  a 
creature,  with  whom  thou  might'it  commit,  though  not  an 
actual,  yet  a  mental  wickednefs. 

JEmil.  What  recompence  can  you  make  me  for  thofe 
ilanderous  conceits,  when  they  ihall  be  prov'd  falfe  to  you  ? 

Lor;  Hear  me,  thou  bafe  woman,  thou  that  art  the  ab- 
ftract  of  all  ever  yet  was  bad,  with  whom  mifchief  is  fo  in- 
corporate, that  you  are  -both  one  piece  together,  and  but 
that  you  go  ltill  hand  in  hand,  the  devil  were  not  fum- 
cient  to  encounter  with,  for  thou  art,  indeed,  able  to  in- 
struct him ;  do  not  imagine,  with  this  frontlefs  impudence, 
to  ftand  daring  of  me  ;  I  can  be  angry,  and  as  quick  in 
the  execution  of  it,  I  can. 

JEmil.  Be  as  angry  as  you  pleafe,  truth  and  honefty 
will  be  confident,  in  defpight  of  you ;  thofe  are  virtues  that 
will  look  juflice  itfelf  in  the  face. 

Lor.  Ay,  but  where  are  they  ?  not  a-near  you,  thou 
would' ft  blafl  them  to  behold  thee  ;  fcarce,  I  think,  in 
the  world,  efpeciaily  fuch  worlds  as  you  women  are. 

JEmil.  Hum  !  to  fee  what  an  eafy  matter  it  is  to  let  a 
jealous,  peevifh  hufband  go  on,  and  rebuke  him  at  plea- 
fure  ! 

Lor.  So  leud  and  flubborn,  mads  me ;  fpeak  briefly, 
what  objection  can  you  alledge  againit  me,  or  for  your- 
felf? 

JEmil.  None,  alas !  againft.  you,  you  are  virtuous,  but 
you  think  you  can  act  the  Jupiter,  to  blind  me  with  your 
efcapes,  and  conceaPd  trulls ;  yet  I  am  not  fo  ilmple,  but 
I  can  play  the  Juno,  and  find  out  your  exploits. 

lor.  What  exploits,  what  conceal'd  trulls  ? 

JEmil.  Why,  the  fuppofed  boy  you  feem  to  be  jealous 
of,  'tis  your  own  leman,  your  own  dear  morfel ;  I  have 
fearched  out  the  myitery  ;  hufbands  murl  do  ill,  and  wives 
muft  bear  the  reproach  ;  a  fine  inverlion  ! 

Lor.  I  am  more  in  a  maze,  more  involv'd  in  a  laby- 
rinth, than  before. 

JEmil. 
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JEmM.  You  were  befl  plead  innocence  too,  'tis  your 
..fafeit  refuge  ;  but  I  did  not  think  a  man  of  your  age  and 
beard  had  been  fo  lafcivious  to  keep  a  difguis'd  caliet  un- 
der my  nofe,  a  bafe  cockatrice  in  page's  apparel,  to  wait 
upon  you,  and  rob  me  of  my  due  benevolence;  «tjjere!s  no 
law  nor  equity  to  warrant  this. 

Lor.  Why,  do  I  any  fuch  thing  ? 

JEtnil.  Pray,  what  elfe  is  the  boy,  but  your  own  her- 
maphrodite ?  a  female  Siren,  in  a  male  out-fide.  Alas ! 
had  I  intended  what  you  fufpecl,  and  accufe  me  for,  I 
had  been  more  wary,  more  private  in  the  carriage*  I  af- 
iure  you. 

Lor.  Why,  is  that  boy  otherwife  than  he  appears  to  be  ? 

Enter  Lionel. 

JEmil.  'Tis  a  thing  will  quickly  be  fearch'd  out;  your 
fecret  bawdery,  and  the  murder  of  my  good  name,  will 
not  long  lie  hid,  I  warrant  you. 

Lion.  Now  is  my  cue  to  fecond  her. 

Lor.  Signior  Lionel,  moil  welcome  ;  I  would  intreat 
your  advice  here,  to  the  clearing  of  a  doubt. 

Lion.  What's  that,  Sir  ? 

Lor.  'Tis  concerning  the  boy  you  plac'd  with  me. 

Lion.  A  y,  what  of  him  ? 

Lor.  Whether  it  were  an  enchantment  or  no,  or  an 
jllufion  of  the  fight,  or  if  1  could  perfuade  myfelf  it  was 
a  dream,  'twere  better  ;  but  my  imagination  fo  perfuaded 
me,  that  I  heard  my  wife  and  him  interchanging  amorous 
difcourfe  together ;  to  what  an  extremity  of  pamon  the 
frailty  of  man's  nature  might  induce  me  to  ! 

Lion.   Very  good. 

Lor.  Not  very  good  neither,  but  after  the  expence  of 
fo  much  anger  and  diffraction,  my  wife  comes  upon  me 
again,  and  affirms  that  he  is  no  boy,  but  a  difguis'd  mi- 
ftrefs  of  my  own ;  and  upon  this  fwells  againit  me,  as  if 
{he  had  lain  all  night  in  the  leaven. 

JEmil.  Have  not  I  reafon  ? 

Lor.  Pray,  Sir,  will  you  inform  us  of  the  verity  of  his 

fv-X  ? 

Lion.  Then  take  it  upon  my  word,  'tis  a  woman. 
JEmil.  Now,  Sir,  what  have  you  to  anfvver  ? 

Lor. 
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Lor.  I  am  not  yet  throughly  {atisfied,  but  if  it  be  a 
woman,  I  muft  confefs  my  error. 

JEmil.  What  fatisfaction's  that,  after  fo  great  a  wrong, 
and  the  taking  away  of  my  good  name  ?  You  forget  my 
deferts,  and  how  1  brought  you  a  dowry  of  ten  talents ; 
befides,  I  find  no  fuch  fuperfluity  of  courage  in  you,  to 
do  this  neither. 

Lor.  Well,  were  he  a  boy  or  no,  'tis  more  than  I  can 
alrirm ;  yet  this  I'll  fwear,  I  entertain'd  him  for  no  mi- 
ftrefs,  and  I  hope  you  for  no  fervant ;  therefore,  good  wife, 
be  pacified. 

jEmiL  No,  Sir,  I'll  call  my  kindred  and  my  friends 
together,  then  prefent  a  joint  complaint  of  you  to  the 
fenate  ;  and  if  they  right  me  not,  I'll  pro  tell  there's  no 
juilice  in  their  court  or  government. 

Lor.  If  me  have  this  plea  againft  me,  I  mull:  make 
Iny  peace,  fhe'll  undo  me  elfe.  Sweet  wife,  I'll  aft  thee 
forgivenefs  upon  my  knees,  if  thou  wilt  have  me  ;  I  re- 
joice more  that  thou  art  clear,  than  I  was  angry  for  the 
fuppos'd  offence  ;  be  but  patient,  and  the  liberty  thou 
enjoy 'dil  before  fhall  be  thought  thraldom  hereafter. 
Sweet  Sir,  will  you  mediate  ? 

Lion.  Come,  fweet  Lady,  upon  my  requefl  you  fhall 
be  made  friends ;  'twas  but  a  miflake,  conceive  it  fo,  and 
he  fhall  ftudy  to  redeem  it. 

JEtnii.  Well,  Sir,  upon  this  gentleman's  intreaty,  you 
have  your  pardon  :  you  know  the  propenfity  of  my  dif- 
poiition,  and  that  makes  you  fo  bold  with  me. 

Lor.  Pray,  Mailer  Lionel,  will  you  acquaint  my  wife 
with  the  purpofe  of  this  concealment,  for  I  am  utterly 
ignorant,  and  (he  has  not  the  patience  to  hear  me. 

Lion.  It  requires  more  privacy  than  (o,  neither  is  it 
yet  ripe  for  projection;  but  becaufe  the  community  of 
counfel  is  the  only  pledge  of  friehdlhip,  walk  in  and  I'll. 
acquaint  you. 

Lor.  Honefl,  fweet  wife,  I  thank  thee  with  all  my 
heart.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke,  Leonardo,   and  Petrticio,  bringing  in  the 
Antiquary  in  a  fooV s  coat. 

Duke.  So,  fet  him  down  foftly  ;  then  let  us  flip  afide, 
and  over-hear  him.  Ant* 


Hoe  Antiquary.  193 

Ant.  Where  am  I  ?  What  metamorphofis  am  I  crept 
into  ?  A  fool's  coat !  what's  the  emblem  of  this,  trow  ? 
Who  has  thus  transform' d  me,  I  wonder  ?  I  was  awake, 
am  I  not  aileep  Itill  ?  Why  Petro,  you  rogue,  fure  I  have 
drunk  of  Circe's  cup,  and  that  has  tum'd  me  to  this 
fhape  of  a  fool ;  and  I  had  drunk  a  little  longer,  I  had 
been  chang'd  into  an  afs.  Why  Petro,  I  fay,  I  will  not 
reft  calling  tilt  thou  com'fl 

Enter  Petro  in  nvomans  clothes. 

Heyday,  what  more  tranfmigrations  of  forms,  I  think 
Pythagoras  has  been  amongft  us :  How  came  you  thus  ac- 
coutred, hrrah? 

Pet.  Why,  Sir,  the  wenches  made  me  drunk,  and  drefs'd 
me  as  you  fee. 

Ant.  A  merry  world  the  while !  My  boy  and  I  make 
one  hermaphrodite,  and  now  next  midfummer-ale,  I  may 
ferve  for  a  fool,  and  he  for  a  maid-marrion. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo, 

Duke.  Who  is  this,  Signior  Veterano  ? 

Ant.  The  fame,  Sir,  I  was  not  fo  when  you  left  me ;  do 
you  know  who  has  thus  abus'd  me  ? 

Duke.  Not  I,  Sir. 

Ant.  You  promis'd  to  do  me  a  courtefy. 

Duke.  Any  thing  lies  in  my  power. 

Ant.  Then,  pray,  will  you  bring  me  immediately  to 
the  Duke  ? 

Duke.  Not  as  you  are,  I  hope. 

Ant.  Yes,  as  I  am ;  he  fhall  fee  how  I  am  wrong'd 
amongft  them  :  I  know  he  loves  me,  and  will  right  me. 
Pray,  Sir,  forbear  perfuafion  to  the  contrary,  and  lead  on. 

[Exeunt. 
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A6tus  Quintus. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Mocinigo,  JEmilla,  and  Lucretia. 

lor.  TfcLj  O  W,   Signior  Mocinigo,  what  haffie  requires 
X^l    y°ur  preience  ? 

Moc.  Many,  Sir,  this ;  you  brought  me  once  into  a  pa- 
radife  of  pleafure  and  .expectation  of  much  comfort ;  my 
requeft  therefore  is,  that  you  would  no  longer  defer,  what 
then  you  fo  liberally  promis'd. 

Lor.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Moc.  Why,  Sir,  in  joining  that  beauteous  lady  your 
daughter,  and  myfelf,  in  the  firm  bonds  of  matrimony ; 
for  I  am  fomewhat  impatient  of  delay  in  this  kind,  and 
indeed  the  height  of  my  blood  requires  it. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  hot  ?  I  mail  give  you  a  card  to  cool 
you,  prefently. 

Lor.  'Tis  an  honeft  and  a  virtuous  demand,  and  on  all 
fides  an  action  of  great  confequence  ;  and,  for  my  part, 
there's  not  a  tiling  in  the  world  I   could  wifh  fooner 
accompli  fhed. 
•   Moc.  Thank  you,  Sir. 

Lor.  There's  another  branch  of  policy,  befides  the 
coupling  of  you  together,  which  fprings  from  the  fruit- 
fulnefs  of  my  brain,  that  I  as  much  labour  to  bring  to 
perfection  as  the  other. 

Moc.  What's  that,  Sir  ? 

Lor.  A  devife  upon  the  fame  occafion,  but  with  a  dif- 
ferent refpect ;  'tis  to  be  impos'd  upon  Petrucio:  I  hate 
to  differ  fo  much  from  the  nature  of  an  Italian,  as  not  to 
be  revengeful  ;  and  the  occafion,  at  this  time,  was,  he 
fcorn'd  the  love  of  her,  that  you  now  fo  iludioufly  af- 
fect ;  but  I'll  fit  him  in  his  kind. 

Moc.  Did  he  fo  ?  Ke  deferves  to  have  both  his  eyes 
(truck  as  blind  us  Cupid's,  his  matter,  that  mould  have 
taught  him  better  manners.  ,But  how  will  you  do  it  ? 

Lor. 
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Lor.  There's  one  Lionel,  an  ingenious  witty  gentleman. 

JEmil.  Ay,  that  he  is,  as  ever  breath' d,  hulband,  upon 
my  knowledge. 

Lor.  Well,  he  is  fo,  and  we  two  have  call  to  requite  it 
upon  him ;  the  plot,  as  he  informs  me,  is  already  in 
agitation,  and  afterwards,  fans  delay,  I'll  bellow  her  upon 
you. 

Luc.  But  you  may  be  deceiv'd. 

Mcc.  Still  you  engage  me  more  and  more  your  debtor. 

Lor.  If  I  can  bring  both  thefe  to  fuccefs,  as  they  are 
happily  intended,  I  may  fit  down,  and  with  the  poet  cry, 
Jamque  opus  exegi. 

Moc.  Would  I  could  fay  fo  too,  I  wiih  as  much,  but 
'tis  you  mull  confirm  it,  fair  millrefs ;  one  bare  word  of 
your  confent,  and  'tis  done  :  the  fweetnefs  of  your  looks 
encourage  me,  that  you  will  join  pity  with  your  beauty, 
there  lhall  be  nothing  wanting  in  me  to  demerit  it,  and 
then,  I  hope,  although  I  am  bafe, 

Bale  in  refpect  of  you,  divine  and  pure ; 
Dutiful  fervice  may  your  love  procure. 

Lor.  How  now,  Signior !  What,  love  and  poetry  hav« 
they  two  found  you  out  ?  nay,  then  you  mull  conquer. 
Confider  this,  daughter,  fhew  thy  obe  lience  to  Phcebus 
and  God  Cupid,  make  an  humble  proffer  of  thyfelf,  'twill 
be  the  more  acceptable,  and  advance  thy  deferts. 

JEmil.  Do,  chicken,  fpeak  the  word,  and  make  him 
happy  in  a  minute. 

Lor.  Well  faid,  wife,  folicite  in  his  behalf,  'tis  well 
done  ;  I  am  loth  to  importune  her  too  much  for  fear  of  a 
repulfe. 

JEmil.  Marry  come  up,  Sir,  you  are  ftill  ufurping  in 
my  company :  Is  this  according  to  the  articles  propos'd 
between  us,  that  I  mould  bear  rule,  and  you  obey  with 
filence  ?  I  had  thought  to  have  endeavour'd  for  perfua- 
fion,  but  becaufe  you  exhort  me  to  it,  I'll  defift  from 
what  I  intended,  I'll  do  nothing  but  of  my  own  accord,  I. 

Lor.  Mum,  wife,  I  have  done ;  this  we,  that  are  mar- 
ried, mull  be  fubjeel:  to. 

Moc.  You  give  an  i^l  example,  millrefs  ^Emilia,  you  give 

an  example  ■  ■ 
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JBmil.  What  old  fellow  is  this,  that  talks  fo  ?  Do  you 
know  him,  daughter  ? 

Moc.  Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  me,  Lady  ? 

JEmil.  Where  has  he  had  his  breeding,  I  wonder  ?  he 
is  the  ofF-fpring  of  fome  peafant  fure ;  can  he  fhew  any 
pedigree  ? 

Lor.  Let  her  alone,  there's  no  dealing  with  her  ;  come 
daughter,  let  me  hear  your  aniwer  to  this  gentleman. 

Luc.  Truly,  Sir,  I  have  endeavour'd  all  means  poiiible, 
and  in  a  manner  enforc'd  myfelf  to  love  him. 

Lor.  Well  faid,  girl. 

Luc.  But  could  never  effe£t  it. 

Lor.  How  ! 

Luc.  I  have  examined  whatever  might  commend  a 
gentleman,  both  for  his  exterior  and  inward  abilities  ; 
yet  amongft  all  that  may  fpeak  him  worthy,  I  could  never 
difcern  one  good  part  or  quality,  to  invite  affe&ion. 

Lor.  This  is  it  I  fear'd ;  now  ihould  I  break  out  into 
rage,  but  my  wife  and  a  fooliih  nature  with-hold  my  paf- 
fion. 

Moc.  I  am  undone,  unfpirited,  my  hopes  vain,  and  my 
labours  nullities. 

Lor.  Where  be  your  large  vaunts  now,  Signior  ?  What 
ftrange  tricks  and  devices  you  had  to  win  a  woman  [ 

Moc.  Such  aflurance  I  conceiv'd  of  myfelf:  but  when 
they  affect  wilful  liubbornnefs,  lock  up  their  ears,  and  will 
hearken  to  no  manner  of  perfuafion,  what  fhall  a  man  do  ? 

Lor.  You  hear  what  taxes  are  laid  upon  you,  daughter  ; 
thefe  are  (tains  to  your  other  virtues. 

Luc.  Pray,  Sir,  hear  my  defence  ;  what  fympathy  can 
there  be  between  our  two  ages,  or  agreement  in  our  con- 
ditions ?  But  you'll  objeft,  he  has  means ;  'tis  confefs'd  : 
but  what  aflurance  has  he  to  keep  it  ?  Will  it  continue 
longer  than  the  law  permits  him  poffeflion  ?  which  will 
come  like  a  torrent,  and  fweep  away  all :  he  has  made  a 
forfeiture  of  his  whole  efcate. 

Lor.  What  are  you  become  a  ftatift's  daughter,  or  a 
prophetefs  ?  Whence  have  you  this  intelligence  ? 

Moc.  I  hope  ihe  will  not  betray  me. 

Luc.  If  murder  can  exadt  it,  'tis  abfolutely  loft. 

Lor.  How,  murder ! 

tut. 
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Luc.  Yes,  he  confpir'd  the  other  day  with  a  Bravo,  a 
cut-throat,  to  take  away  the  life  of  a  ^  noble  innocent 
gentleman,  which  is  fince  difcover'd  by  miracle  ;  the  fame 
that  came  with  mufick  to  my  window. 

Moc.  All's  out,  I  am  ruin'd  in  her  confeflion  ;  that  man 
that  trulls  woman  with  a  privacy,  and  hopes  for  filence, 
he  may  as  well  expect  it  at  the  fall  of  a  bridge  ;  a  fecrec 
with  them  is  like  a  viper,  'twill  make  way,  though  it 
eat  through  the  bowels  of  them. 

Lor.  lake  heed,  how  you  traduce  a  perfon  of  his  rank 
and  eminency,  a  fear  in  a  mean  man  becomes  a  wound  in 
a  greater. 

Luc.  There  he  is,  queflion  him ;  and  if  he  deny  it,  get 
him  examined. 

Lor.  Why,  Signior,  is  this  true  ? 

JEmiL  His  filence  betrays  him,  'tis  fo. 

Moc.  'Tis  fo,  that  all  women  thirfl  man's  overthrow ; 
that's  a  principle  as  demonftrative  as  truth  ;  'tis  the  only 
end  they  were  made  Tor  :  and  when  they  have  once  in- 
fmuated  themfelves  into  our -counfels,  and  gain'd  the  power 
of  our  life,  the  fire  is  more  merciful,  it  burns  within  them 
till  it  get  forth. 

Lor.  I  commend  her  for  the  difcovery,  'twas  not  fit  her 
weak  thoughts  fhould  be  clogg'd  with  fo  foul  a  matter ; 
it  had  been  to  her  like  fore'd  meat  to  a  furfeited  ftomach, 
that  would  have  bred  nothing  but  crudities  in  her  con- 
fidence. 

Moc.  Oh  my  curfed  fate  !  fhame  and  punifhment  attend 
me,  they  are  the  fruits  of  iuft.  Sir,  all  that  I  did  was  for 
her  eafe  and  liberty. 

Luc.  Nay,  Sir,  he  was  fo  impudent  to  be  an  accefTary, 
who  knows  but  he  might  as  privately  have  plotted  to 
have  fent  me  after  him,;  for  how  mould  I  have  been  fe- 
cure  of  my  life^  when  he  made  no  fcruple  to  kill  another 
upon  fo  fmall  an  inducement  ? 

JEmil.  Thou  fay 'it.  right,  daughter,  thou  fhalt  utterly 
difclaim  him ;  the  caft  of  his  eye  mews  he  was  ever  a  knave. 

Moc.  How  the  fcabs  defcant  upon  me  [ 

Lor.  What  was  the  motive  to  this  foul  attempt  ? 

Luc.  Why,  Sir,  becaufe  he  was  an  affe&ionate  lover  of 
mine,  and  for  no  other  reafon  in  the  earth. 

I  3  JEmiL 
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JEmll.  Oh  mandrake,  was  that  all  ?  he  thought,  belike, 
he  mould  not  have  enough  :  thou  covetous  ingrofTer  of  ve- 
nery  ;  why,  one  wife  is  able  to  content  two  hufbands. 

Moc.  Sir,  I  am  at  your  mercy,  bid  them  not  infult  up- 
on me ;  I  befeech  you  let  me  go  as  I  came. 

Lor.  Stay  there,  I  know  not  how  I  mall  be  cenfured 
for  your  efcape ;  I  may  be  thought  a  party  in  the  bufmefs. 

Luc.  Befides,  I  hear  fmce  that  the  mercenary  varlet  that 
did  it,  though  he  be  otherwife  moft  defperate,  and  har- 
dened in  fuch  exploits ;  yet  out  of  the  appreheniion  of  fo  un- 
juft  an  act,  and  mov'd  in  confcience  for  fo  foul  a  guilt, 
is  grown  diftra&ed,  raves  out  ofmeafure,  confefTes  the 
deed,  accufes  himfelf  and  the  procurer,  curfesboth;  and 
will  by  no  means  be  quieted. 

Lor.  Where  is  that  fellow  ? 

Luc.  Sir,  if  y ou  pleafe  to  accompany  me,  I  will  bring 
you  to  him,  where  your  own  eye  and  ear  (hall  witnefs 
the  certainty  ;  and  then  I  hope,  you  will  repent  that  ever 
you  fought  to  tie  me  to  fuch  a  monfter  as  this,  who  pre- 
fer'd  the  heat  of  his  defires  before  all  laws  of  nature  cr  hu- 
manity. 

Lor.  Yes,  that  I  will,  and  gratulate  the  fubtlety  of  thy 
wit,  andgoodnefs  of  fate,  that  protected  thee  from  him. 

jEmil.  Away  with  him  hufband,  and  be  fure  to  beg 
his  lands  betimes,  before  your  court-vultures  fcent  his  car- 
cafe. 

Lar.  Well  faid,  wife,  I  mould  never  have  thought  on 
this  now,  and  thou  had'fl  not  put  me  in  mind  of  it :  wo- 
men, I  fee,  have  the  on]y  mafculine  policy,  and  are  the 
belt  folicitors  and  politicians  of  a  ftate.  But  I'll  firft  go  fee 
him  my  daughter  tells  me  of,  that  when  I  am  truly  in- 
form'd  of  all,  I  may  the  better  proceed  in  my  accufation  a- 
gainit  them.  Come  along,  Sir. 

Moc.  Well,  if  you  are  fo  violent,  I  am  as  refolute  :  'tis 
but  a  hanging  matter,  and  do  your  worft.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Bravo  and  Boy. 

Brav.  What  news,  boy  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  Miftrefs  Lucretia  commends  her  to  you,  and 
defires,  as  ever  her  perfuafion  wrought  upon  you,  or  as 
you  affect  her  good,  and  would  add  credit  and  belief  to 

what 
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what  fhe  has  reported,  that  you  would  now  ftrain  your  afc* 
moil,  to  the  expreflion  of  what  fhe  and  you  confulted  of. 

Brav.  I  apprehend  her,  where  is  fhe  ? 

Boy.  Hard  by,  Sir  ;  her  father  and  the  old  fornicator 
Mocinigo,  and  I  think  her  mother,  are  all  coming  to 
be  fpedtators  of  your  ftrange  behaviour.  [Exit. 

Brav.  Go  wait  them  in,  let  me  alone  to perfonate  an 
extafy  ;  I   am  near  mad  already,  and  I  do  not  fool    my 

felf  quite  into't,  I   care  not I'll  withdraw  till  they 

come.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Mocinigo,  Emilia,  Lucretia.  and  Boy. 

Lor.  Is  this  the  place  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  Sir ;  where's  your  matter,  boy  ?  how  does  he  ? 

Boy.  Oh  fweet  miitrefs,  quite  diftemper'd,  his  brains 
turn  round  like  the  needle  of  a  dial,  fix  mens  ttrength  is 
not  able  to  hold  him  ;  he  was  bound  with  I  know  not  how 

many  cords  this  morning,  and  broke  them  ail See 

where  he  enters  ! 

Enter  Bravo. 

Brav.  Why,  if  I  kill'd  him,  what  is  that  to  thee  I 
Was  I  not  hir'd  unto  it  ?  'twas  not  I, 
But  the  bafe  gold  that  flew  Sir  Polydore  : 
Then  damn  the  money. 

Lor.  He  begins  to  preach. 

JEmil.  Will  he  do  us  no  mifchief,  think  you  ? 

Boy.  Oh  no,  he  is  the  beft  for  that  in  his  fits,  that 
e'er  you  knew,  he  hurts  nobody, 

Moc.   But  I  am  vilely  afraid  of  him. 

Boy.  If  you  area  vileperfon,  or  have  done  any  great 
wickednefs,  you  were  beft  look  to  your  felf,  for  thofe  he 
knoWs  by  inftinft ;  and  affaults  them  with  as  much  violence 
as  may  be. 

Moc.  Then  am  I  perifh'd.  Good  Sir,  I  had  rather  anfwer 
the  law  than  be  terrify 'd  with  his  looks. 

Lor.  Nay,  you  Jhall  tarry,  and  take  part  with  us,  by 
your  favour. 

jEmil.  How  his  eyes  fparkle  I 

Brav.  Look  where  the  ghoft  appears,  his  wounds  frefh 
bleeding  ! 

I  4  He 
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He  frowns,  and  threatens  me ;  could  the  fubftancc 
Do  nothing,  and  will  ihadows  revenge  ? 

Lor.  'Tisflrange, 
This  was  a  fearful  murder. 

Brav.  Do  not  flare  fo, 
I  can  look  big  too  ;  all  I  did  unto  thee, 
'Twas  by  another's  mitigation : 
There  be  fome  that  are  as  deep  in  as  my  felf, 
Go  and  fright  them  too. 

Moc.  Befhrew  him  for  his  counfel. 

Lor.  What  a  jufl  judgment's  here  !    'Tis  an  old  faying, 
Murder  will  out;  and  'fore  it  mail  lie  hid, 
The  authors  will  accufe  themfelves. 

Brav.  Now  he  vanifhes ; 
Doll  thou  ileal  from  me,  fearful  fpirit  ?    See 
The  print  of  his  footfleps ! 

Moc.  That  ever  my  lull  fhould  be  the  parent  to  fo  foul 
a  fin  I 

Bra<v.  He  told  me,  that  his  horrid  tragedy 
Was  acted  over  every  night  in  hell,  ° 
Where  fad  Erinnys  with  her  venom'd  face, 
Sits  a  fpeclatrefs,  black  with  the  curls  offtakes, 
That  lift  their  fpeckled  heads  above  their  moulders, 
And  thrufling  forth  their  flings,  hifs  at  their  entrance  $ 
And  that  ferves  for  an  applaufe. 

Moc.  How  can  you  have  the  heart  to  look  upon  him  ? 
pray  let  me  go, 
I  feel  a  loofenefs  in  my  belly. 

Lor.  Nay,  you  fhall  hear  all  out  firft. 

Moc.  I  confefs  it, 
What  would  you  have  more  of  me  ? 

Bra<v.  Then  fierce  Enyo  holds  a  torch,  Megara 
Another  ;  I'll  down  and  play  my  part  amongft  them, 
For  I  can  do't  to  th'  life. 

Lor.  Rather  to  the  death. 

Brav.  I'll  trace  th'  infernal  theater,  and  view 
Thofe  fqualid  actors,  and  the  tragic  pomp 
Of  hell  and  night. 

Moc.  How  ghaflly  his  words  found  !  pray  keep  him  off 
from  me. 

Lor.  The  guilt  of  conference  makes  you  fearful,  Signior  ? 

Brav. 
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Brav.  When  I  come  there,  I'll  chain  up  Cerberus, 
Nay,  I'll  muzzle  him  ;  I'll  pull  down  iEacus, 
And  Minos  by  the  beard ;  then  with  my  foot 
I'll  tumble  Rhadamanthus  from  his  chair: 
And  for  the  Furies,  I'll  not  fuffer  them, 
I'll  be  my  felf  a  Fury. 

Moc.  To  vex  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Bra^v.  Next,  will  I  poll:  unto  the  Deftinies, 
Shiver  their  wheel  and  diftaff 'gainft  the  wall, 
And  fpoil  their  houfwifery ;  I'll  take  their  fpindle, 
Where  hang  the  threads  of  human  life,  like  beams 
Drawn  from  the  fun,  and  mix  them  all  together, 
Kings  with  the  beggars. 

Moc.  Good  Sir,  he  comes  towards  me  ! 

Brav.  That  I  could  fee  that  old  fox  Mocinigo, 
The  villain  that  did  tempt  me  to  this  deed. 

Moc.  He  names  me  too  ;  pray,  Sir,  Hand  between  us : 
Ladies,  do  you  fpeak  to  him,  I  have  not  the  faith. 

-/£W/.  What  would  you  do  with  him,  if  you  had  him  ? 

Brav.  I'd  ferve  him  worfe  than  Hercules  did  Lycus, 
When  he  prefented  him  the  poifon'd  fhirt ; 
Which  when  he  had  put  on,  and  felt  the  fmart, 
He  fnatch'd  him  by  the  heels  into  the  air, 
Swung  him  fome  once  or  twice  about  his  head, 
Then  fhot  him  like  a  ftoneout  of  an  engine, 
Three  furlongs  length  into  the  Euboick  fea. 

Lor.  What  a  huge  progrefs  is  that,  for  an  old  lover  to 
be  carried  ? 

Brav.  What's  he  that  feeks  to  hide  himfelf  ?    Com* 
forth, 
Thou  mortal,  thou  art  a  tray  tor  or  a  murderer  : 
Oh,  is  it  you  ? 

Moc  What  will  become  of  me  ?  pray  help  me ;  I  (half 
be  torn  in  pieces  elfe. 

Brav.  You  and  I  mull  walk  together  ;  come  into  the 
middle  yet  farther. 

40 

Enter  Aurelio  as  an  Officer ',  and  two  Servants. 
^  Aur.  Where  be  thefe  fellows  here  that  murder  men  ? 
Serjeants,  apprehend  them,  and  convey  them  ftraight  before 
th*  Duke. 

I  5  £rav* 
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Brav.  Who  are  you  ? 

Aur.  We  are  the  Duke's  officers. 

Bra~j.  The  Duke's  officers  muft  be  obey'd,  take  heed 
of  difpleafing  them  ;  how  majeftically  they  look  ! 

Lor.  You  fee,  wife,  the  charm  of  authority ;  and  a  man 
be  ne'er  fo  wild,  it  tames  him  prefently. 

JEmil.  Ay,  hufband,  I  know  what  will  tame  a  man  be- 
fides  authority. 

Aur,  Come,  gentles,  fince  you  are  all  together,  I  mufl 
intreat  your  company  along  with  us,  to  witnefs  what  you 
know  in  this  behalf. 

Lor.  Sir,  you  have  prevented  us,  for  we  intended  to 
have  brought  him  our  (elves  before  his  Highnefs. 

Aur.  Then  I  hope  your  refolution  will  make  it  the  ea- 
fier  to  you ;  what,  Sir,  will  you  go  willingly  ? 

Brav.  Without  ail  contradiction  ;  lead  on.        [Exeunt. 

\Flouri(h. 

Enter  Lionel  as  the  Duke ;   Duke,  Petrucio>  GafparOy, 
Angelia  as  a  njooman. 

Duke,  Come,  Signior, 
This  is  the  morning  mufl  mine  bright  upon  you. 
Wherein  preferment  that  has  flept  obfcure, 
And  all  this  while  linger'd  behind  your  wifhes, 
Shall  overtake  you  in  her  greater!  glories : 
Ambition  mail  be  weak,  to  think  the  honours 
Shall  crown  your  worth. 

Pet.  Father,  you  hear  all  this  ? 

Gafp.  I  do  with  joy,  fon,  and  am  ravilh'd  at  it ; 
Therefore  I  have  refign'd  m'eftate  unto  thee, 
(Only  referving  fome  few  crowns  to  live  on) 
Bccaufe  I'd  have  thee  to  maintain  thy  port. 

Pet.  You  did  as  you  ought. 

Gafp.  *Tis  enough  for  me, 
To  be  the  parent  of  fo  bleft  an  iffue. 

Pet.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  apprehenfive,  I  am  fatisfiecL 

Lion.  Is  this  the  gentleman  you  fo  commended  ? 

Duke.  It  is  the  famey  my  Liege,  whofe  royal  virtues* 
Fitting  a  Prince's  court,  are  the  large  field 
For  Fame  to  triumph  in. 

Lion.  So  you  inform'd  me,  his  face  and  carriage  do 
import  no  lei's.  Duke. 
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Duke.  Report  abroad  fpeaks  him  as  liberally  ; 
And  in  my  thoughts,  Fortune  deferves  but  ill, 
That  me  detain'd  thus  long  her  favours  from  him. 

Lion.  That  will  I  make  amends  for. 

Gafp.  Happy  hour, 
And  happy  me  to  fee  it !  Now  I  perceive 
He  has  more  wit  than  my  felf. 

Pet.  What  muft  I  do  ? 

Duke.  What  muil  you  do  ?  go  flrait  and  kneel  before  him^ 
And  thank  his  Highnefs  for  his  love. 

Pet.  I  can't  fpeak, 
I  am  fo  overcome  with  fudden  gladnefs, 
Yet  I'll  endeavour  it :  Moll  mighty  Sovereign,, 
Thus  low  I  bow,  in  humble  reverence, 
To  kifs  the  bafis  of  your  regal  throne. 

Lion.  Rife  up. 

Pet.  Your  Grace's  fervant. 

Lion.  We  admit  you, 
Our  nearer!:  favourite  in  place  and  council, 

Duke.  Go  to,  you  are  made  for  ever. 

Pet.  I'll  find  fome  office 
To  gratulate  thy  pains. 

Lion.  What  was  the  caufe 
That  you  prefented  him  no  fooner  to  us  ? 
We  might  have  bred  him  up  in  our  affairs, 
And  he  have  learnt  the  fafhions  of  our  court, 
Which  might  have  rendred  him  more  active. 

Duke.  Doubt  not, 
His  ingenuity  willfoon  inflruct  him. 

Lion.  Then  to  confirm  him  deeper  in  our  friend/hip^ 
We  here  affign  our  filler  for  his  wife. 
What!  ishebafhful? 

Pet.  Speaks  your  Grace  in  earneft  ? 

Lion.  Whatelfe?  I'll  have  it  fo. 

Duke.  Why  do  you  not  flep  and  take  her  B 

Pet.  Is't  not  a  kind  of  treafon  ? 

Duke.  Not,  if  he  bid  you. 

Pet.  Divinefblady,  are  you  fo  content  ? ' 

Ang.  What  my  brother  commands,  I  mull  obey. 

Lion.   Join  hands  together,  be  wife,  and  ufe 
Your  dignities  with  a  due  reverence, 

I  6  Tiberius 
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Tiberius  Cssfar  joy'd  not  in  the  birth 
Of  great  Sejanus'  fortunes  with  that  steal. 
As  I  fhall  to  have  rais'd  you,    though  I  hope 
A  different  fate  attends  you. 

Duke.   Go  to  the  church, 
Perform  your  rites  there,  and  return  again 
As  fall  as  you  can. 

Gafp.  I  could  e'en  expire  with  contemplation  of  his 
happinefs. 

Lion.  What  old  man's  that? 

Pet.  This  is  my  father,   Sir. 

Lion.  Your  own  father  ? 

Gafp.   So  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Lion.  Give  him  a  pair 
Of  velvet  breeches,   from  our  grandfire's  wardrobe. 

Gafp.  Thrice  noble  Duke;  come,  fon,  let's  to  the  church. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

Lion.  How  now !  what  new-come  pageant  have  we  here  ? 

Duke.  This  is  the  famous  Antiquary  I  told  your  Grace 
of,  a  man  worthy  your  Grace ;  the  Janus  of  our  age,  and 
treafurer  of  times  pall :  a  man  worthy  your  bounteous  fa- 
vour and  kind  notice,  that  will  as  foon  forget  himfelf 
in  the  remembrance  of  your  Highnefs,  as  any  iubject  you 
have. 

Lion.  How  comes  he  fo  accoutred  ? 

Duke.  No  miracle  at  all,  Sir ;  for,  as  you  have  many 
fools  in  the  habit  of  a  wife  man,  fo  have  you  fometimea 
a  wife  man  in  the  habit  of  a  fool. 

Ant.  Sir,  I  have  been  fo  grofly  abus'd,  as  no  ftory,  record 
or  chronic1  e  can  parallel  the  like,  and  I  come  here  for 
redrefs ;  I  hear  your  Highnefs  loves  me,  and  indeed  you 
are  partly  intereited  in  the  caufe,  for  I  having  took  fome- 
what  a  large  potion  for  your  Grace's  health,  fellafkep, 
when  in  the  interim  they  apparell'd  me  as  you  fee,  made 
a  fool,  or  an  afmigo  of  me  ?  And  for  my  boy  here, 
they  cogg'd  him  oat  of  his  proper  fhape,  into  the  habis 
of  an  Amazon,  to  wait  upon  me. 

Lion.  But  who  did  this  ? 

Ant.  Nay,  Sir,  that  I  cannot  -tell,  but  I  defire  it  may 
be  found  out.  Duke. 
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Duke.  Well,  Signior,  if  you  knew  all,  you  have  no 
caufeto  be  angry. 

Ant.  How  fo  ? 

Duke.  Why,  that  fame  coat  you  wear,  did  formerly 
belong  unto  Pantolabus  the  Roman  jefter,  and  buffoon  to 
Auguitus  Caefar. 

Ant.  And  I  thought  fo,  I'd  ne'er  put  it  off  while  I 
breath'd. 

Lion.  Stand  by,  we'll  inquire  further  anon. 

Enter    Aurelio,    Lorenzo,    Mocinigo,  Bra<vo>    JEmMa^ 

Lucretia,  Officers. 
Now,  who  are  you  ? 

Aur.  Your  Highnefs's  officers. 
We  have  brought  two  murderers  here  to  be  cenfured, 
Who  by  their  own  confeffion  are  found  guilty, 
And  need  no  further  trial. 

Lion.  Which  be  the  parties  ? 

Aur.  Thefe,    and  pleafe  you. 

Lion.  Well,  what  do  you  anfwer  ? 
What  can  you  plead  to  flop  the  courfe  of  juftice  ? 

Moc.  For  my  part,   tho'  I  had  no  conscience  to  aft  it, 
I  have  not  the  heart  to  deny  it ;   and  therefore  expect 
Your  fentence :  for  mercy,  I  hope  none,  nor  favour. 

Lion.  What  fays  th'  accufer  ? 

Luc.  Pleafe  your  princely  wifdom, 
He  flew  a  man  was  deftin'd  for  my  hufband ; 
Yet,  fince  another's  death  cannot  recall  him, 
Were  the  law  fatisfied,  and  he  adjudg'd 
To  have  his  goods  conhTcate,  for  my  own  part, 
I  could  reft  well  content. 

Moc.  With  all  my  heart; 
I  yield  poflemon  to  whomfoe'er 
She  ihall  choofe  for  a  hufband ;  reach  a  paper 
Or  blank,  I'll  feal  to  it. 

Luc.  See  there's  a  writing ! 

Moc.  And  there's  my  hand  to  it  r 
I  care  not  what  the  cpnditions  be. 

Lion.  'Tis  well ;  whom  will  you  choofe  in  place  of  the 
other  ? 

Luc.  Then,  Sir,  to  keep  his  memory  alive, 
I'll  feek  no  further  than  this  officer, 

I    .  Lor. 
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Lor.  How,  choofe  a  common  ferjeant  for  her  hufband ! 

JEmiL  A  bafe  commendadore,  1*11  ne'er  endure  it. 

Aur.  No,  Lady,  a  gentleman  I  allure  you,  and 
Suppos'd  the  flain  Aurelio.  \Difco<vers  himfelf. 

Mac  A  plot,  a  plot  upon  me  !  I'll  revoke  it  all. 

Lion.  Nay,  that  you  cannot,  now  you  have  confirm'd  it. 

Moc.   Am  I  then  cheated  ?-  I'll  go  home  and  die, 
To  avoid  fhame,   not  live  in  infamy,  [Exif. 

Lion.  What  fays  the  villain  Bravo  for  himfelf  ? 

Brav.  The  Bravo,  Sir,  is  honeft,  and  his  father. 

Aur.  My  father  !  blefs  me,  how  comes  this  about  ? 

Brav.  That  virtuous  maid,  whom  I  muft  always  honour* 
Acquainted  me  with  that  old  leacher's  drift. 
I,  to  prevent  the  ruin  of  my  ion, 
Conceal'd  from  all,  proffer'd  my  fervice  to  him 
In  this  difguife. 

Lion.  'Twas  a  wife  and  pious  deed. 

Enter  Petrucio,  Angelia,  and  G  a/par  o» 

Pet.  Room  for  the  Duke's  kindred. 

Lion.  What,  you  are  married,  I  perceive  ? 

Pet.  lam,  royal  brother. 

Lion.  Then  for  your  better  learning  in  our  fervice, 
Take  thefe  inftruttions :  Never  hereafter 
Contemn  a  man  that  has  more  wit  than  your  felf, 
Orfoolifhly  conceive  no  lady's  merit, 
Or  beauty  worthy  your  afFe&ion. 

Pet.  How's  this  ? 

Lion.  Truth,  my  moft  honour'd  brother,  you  are  gull'd, 
So  is  my  reverend  uncle  the  Antiquary, 
So  are  you  all ;  for  he  that  you  conceiv'd 
The  Duke,  is  your  friend  and  Lionel ; 
Look  you  elfe. 

Pet.  'Tis  fo. 

Gafp.  'Tis  too  apparent  true., 

Lion.  What,  all  drunk  I  Speak,  uncle. 

Ant.  Thou  art  my  nephew, 
And  thou  haft  wit,  'tis  fit  thou  fhould'ft  have  land  too. 
Tell  me  no  more  how  thou  haft  cheated  me, 
I  do  perceive  it,  and  forgive  thee  for't, 
Thou  lhalt  have  all  I  have,  and  I'll  be  wifer. 

3  "Lion* 


The  Antiquary.  207 

Lion.  I  thank  you,  Sir ;  brother  Petrucio, 
This  to  your  comfort,  that  is  my  filler, 
Whom  formerly  you  did  abufe  in  love, 
And  you  may  be  glad  your  lot  is  no  worfe. 

Pet.  I  am  contented,  I'll  give  a  good  wit 
Leave  to  abufe  me  at  any  time. 

Lor.  When  he  cannot  help  it. 

Gafp.  This 'tis, 
To  be  (o  politick  and  ambitious,  fon. 

Pet.  Nay,  father,  do  not  you  aggravate  it  tOOi 

Lar.  Well,  Signior, 
You  mull  pardon  me,  if  I  bid  joy  to  you, 
My  daughter  was  not  good  enough  for  you* 

Pet.  You  are  tyrannous. 

Enter  Leonardo. 

Leon.  Save  you,  gallants. 

Lion.  You  are  very  welcome. 

Leon.  I  come  in  quell  of  our  noble  Duke^ 
Who  from  his  court  has  ftol'n  out  privately, 
And  tis  reported  he  is  here. 

Lion.  No  indeed,  Sir, 
He  is  not  here ;  'flight,  we  mail  be  queition'd 
For  counterfeiting  his  perfon. 

Duke.  Be  not  difmay'd, 
I  am  the  Duke. 

Leon.  My  Lord! 

Duke.  The  very  fame,  Sir, 
That  for  my  recreation,  have  defcended 
(And  no  impeach,  I  hope,  to  royalty) 
To  lit  fpe&ator  of  your  mirth.     And  thus  much 
You  fhall  gain  by  my  prefence ;  what  is  pall,, 
111  fee  it  ratified  as  firm,  as  if 
My  felf  and  fenate  had  concluded   it. 
And  when  a  prince  allows  his  fubjedls  fport^ 
He  that  pines  at  it,  let  him  perifli  for't* 
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COMEDY. 


By  Sir  J  o  h  n   Suckling. 


SIR  JOHN  SUCKLING   was  the  Son  of  Sir 
John  Suckling  of  Witham  in  Middlefex.    He  was  born 
in  1 613,  and  had  fo  remarkable  an  Eafe  in  learning 
Languages,  that  he  is  faid  to  have  fpoke  Latin  at  Five 
Tears  aid,  and  to  have  wrote  it  at  Nine.   Mufick  and  Poetry 
were  afterwards  his  favourite  Studies  ;  he  was  a  general 
Scholar,  but  rather  a  polite  than  a  deep  one.     After  his 
Travels  he  was  cenfurd  by  the  Gravity  of  that  Age,  as 
having  brought   home  too  much  of  the  light  French  Air, 
hut  it  was  rather  a  natural  Freedom  and  Gaiety  than  ac- 
quired,   and  proceeded  from  the  great  Sprightlinefs  and  Vi- 
vacity of  his  Temper.      Jn  his  Travels  he  made   a  Cam- 
paign under  the  Great  Guftavus  Adolphus,    and  in  fx 
Months  time  was  in  three  Battles  and  five  Sieges.     He 
was  allowed  to  be  one  of  the  fin  eft  Gentlemen  in  England, 
having  the  peculiar  Quality  of  making  whatever  he  did 
become  him.     He  was  Comptroller  of  the  Houjhold  to  King 
Charles  the  Firft,  and  fo  loyal  to  his  Mafter,  as  to  be  at 
the  Expence  of  1200  1.  in  raifing  a  Troop  of  Horfe  againft 
the  Scots.       He  died  in  the  2$th  Tear  of  his  Age,  univer- 
fally  lamented,  having  gained  the  Love  and  Efteem  of  all 
who  converfed  with  him.     I  was  willing  to  enrich  my 
Colledion  with   a  Comedy  from   this  Author,  for  which 
Mr.  Tonfon  gave  me  his  Confent. 

His  Works  are  printed  in  one  fmall  Volume,  confifting  of 
Poems  and  Letters  on  fever al  Occafeons  ;  Aglaura,  a  Tragi- 
Comedy ;  The  Sad  One,  a  Tragedy  unfinift?d\  and  the 
Tragedy  of  Brenoralt,  which  was  firft  printed  under  the 
Title  of  the  Difcon tented  Colonel,  and  vcas  wrote  about 
the  time  of  the  Scotch  Rebellion  in  1639,  as  aPiears  from 
the  continual  Satire  on  Rebels,  under  the  Name  of  Lithu- 
anians. 


PROLOGUE. 


WIT  in  a  Prologue,  Poets  juftly  may 
Stile  a  new  Impofition  o?i  a  Play. 
When  Shakefpear,  Beaumont,  Fletcher  ruVd  the  Stage> 
There  fcarce  were  ten  good  Palates  in  the  Age  ; 
More  curious  Cooks  than  Guefts  ;  for  Men  would  eat 
Moft  heartily  of  any  kind  of  Meat  , 
And  then  what  ftrange  variety  t  each  Play, 
A  Feaft  for  Epicures  !  and  that,  each  Day. 
But  mark  how;  oddly  it  is  come  about, 
A?id  how  unluckily  it  now  falls  out : 
The  Palates  are  grown  high,  Number  increased, 
And  there  wo  ants  that  which  Jhould  make  up  the  Feaft  % 
And  yet  y^  are  fo  unconfcionable,  you*  d  have 
Forfooth  of  late,  that  which  they  never  gave  ; 

Banquets  before,  and  after. • 

Nov)  Pox  on  him  that  fir  ft  good  Prologue  verity 

He  left  a  kind  of  Pent-charge  upon  Wit  , 

Which  if  fucceeding  Poets  fail  to  pay, 

They  forfeit  all  their  Worth  ;  and  that's  their  Play  : 

T'ave  Ladies^  Humours,  and y  are  grown  to  that, 

Tou  will  not  like  the  Man,     lefs  Boots  and  Hat 

Be  right ;  no  Play,  unlefs  the  Prologue  be 

And  Epilogue  writ  to  Curiofity. 

Well  (Genteels)  ''tis  the  Grievance  of  the  place% 

And  pray  confident,  for  here^s  juft  the  cafe  ; 

The  Richnefs  of  the  Ground  is  gone  and  fpent, 

Mens  Brains  grow  barren,  and  you  raife  the  Rent* 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


PRince,  in  love  with  Sabrind. 
Orfabrin,  brother  to  the  Prince,  yet  unknown. 
Samorat,  belov'd  of  Sabrina. 
Philately    1  ~      ,  0    7   . 

7orcu!arABTOthQTStOSai™a- 

PM&riB,  \  CavalIers'  friends  to  Samorat. 
Tamoren,  King  of  the  Thieves,  difguifed  in  devil's  habit: 
Peridor,  ambitious  of  Reginella,  difguifed  in  devil's  habit, 
Stramodor,  a  Courtier,  Servant  to  the  Prince. 

r  e  an,    t  former]y  Servants  to  Orfabriti*  Father, 
Pbontrel,  Servant  to  PbilateL 

Sahrina,  belov'd  by  Samorat. 
Reginella,  in  love  with  Orfabrin. 
Pbemilia,  Sabrinds  maid. 

Captain  and  Soldiers, 

Two  Judges, 

Two  Lawyers. 

Two  Serjeants. 

Goaler. 

Conftable. 

Taylor. 

Two  Drawers. 

Fidlers. 

Clowns  and  Wenches. 

Thieves  difguifed  in  devils  habits,  living  under  ground  by 

the  woods. 
Guard.     Attendants. 


The  Scene  FRANCELIA. 
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ACTI.     SCENEI. 

Enter  as  to  a  Duel,    Samorat,  Philately  Torcular. 
6W.TVUT,  my 'Lords, 

XJ  May  not  this  harfh  bufinefs  yet  be  left  undone  I 
Mufl  you  hate  me  becaufe  I  love  your  filler  ? 
And  can  you  hate  at  no  lefs  rate  than  death  ? 

Phil.  No,  at  no  lefs: 
Thou  art  the  blatter  of  our  fortunes, 
The  envious  cloud  that  darkens  all  our  day. 
While  fhe  thus  prodigally,  and  fondly 
Throws  away  her  love  on  thee ; 
She  has  not  wherewithal  to  pay  a  debt 
Unto  the  Prince.  ~ 

Sam.  Is  this  all  ? 

Tore.  Faith,  what  if  in  ftiort  we  do  not  think 
You  worthy  of  her? 

:£am.  I  iwear  that  fhall  not  make  a  quarrd. 
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I  think  fo  too ;  have  urg'd  it  often  to  my  felf, 
Againft  my  felf  have  fworn't  as  oft  to  her  ; 
Pray  let  this  fatisfy. 

Phil.  Sure,  Torcular,  he  thinks  we  come  to  talk. 

Look  you,  Sir; [Draws. 

And,  brother,  fmce  his  friend  has  fail'd  him, 
Do  you  retire. 

Tore.  Excufe  me,  Philatel, 
I  have  an  equal  intereft  in  this, 
And  fortune  mall  decide  it. 

Phil.  It  will  not  need,  he's  come. 

Enter  Orfabrin. 

Or/.  Mercury  protett  me !  what  are  thefe  ? 
The  brothers  of  the  high-way  ! 

Phil.  A  ftranger,  by  his  habit. 

Tort.  And  by  his  looks  a  gentleman. 
Sir,  will  you  make  one  ?  We  want  a  fourth. 

Or/.  I  fhall  be  rob'd  with  a  trick  now  ! 

Sam.  My  Lords,  excufe  me ;  this  is  not  civil. 
In  what  concerns  my  felf,  none  but  my  felf  muft  fuffer. 

Or/.  A  Duel  by  this  light! 

Now  has  his  modefty, 

And  Mother's  forwardnefs  warm'd  me — [Goes  toward  them. 

Gentlemen,  I  wear  a  fword, 

And  commonly  in  readinefs. 

If  you  want  one,  fpeak,  Sir.—  \S peaks  to  Samorat* 

I  do  not  fear  much  fuffering. 

Sam.  Y'  are  noble,  Sir, 
I  know  not  how  t'  invite  you  to  it ; 
Yet  there  is  juftice  on  my  fide, 
And  iince  you  pleafe  to  be  a  witnefs 
To  our  adions,  'tis  fit  you  know  our  ftory. 

Or/.  No  ftory,  Sir,  I  befeech  you ; 
The  caufe  is  good  enough  as  'tis, 
It  may  be  fpoil'd  i'th'  telling. 

PhiL  Come,  we  trifle  then. 

Sam.  It  is  impoffible  to  preferve,  I  fee, 
My  honour,  and  refpect  to  her — •* 
And  fmce  you  know  this  too,  my  Lord, 

ft 
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It  is  not  handfome  in  you  thus  to  prefs  me. 
But  come —  [Torcular  beckons  to  Orfabrin. 

Orfi  Oh  !  I  underftand  you,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

[Philatel  and  Samorat  fight. 
Phil.  In  poflure  flill !   [Samorat  receives  a  flight  wound. 
Oh,  y'are  mortal  then,  it  feems. 

Sam.  Thou  haft  undone  thy  felf,  rafh  man; 
For  with  this  blood  thou  haft  let  out  a  fpirit 
Will  vex  thee  to  thy  grave. 

[Fight  again,  S  amor  at  takes  anjoay  PhilateVs  fivjord* 

and  takes  breath,  then  gives  it  him* 
Sam.   I'm  cool  again. 

Here,  my  Lord 

And  let  this  prefent  bind  your  friendfhip. 

Phil.  Yes,  thus—  [Runs  at  him, 

Sam.  Treacherous  and  low. 

Enter   Orfabrin. 
Orfi  I  have  drill'd  my  gentleman, 
I  have  made  as  many  holes  in  him 
As  would  fink  a  fhip  royal 

In  fight  of  the  haven. 

How  now? [Samorat  upon  his  knee. 

S'foot  yonder' s  another  going  that  way  too. 
Now  have  I  forgot  of  which  fide  I'm  on. 
No  matter: 
I'll  help  the  weakeft ;  there's  fome  juftice  in  that. 

Phil.  The  villain  fure  has  flain  my  brother. 
If  I  have  any  friends  above, 
Guide  now  my  hand  unto  his  heart. 

[Orfabrin  puts  it  by,  runs  at  him] 
Sam.  Hold,  noble  youth  ; 
Deftroy  me  not  with  kindnefs :  [Sam.fleps  in* 

Men  will  fay  he  could  have  kill'd  me, 
And  that,  in  juftice,  mould  not  be; 
For  honour's  fake  leave  us  together. 

Orf.  'Tis  not  my  bufinefs,  fighting;  [Puts  up. 

Th' employment's  yours,  Sir:    - 
If  you  need  me,  I  am  within  your  call.  [Exit. 

Sam.  The  Gods  reward  thee : 
Now,  Philatel,  thyworft. 

[They  fight  again 9  and  clofe  ;  Samorat  forces  hisfword. 

Enter 
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Enter  Orfabrin. 

Orf  Hell  and  the  Furies  are  broke  loofe  upon  us ; 
Shift  for  your  felf,  Sir. 

[Fly  into  the  woods  fever  a  I  ways,  purfued  by  thieves 
in  devil's  habits. 

Enter  Torcular,  weak  with  bleeding. 
Tore.  It  will  not  be  —My  body  is  a  jade : 

I  feel  it  tire  and  languiih  under  me. 
— Thofe  thoughts  came  to  my  foul, 

Like  fcreech-owls  to  a  fick  man's  window. —    * 

Enter  Thieves  back  again. 

Thieves.  Here here- 

[They  bind  him,  ar?d  carry  him  away. 
Tore.  Oh !   I  am  fetch' d  away  alive  I  [  Exeunt. 

Enter   Orfabrin. 
Orf.  Now  the  good  Gods  preferve  my  fenfes  right. 
For  they  were  never  in  more  danger : 

II  th'  name  of  doubt,  what  could  this  be? 
Sure  'twas  a  conjurer  I  dealt  withal : 

And  while  I  thought  him  bufy  at  his  prayers, 
'Twas  at  his  circle,  levying  this  regiment. 
Here  they  are  again ! 

Enter  S  amor  at.    -  * 

Sam.  Friend Stranger Noble  Youth 

Orf.  Here —here- 

Sam.  Shift,  fhift  the  place,   the  wood  isdangerous: 
As  you  love  lafety,    follow  me.  iExeunt. 

Enter  PhilateJ. 
Phil.  They've  left  the  place, 
And  yet  I   cannot  find  the  body  any  where. 
May   be  he  did  not  kill  him  then, 
But  he  recover'd  frrength,    and  reach'd  the  town. 

• It   may  be  not  too. 

Oh,  that  this  hour  could  be  call'd  back  again ! 

But 
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•But  'tis  too  late, 


And  time  muft  cure  the  wound  that's  given  by  fate.   [Exit. 

Enter  S  amor  at  9    Orfabrin. 

Or/.   I'th'  fhape  of  lions  too  fometimes, 
And  bears  ? 

Sam.  Often,  Sir. 

Or/.   Pray  unriddle. 

Sam.  The  wifer  fort  do  think  them  thieves,  which  but 
AfTume  thefe  forms  to  rob  more  powerfully. 

Or/.  Why  does  not  then  the  ftate 
Set  out  fome  forces,  and  fupprefs  them  ? 

Sam.  It  often  has,  Sir,  but  without  fuccefs. 

Orf  Howfo? 

Sam.  During  the  time  thofe  levies  are  abroad, 
Not  one  of  them  appears.     There  have  been, 
That  have  attempted  under  ground ; 
But  of  thofe,  as  of  the  dead, 
There  has  been  no  return. 

Orf.  Strange  ! 

Sam.  The  common  people  think  them  a  race 
Of  honeft  and  familiar  devils, 
For  they  do  hurt  to  none,   unlefs  refilled  ; 
They  feldom  take  away,  but  with  exchange ; 
And  to  the  poor  they  often  give; 
Return  the  hurt  and  fick  recover'd ; 
Reward,  or  punifh  as  they  do  find  caufe. 

Orf.   How  caufe  ? 

Sam.  ■  Why,   Sir,   they  blind  Hill  thofe  they  take, 
And  make  them  tell  the  ftories  of  their  lives ; 
Which  known,  they  do  accordingly. 

Orf.    You  make  me  wonder,    Sir. 
How  long  is't  iince  they  thus  have  troubled  you  ? 

Sam.  It  was  immediately  upon  the  great  deciding  day, 
Fought  'twixt  the  two  pretending  families, 
The  Tamorens  and  the  Orfabrins. 

Orf.  Ha  !  Orfabrin  ? 

Sam.  But,  Sir,    that  flory's  fad,   and  tedious, 
Ware  entring  now  the  town,  a  place  lefs  fafe 
Than  were  the  woods,  fince  Torcular  is  flain.— - 

Vol.  VII.  K  Orf. 
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Or/.  How,   Sir? 

Sam.  Yes. 
He  was  the  brother  to  the  prince's  miftrefs, 
The  lov'd  one  too. 
If  we  do  prize  our  felves  at  any  rate, 
We  mull  embarque,  and  change  the  clime, 
There  is  no  fafety  here. 

Or/.   Hum! 

Sam.  The  little  flay  we  make 
Muft  be  in  fome  dark  corner  of  the  town : 
From  whence   (the  day  hurried  to  th'other  world) 
We'll  fally  out,   to  order  for  our  journey. 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  this,  it  grieves  me  not ; 
But  (gentle  youth)  that  you  ihould  for  my  fake. 

Orf.   Sir,  lofe  not  a  thought  on  that ; 
A  florm  at  fea  threw  me  on  land,  and  now 
A  florm  on  land  drives  me  to  fea  again. 

Sam.  Still  noble  f  [Exeunt. 

Enter    Naffurat,   Pellegrin. 

Naff.  Why!   fuppofe  'tis  a  wench; 
You  would  not  go  with  me,  would  you  ? 

Pell.  To  chufe,— — -to  chufe, 

Naff.  Then  there's  no  remedy.— 

[Flings  down  his  bat,   unbuttons  him/elf,    draws* 

Pell.  What  dofl  mean? 

Naff.  Why  fmce  I  cannot  leave  you  alive, 
I  will  try  to  leave  you  dead. 

Pell.  I  th^k  you  kindly,  Sir,   very  kindly. 
Pox  on  thee^    I'll  fee  thee  hanged  firfl ; 
S'foot  you  mail  make  none  of  your  fine 
Points  of  honour  up  at  my  charge : 
Take  your  courfe,  if  you  be  fo  hot. 
Be  going,-8 — be  going.  [Exit. 

Naff.  I  am  got  free  of  him  at  laft: 
There  was  no  other  way ; 
H'  has  been  as  troublefome  as  a  woman  that 
Would  be  lov'd  whether  a  man  would  or  not: 
And  has  watch'd  me,  as  if  he  had  been 
My  creditor's  ferjeant ;  iftheyfhould  have  difpatch'd 
In  the  mean  time,  there  would  be  fine 

Opinions 
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Opinions  of  me.     I  muft  cut  his  throat 

In  earneft,  if  it  mould  be  fo. [Exit. 

Enter  Peridor,  T amor  en  with  other  Thieves,  with  Torcular. 

[A  horn  founds . 
Thieves.  A  prize  !— — A  prize!  — ~ —  A  prize! 
Per.  Some  duel,  Sir,  was  fought  this  morning :  This, 
Weaken' d  with  lofs  of  blood,  we  took ;  the  reft 
Efcap'd. 

Tarn.  He's  fitter  for  our  furgeon,  than  for  us ; 
Hereafter  we'll  examine  him. 

[Again  a  fhout* 

Thieves.  A  prize ! A  prize  !—*>  ■      -»A  prize ! 

[Theyfet  them  down,  Ardelan,  Piramont* 
Tarn,  Bring  them,  bring  them,  bring  them  in, 
See  if  they  have  mortal  fin ; 
Pinch  them  as  you  dance  about , 
Pinch  them  till  the  truth  come  out. 
Per.  What  art? 

Ard.  Extremely  poor  and  miferable. 
Per.  'Tis  well,  'tis  well,  proceed; 
No  body  will  take  that  away  from  thee, 
Fear  not  What  country  I 

Ard.  Francelia. 
Per.  Thy  name? 
Ard.  Ardelan. 
Per.  And  thine  ? 
Pir*  Piramont. 
Per.  Thyftory? 
Ard.  What  ftory? 
Per.  Thy  life,  thy  life.         ■■■■     Pinch  him; 

Ard.  Hold,  hold- 

You  ihall  have  it ;  ■  -  [.Heftghs, 

It  was  upon  the  great  defeat 
Given  by  the  Tamorens  unto  the  Orfabrins, 
That  the  old  prince,  for  fafety  of  the  young, 
Committed  him  unto  the  trull  ef  Garradan, 
And  fome  few  fervants  more, 
'Mongft  whom  I  fill'd  a  place. 
Tam.  Ha!  Garradan! 

K  Z  Ard. 
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Ard.  Yes! 

Tam.  Speak  out,  and  fet  me  nearer. 
So,  void  the  place ;  proceed. 

Ard.  We  put  to  fea,  but  had  fcarce  loft  the  fight 
Of  land,  ere  we  were  made  a  prey  to  pirates, 
There  Garradan,  refilling  the  firft  board, 
Chang'd  life  with  death ;  with  him  the  fervants  too  ; 
All  but  myfelf  and  Piramont. 
Under  thefe  pirates  ever  fince 
Was  Orfabrin  brought  up, 
And  into  feveral  countries  did  they  carry  him. 

Tarn,  Knew  Orfabrin  himfelf  ? 

Ard.  Oh !  no,  his  fpirit  was  too  great ;  We  durft 
Not  tell  him  any  thing,  but  waited  for 
Some  accident  might  throw  us  on  Francelia  ; 
'Bout  which  we  hover'd  often,  and  were  near 
It  now,  but  heaven  decreed  it  otherwife.         [Hejighs. 

Tarn.  Why  doft  thou  figh  ? 

Ard.  Why  do  I  figh  indeed  f 
For  tears  cannot  recall  him ; 
Lafl  night  about  the  fecond  watch,  the  winds 
Broke  loofe,  and  vex'd  our  fhip  fo  long, 
That  it  began  to  reel  and  totter, 
And  like  a  drunken  man, 
Took  in  fo  fall  his  liquor, 
That  it  funk  down  iW  place. 

Tarn.  How  did  you  'fcape  ? 

Ard.  I  bound  myfelf  unto  a  mall:, 
And  did  advife  my  mailer  to  do  fo, 
For  which  he  flruck  me  only, 
And  faid,  I  did  confult  too  much  with  fear. 

Tarn.  'Tis  a  fad  ftory. Within  there  ! 

Let  them  have  wine  and  fire. 

But  hark  you [Whifpers. 

Enter  Thieves,-  with  a  Poet. 

Thieves.  A  prize  ! A  prize  I A  prize ! — — 

Per.  Set  him  down. 

Poet.  "  And  for  the  blue,  [Sings. 

4(  Give  him  a  cup  of  fack,  'twill  mend  his  hew. 

Per. 
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Per.  Drunk,  as  I  live  ! »  Pinch  him,  pinch  him. 

What  art  ? 

Poet.  I  am  a  Poet, 
A  poor  dabler  in  rime. 

Per.  Come,  confefs,  confefs. 

Poet.  I  do  confefs,  I  do  want  money. 

Per.  By  the  defcription,  he's  a  Poet  indeed, 
Well,  proceed. Pinch  him. 

Poet.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Pox  on  you  !  Pr'ythee  let  me  alone, 

Some  candles  here  ! — — 

And  fill  us  t'other  quart,  and  fill  us, 

Rogue,  Drawer,  t'other  quart.——: 

Some  fmall  beer.  ■    ■« 

"  And  for  the  blue, 

"  Give  him  a  cup  of  fack,  'twill  mend  his  hew. 

Tarn.  Set  him  by  till  he's  fober. 
Come,  let's  go  fee  our  duelift  drefl.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Taylor,  two  Serjeants, 

Toy.  He's  fomething  tall,  and  for  his  chin, 
It  has  no  bufh  belonging  : 
Marry,  a  little  wool,  as  much  as  an  unripe 
Peach  doth  wear  ;  ay, 
Jufl  enough  to  fpeak  him  drawing  towards  man, 

Ser.  Is  he  of  fury  ? 
Will  he  foin,  and  give  the  mortal  touch  ?. 

Tay.  Oh  no, 
Pie  feldom  wears  his  fword. 

Ser.  Topo  is  the  word,   if  he  do  ; 
Thy  bill,  my  little  myrmidon  ? 

Toy.  A  yard  and  half,  I  affure  you,  without  abatement. 

Ser.  'Tis  well,  'tis  wond'rous  well : 
Is  he  retir'd  into  this  houfe  of  pleafure  ? 

Toy.  One  of  thefe  he's  entred  ; 
'Tis  but  a  little  waiting, 
You  (hall  find  me  at  the  next  tavern.  [Exit. 

Ser.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  one  coming. 

K  3  Enter 
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Enter  Orfabrin. 

Orf.  This  houfe  is  Aire  no  feminary  for  Lucreces ; 
Then  the  matron  was  fo  over-diligent : 
And  when  I  afk'd  for  meat  or  drink, 
She  look'd  as  if  I  had  miftook  myfelf, 
And  calFd  for  a  wrong  thing. 
Well,  'tis  but  for  a  night ;  and  part  of  it  I'll  fpend 
In  feeing  of  this  town, 
So  famous  in  our  tales  at  fea. 

Ser.  Look,  look,  muffled,  and  as  melancholy  after't 
As  a  gamefter  upon  lofs ;  upon  him,  upon  him. 

Or/.  How  now,  my  friends, 
Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

Ser.  Quietly ; 'twill  be  your  befl  way. 

Orf.  Belt  way,  for  what  ? 

Ser.  Why,  'tis  your  bell:  way, 
Becaufe  there  will  be  no  other  : 
Topo  is  the  word,  and-  you  mull  along.     

Orf.  Is  that  the  word  ? 
Why  then  this  is  my  fword.  [Run  away. 

Ser.  Murder,  murder,  murder  ! 
H'  has  kill'd  the  Prince's  officer  : 
Murder ! murder  ! murder  f  «•*•<* 

Orf.  I  muft  not  flay, 
J  hear  them  fwarm— — — - •  [Exit. 

Enter  Conftable,  People. 

Con.  Where  is  he,  where  is  he  ? 

Ser.  Here, here Oh  a  man-mender,   a  man- 
mender  ! 
H'  has  broach'd  me  in  fo  many  places,. 
All  the  liquor  in  my  body  will  run  out. 

Con.  In  good  footh  (neighbour)  h'has  tapp'd  you  at  tha 
Wrong  end  too  ; 

He  has  been  bufy  with  you  here  behind, 
As  one  would  fay  ;  lend  a  hand  fome  of  you, 
And  the  reft  follow  me.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Or  fair  in. 
Orf.  Still  purfu'd  !  which  way  now  ? 

X.    ■£.  <* 
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I  fee  no  paffage  ;  I  muft  attempt  this  wall, 

Oh  !  a  lucky  door,  and  open !  [Exit* 

Enter  again. 

Where  am  I  now  ? 

A  garden,  and  a  handfome  houfe  ! 

If  t  be  thy  will,  a  porch  to't,  and  I'm  made; 

'Twill  be  the  better  lodging  of  the  two.  [Goes  to  the  porch. 

Enter  Maid. 

Phem.  Oh  !  welcome,  welcome,  Sir. 
My  lady  hath  been  in  fuch  frights  for  you. 

Orf.  Hum  !  for  me  ! 

Phem.  And  thought  you  would  not  come  to-night  I 

Orf.  Troth,  I  might  very  well  have  fail'd  her. 

Phem.  She's  in  the  gallery,  alone,  in  the  dark. 

Orf.  Good,  very  good. 

Phem.  And,  is  fo  melancholy— — — — ■ 

Orf  Hum! 

Phem.  Have  you  {hut  the  garden-door  ? 
Come,  I'll  bring  you  to  her  >  enter,  enter. 

Orf  Yes,  I  will  enter  : 
He  who  has^loii  himfelf,  makes  no  great  venture.—- 

[Exeunt, 

ACT    II. 

Enter  Sabrina,  Orfabrin. 

Sab.  X"X  H,  welcome,  welcome,  as  open  air  to  pi 'ifoners, 

\jF  I  have  had  fuch  fears  for  you. 

^  Orf  She's  warm,  and  foft  as  lover's  language  : 

She  fpoke  too,  prettily  ;  m 

Now  have  I  forgot  all  the  danger  I  was  in. 

Sab.  What  have  you  done  to-day,  my  better  part  h 
Orf  Kind  little  rogue  ! 
I  could  fay  the  fineft  things  to  her,  methinks  * 

K  4  '  But 
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But  then  me  would  difcover  me, 

The  bell  way  will  be  to  fall  to,  quietly.—     [KiJ/es  her* 

Sab.  How  now,  my  Samorat ! 
What  feucy  heat  hath  ftol'n  into  thy  blood, 
And  height'ned  thee  to  this  ? 
I  fear  you  are  not  well.  ■» — 

Orf.  S'foot  f  'tis  a  Platonick : 
Now  cannot  I  Tq  much  as  talk  that  way  neither. 

Sab.  Why  are  you  filent,  Sir  ? 
Come,  I  know  you  have  been  in  the  field  to -day* 

Orf.  How  does  me  know  that  I 

Sab.  If  you  have  kill'd  my  brother,  fpeak ; 
It  is  no  new  thing  that  true  love  ihould  be 
Unfortunate. 

Orf.  'Twas  her  brother  I  kill'd  then  ! 
Would  I  were  with  my  devils  again  : 
I  got  well  rid  of  them, 
Tnat  will  be  here  impoflible. 

Enter  Phemilia. 

Phem.  Oh!  Madam,  Madam, 
Y'are  undone  ;  the  garden-walls  are  fcal'd, 
A  flood  of  people  are  ent'ring  the  houfe. 

Orf.  Good——  why  here's  variety  of  ruin  yet, 

Sab.  'Tisfo, 
The  feet  of  juflice,  like  to  thofe  of  time, 
Move  quick,  and  v/ill  deftroy,  I  fear,  as  fure  : 
Oh,  Sir,  what  will  you  do  ?  there  is  no  vent'ring  forth, 
My  clofet  is  the  fafeft,  enter  there, 
While  I  go  down  and  meet  their  fury, 
Hinder  the  fearch,  if  poflible.        ■■       ■«  [Exit* 

Orf.  Her  clofet,  yea,  where's  that  ? 
And,  if  I  could  find  it,  what  mould  I  do  there  ? 
She  will  return I  will  venture  out.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Prince,  Philately  Phontrel,  Company,  Mujick. 
Phil.  The  lighteft  airs ;  'twill  make  them  more  fecure. 
Upon  my  life  he'll  vifit  her  to-night. 

[  Mujick  plays,  and  fings. 
Prince.  Nor  fhe,  nor  any  leffcr  light  appears, 
The  calm  and  filence  about  the  place, 
Perfuades  me  ihedoes  fleep, 

r  Phil 


The  Goblins.  225 

Phil.  It  may  be  not ;  but  hold,  it  is  enough. 
Let  us  retire. 

Behind  this  pillar,  Phontrel,  is  thy  place  ; 
As  thou  did'fr,  love  thy  matter,  ihew  thy  care ; 
You  to  the  other  gate  ;  there's  thy  ladder. {Exeunt* 

Enter  Sabrina, 

Sab.  Come  forth,  my  Samorat,  come  forth, 
Our  fears  were  falfe,  it  was  the  Prince  with  mufick. 

Samorat,  Samorat !  He  fleeps ; Samorat ! 

Or  elfe  he's  gone  to  find  me  out  i'th'  gallery  ; 

Samorat,  Samorat !  it  mull  be  fo— — .  [Exit* 

Enter  Orfabrin. 
Orf.  This  houfe  is  full  of  threfholds,  and  trap-doors ; 

I  have  been  in  the  cellar,- where  the  maids  lie  too, 

I  laid  my  hand,  groping  for  my  way,  upon  one  of  them5 

And  fhe  began  to  fqueak  ; 

Would  I  were  at  fea  again,  i'th'  ftorm. 

Oh  !  a  door  :  though  the  devil  were  the  porter, 

And  kept  the  gate,  I'd  out. 

Enter  Samorat. 

Orf.  Ha  f  guarded  !  taken  in  a  trapi 
Nay,  I  will  out, 
And  there's  no  other  but  this  ■   <  ■ 

[Retires,  and  draws,  runs  at  him;   another  pap % 
they  clofe. 
Sam.   Phiiatcl  in  ambufh,  on  my  life  ! 

Enter  Sabrina,  and  Phemilia  with  a  light* 

Sab.  Where  fliould  he  be  ? Ha  f 

Good  heavens,  what  fpeclacle  is  this  ?  my  Samorat  \ 
Some  apparition  fare* — — 

[They  dij lover  one  another  by  the  light,  throw  aivay 
their  weapons,  and  embrace. 
Sam,  My  noble  friend  ! 
What  ?,ugry  and  malicious  plane* 
Govern?  at  this  point  of  tinie  ? 

Sab.  Nly  wonder  does  grow  higher. 
Orf.  That  which  govern'd  ever  : 
I  feidom  knew  it  better,  . 
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Sam.  It  does  amaze  me,  Sir,  to  find  you  here,. 
How  entred  you  this  place  ? 

Or/.  Forc'd  by  unruly  men  i'th'  ftreet. 

Sab.  Now  the  miftake  is  plain, 

Qrf.  Are  you  hurt  ? 

Sam.  No but  you  bleed. 

Or/.  I  do  indeed,  but  'tis  not  here,  this  is 
A  (cratch  :  it  is  within,  to  fee  this  beauty;. 
For  by  all  circumilance,  it  was  her  brother 
Whom  my  unlucky  fword  found  out  to-day. 

Sab.  Oh  !  my  too  cruel  fancy  — .  [Weeps, 

Sam.  It  was  indeed  thy  fword,  but  not  thy  fault ; 
I  am  the  caufe  of  all  thefe  ills, 
Why  do  you  weep,  Sabrina  ? 

Sab.  Unkind  unto  thyfelf,  and  me, 
The  tempeft,  this  fad  news  has  rais'd  within  me, 
I  would  have  laid  with  tears,  but  thou  difturb'ft  me  ; 
Oh  !  Samorat,  had' ft  thou  confulted  but  with  love 
As  much  as  honour,  this  had  never  been. 

Sam.  I  have  no  love  for  thee,  that  has  not  had. 
So  Uriel:  an  union  with  honour  ilill, 
That  in  all  things  they  were  concern' d  alike  ; 
And  if  there  could  be  a  divifion  made, 
It  would  be  found 
Honour  had  here  the  leaner  mare  : 
'Twas  love  that  told  me  'twas  unfit 
That  you  fhould  love  a  coward. 

Sab.  Thefe  handfome  words  are  now,. 
As  if  one  bound  up  wounds  with  filk, 
Or  with  fine  knots,  which  do  not  help  the  cure, 
Or  make  it.  heal  the  fooner. 
Oh  !  Samorat,.  this  accident  lies  on  our  love, 
Like  to  fome  foul  difeafe,  v/hich  though  it  kill  it  nor, ... 
Yet  will  't  deftroy  the  beauty  ;  disfigure  't  fo, 
That  'twill  look  ugly  to  the  world  hereafter. 

Sam.  Muft  then  the  adls  of  fate  be  crimes  of  men  I 
And  .mail  a  death  he  pulPd  upon  himfelf, 
Be  laid  on  others  ? 

Remember,  Sweet,  how  often  you  have  faid 
It  in  the  fiice  of  heaven,  that  'twas  no  love, 
Which,  length  of  time,  or  cruelty  of  chance, 

Could: 
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Codd  leflen  or  remove. 

Oh  kill  me  not  that  way,  Sabrina,  this  is  the  nobler  ; 

[Kneels,  and prefents  his  /word* 
Take  it,  and  give  it  entrance  any  where 
But  here ;  for  you  fo  fill  that  place, 
That  you  mull  wound  yourfelf.— — 

Orf.  Am  I  fo  flight  a  thing  ?  fo  bankrupt  ? 
So  unanfwerable  in  this  world  ? 
That  being  principal  i1  th'  debt,  another  muft 
Be  calPd  upon,  and  I  not  once  look'd  after  ? 
Madam,  why  d'you  throw  away  your  tears 
On  one  that's  irrecoverable  ? 

Sab.  Why !  therefore,  Sir, 
Becaufe  he's  irrecoverable. 

Orf.  But  why  on  him  ?  he  did  not  make  him  fo. 

Sab.  I  do  confefs  my  anger  is  unjufl, 
But  not  my  forrow,  Sir.     Forgive  thefe  tears, 
My  Samorat ;  the  debts  of  nature  mull 
Be  paid,  though  from  the  flock  of  love  : 
Should  they  not,  Sir  ? 

Sam.  Yes.' 
But  thus  the  precious  minutes  pafs,  and  time, 
Ere  I  have  breath' d  the  fighs  due  to  our  partings 
Will  be  calling  for  me. 

Sab.  Parting  ! 

Sam.  Oh  !  yes,  Sabrina,  I  muft  part,  as  day 
Does  from  the  world  ;  not  to  return  'till  night 
Be  gone,  'till  this  dark  cloud  be  over. 
Here  to  be  found,  were  foolifhly  to  make 
A  prefent  of  my  life  unto  mine  euemy. 
Retire  into  thy  chamber,  Fair  ; 
There  thou  malt  know  all. 

Sab.  I  know  too  much  already.  \Exeunt> 

Enter  Pbontrel, 

Hold,  rope,  for  me,  and  then  hold,  rope,  for  him. 

Why,  this  is  the  wifdom  of  thejaw  now, 

A  prince  lofes  a  fubjecl,  and  does  not 

Think  himfelf  paid  for  the  lofs,  'till  he  lofes  another: 

Well !  I  will  do  my  endeavour 

K  6  To 
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To  make  him  a  {aver  ; 

For  this  was  Samorat. {Exit 

Enter  Samorat,  Orfabrin  bleeding. 

Or/.  Let  it  bleed  on-^ —  you  fhall  not  ftir,  I  fwear. 

Sam.  Now,  by  the  friendfhip  that  I  owe  thee, 
And  the  Gods  beiide,  I  will,  noble  youth  ; 
Were  there  no  danger  in  thy  wound,  yet  would 
The  lofs  of  blood  make  thee  unfit  for  travel : 
My  fervauts  wait  me  for  direction, 
With  them  my  furgeon,  I'll  bring  him  inftantly. 
Pray  go  back.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Philately  Guard.     Places  thc7n  at  the  door. 

Phil..  There  !**«-  You  to  the  other  gate, 
The  reft  follow  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Orfabrin,  Sahrina. 

Sab.  Hark,  a  noife,  Sir ! 
This  tread's  too  loud  to  be  my  Samorat's. 

Enter  the  Searchers  to  them. 

Search.  Which  way  ? which  way  ? 

Sab.  Some  villany  is  in  hand. 
Step  in  here,  Sir,  quick,  quick. —  [Locks  him  in  her  clofet* 

Enter  Philately  Guard,  and " pafs  over  the  ftage. 


Phil.  Look  every  where. 


[Philate I  dragging  out  his  fifter. 
Protect  thy  brother's  murderer  ! 
Tell  me  where  thou  haft  hid  him, 
Or,  by  my  father's  afhes,  I  will  fearch 
In  every  vein  thou  haft  about  thee,  for  him. 

Enter  Orfabrin. 

Orf.  Ere  fuch  a  villany  fhould  be, 

[Orfabrin  bounces  thrice  at  the  door,  it  flies  open. 
The  Gods  would  lend  unto  a  fingle  arm 
S  ich  ftrength,  it  fhould  have  power  to  punifh 
An  army  of  fuch  as  thou  art. 

.Phil.  Oh  !  Are  you  here,  Sir  I 

Orf 
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Or/  Yes,  I  am  here,  Sir. •  [Fight. 

Phil,  Kill  her.  [She  interpofes. 

Or/  Oh  !  fave  thyfelf,  fair  Excellence, 
And  leave  me  to  my  fate. 

Bafe! 

[The  Guard  comes  behind  him,  catches  hold  of  his  arms. 

Phil.  So,  bring  him !  One 

The  other  is  not  far.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sabrina,  Phemilia. 

Sab.  Run,  run,  Phemilia,  to  the  garden  walls, 
And  meet  my  Samorat. 

Tell  him,  Oh  tell  him  any  thing,  charge  him, 
By  all  our  loves,  he  inftantly  take  horfe, 
And  put  to  fea  ;  there  is  more  fafety  in 
A  ftorm,  than  where  my  brother  is,  [Exeunt. 


ACT     III. 

Enter  Peri  dor,  and  the  other  Thieves. 
Sframador  led  in.    They  dance  about  him,  andfng. 

Thieves.     A     Prize  !  —  a  prize  ! a  prize  !— — 

jf\     Per.  Bring  him  forth,  bring  him  forth. 

Welcome,  welcome,  mortal  wight, 
To  the  man/ion  of  the  night : 
Good  or  bad,  thy  life  dij cover, 

Truly  all  thy  deeds  declare  ; 
For  about  thee  fpirits  ho-ver, 

That  can  tell,   tell  what  they  are. 
Pinch  him,  if  he  /peaks  not  true  ; 
Pinch  him,  pinch  him  black  aWd  blue. 

Per.  What  art  thpu  ? 
Stram.  I  was  a  man. 
Per.  Of  whence  ? 

.  tram. 
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Straw*  The  Court. 

Per.  Whither  now  bound  ? 

Stram.  To  my  own  houfe. 

Per.  Thy  name  ? 

Stram.  Stramador. 

Per.  Oh  !  you  fill  a  place  about  his  Grace^ 
And  keep  out  men  of  parts ;  d'you  not  ? 
.  Stram.  Yes. 

Per.  A  foolifh  utenfil  of  ftate, 
Which  like  old  plate  upon  a  gaudy  day, 
'S  brought  forth  to  make  a  mow,  and  that  is  all  f 
For  of  no  ufe  you  are ;  y'had  belt  deny  this. 

Stram.  Oh  no ! 

Per.  Or  that  you  want  wit, 
And  then  talk  loud,  to  make  that  pafs  for  it ; 
You  think  there  is  no  wifdom  but  in  form  ; 
Nor  any  knowledge,  like  to  that  of  whifpers. 

Stram.   Right,  right! 

Per.  Then  you  can  hate,  and  fawn  upon  a  Man 
At  the  fame  time. 

And  dare  not  urge  the  vices  of  another, 
You  are  fo  foul  your  felf ; 
So  the  Prince  feldom  hears  truth. 

Stram.  Oh  !  very  feldom. 

Per.  And  did  you  never  give  his  Grace  bad  counfeb, 
And  when  you  faw  they  did  not  profper, 
Periuade  him  take  them  on  himfelf  ? 

Stram.  Yes,  yes,     often. 

Per.  Get  baths  of  fulphur  quick,  and  flaming  oils, 
This  crime  is  new,  and  will  deferve  it. 
He  has  inverted  all  the  rule  of  Hate, 
Confounded  policy ; 
There  is  fome  reafon  why  a  fubje£t 
Should  fuffer  for  the  errors  of  his  Prince ; 
But  why  a  Prince  fhould  bear 
The  faults  of 's  ministers,  none,  none  at  all".. 
Cauldrons  of  brimflone  there  ! 

Thief.  Great  Judge  of  this  infernal  place,, 
Allow  him  yet  the  mercy  of  the  court. 

Stram.  Kind  devil  ! 

Per.  Let  him  be  boil'd  in  fcalding  lead  awhile, 

T'enurer 
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T'enure,  and  prepare  him  for  the  other, 

Stram.  Oh !  hear  me,  hear  me. 

Per.  Stay! 
Now  I  have  better  thought  upon't, 
He  mall  to  earth  again  : 
For  viilany  is  catching,  and  will  fpread : 
He  will  enlarge  our  empire  much, 
Then  w'are  fure  of  him  at  any  time. 
So  'tis  enough— where's  our  governor  ?  — -«  {Exeunt* 

Enter  G#aler,  Sam  or  at,  Najfurat,  Pellegrin, 
and  three  others  in  difguife. 

Goal,  His  hair  curls  naturally, 
A  handfome  youth!— 

Sam.  The  fame,  {Drink  to  himr 

Is  there  no  fpeaking  with  him  ? 
He  owes  me  a  trifling  fum. 

Goal.  Sure,  Sir,  the  debt  is  fomething  defperate> 
There  is  no  hopes  he  will  be  brought 
To  clear  with  the  world, 
He  flr.uck  me  but  for  perfuading  him 
To  make  even  with  heaven, 
He  is  as  furly  as  an  old  lion, 
And  as  fullen  as  a  bullinch, 
He  never  eatfince  he  was  taken    -      -gentlemem. 

Sam..  I  mult  needs  fpeak  with  him, 
Heark  in  thy  ear,       » 

Goal.  Not  for  all  the  world. 

Sam.  Nay,  I  do  but  motion  fuch  a  thing. 

Goal.  Is  this  the  bufinefs,  gentlemen  ? 
Fare  you.  well.  [Run  after  him,  draw  their  dagger  si 

andfet  one  to  his  breaji, 

Sam.  There  is  no  choice  of  ways  then 
Stir  not,  if  thou  but  think'fl  a  noife, 
Qr  breath'il  aloud,  thou  breath*  it  thy  laft. 
So  bind  him  now.  — .  [They  bind  the  Goalery 

Undo,  quickly,  quickly ;  his  jerkin,  his  hat, 

Naff.   What  will  you  do  ? 
None  of  thefe  beards  will  ferve, 
There's  not  an  eye  of  white  in  them, 

Sell{ 
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Pell.  Pull  out  the  filver'd  ones  in  his, 
And  flick  them  in  the  other. 

Na/f.  Cut  them,  cut  them  out— [They  put  afalfe  beard 
The  bum  will  fuit  well  enough  on  thegoaler,  a?id 

With  a  grace  flill.  gag  him. 

Sam.  Defperate  wounds  mufl  have  defperate  cures, 

Extremes  mufl  thus  be  fervid. 

You  know  your  parts.  [Exit  in  the  goalees  habit. 

Naff.  Fear  not,  let  us  alone. 

Theyfing  a  catch. 
Some  drink  [ what,  boy  \ fome  drink  !  — 

Till  it  up,  fill  it  up  to  the  brink, 
When  the  pots  cry  clink , 
And  the  pockets  chink, 
Then  "'tis  a  merry  world* 

To  the  beft,  to  the  befi,  have  at  her, 
And  a  pox  take  the  woman-hater. 
The  Prince  of  darknefs  is  a  gentleman, 
Mahu,  Mahu  is  his  name. 

How  d'you,  Sir  ?  [To  the  goaler,  gagged, 

You  gape  as  if  you  were  fleepy  ; 

Good  faith,  he  looks  like  an Oyes. 

Pell.  Ox  as  if  he  had  overflrain'd  himfelf 
At  a  deep  note  in  a  ballad. 

Naff.  What  think  you  of  an  oyfcer  at  a  low  ebb  ? 
Some  liquor  for  him  ! 

You  will  not  be  a  pimp  for  life,  you  rogues 
Nor  hold  a  door  to  fave  a  gentleman ; 

You  are pox  on  him,  what  is  he,  Pellagrin? 

If  you  love  me,  lei's  fbifle  hi 

And  fay  'twas  a  fudden  judgment  upon  him 

For  fwearing  ; — the  pollure  will  confirm  it. 

Pell.  We're  in  an  excellent  humour; 
Let's  have  another  bottle, 
And  "give  out  that  Ann  my  wife  is  dead ; 
Shall  I,  gentlemen? 

ffiNaff  Rare  rogue  in  buckram,  let  me  bite  thee; 
Before  me  thou  fhak  go  out  Wit, 
And  bponas  good  terms-- 

M  ■■• 
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Asfome  ofthofe  in  the  Ballad  *  do. 

Pell.  Shall  I  fo  ?— Why  then  foutree  for  the  Guife, 
Saintes  Jhall  aggree  f  ;  and  ours  Jhall  ber 
The  black-efd  beauties  of  the  time, 
I'll  tickle  you  for  old  ends  of  plays.— —— 

Tbeyjmg. 


A  Round, A  Round, A  Round,- 

A  Round, — — -A  Round,—— — A  Round,- 


Some  body's  at  the  door !  [Knocking  at  the  door, 

Prithee,  prithee,  Sirrah,  Sirrah,  try  thy  fkill. 
Naff.  Who's  there  ? 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Meff.  One  Sturgelot  a  goaler  here  ? 

Naff.  Such  a  one  there  was,  my  friend, 
But  he's  gone  above  an  hour  ago  : 
Now  did  this  rogae  whifper  in  his  heart 

That's  a  lye, and  for  that  very  reafon 

I'll  cut  his  throat. 

Pell.  No,  prithee  now, for  thinking  ?  " 

Thou  malt  not  take  the  pains,  the  law  fhall  do't. 

Naff.  How? — how?— 

Pell.  Marry,  we'll  write  it  over,  when  we're  gone, 
He  join'd  in  the  plot,  and  put  himfelf 
Into  this  poflure,  meerly  to  difguife 
It  to  the  world. — 

Naff.  Excellent !     Here's  to  thee-  for  that  conceit. 
We  mould  have  made  rare  flatefmen, 
We  are  fo  witty  in  our  mifchief. 
Another  fong,  and  fo  let's  go, 
It  will  be  time. 

Theyfng. 

A  health  to  the  nut-broivn  lafs, 
With  the  ha<zle  eyes,  let  it  pafs. 
She  that  hath  good  eyes. 
Has  good  thighs,  - 

Let  itpaj\       ■     let  it  pafs, 

Al 
*  i.e.  The  Seffons  of  the  Poets  alluded  to,  fee  p.  5. 
•J-  A  proverbial  Expreffton  during  the  League. 
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As  much  to  the  lively  gray, 
''Tis  as  good  Ftfr  night  as  day, 

She  that  has  good  eyes. 

Has  good  thighs. 
Drink  away,*— drink  away. 


1  pledge,  I  pledge,  nvbat  ho  !  fome  vjine^ 
Here 's  to  thine, 
And  to  thine, 
.  The  colours  are  divine. 

But  oh  the  Hack,  the  bldck, 

Give  me  as  much  again,  and  let  V  he  fack  ; 

She  that  has  good  eyes, 

Has  good  thighs, 
And  it  may  be  a  better  knack. 

Enter  a  Drawer. 

Najf.  A  reckoning,  boy.—  {They  knock. 

There  »     ■  .  ■  Pay  him  the  reckoning, 

Doflhear? 

Here's  a  friend  of  ours  has  forgotten  hiinfelf 
A  little  (as  they  call  it> 
The  wine  has  got  into  his  head, 
As  the  frofl  into  a  hand,  he  is  benumb'd, 
And  has  no  ufe  of  himfelf  for  the  prefent. 

Boy.  Hum,  Sir. {Smiles, 

Najf.  Prithee  lock  the  door,  and  when  he 
Comes  to  himfelf, 

Tell  him  he  fhall  find  us  at  the  old  place, 
He  knows  where. 

Boy.  I  will,  Sir.  {Exeunt* 

Enter  Orfabrin,  in  pr ij on. 
Or/.  To  die !  ay,  what's  that  ? 
For  yet  I  never  thought  on't  ferioufly; 

It  maybe  vtis hum,  ■ 

It  may  be  'tis  not  too. 

Enter  Samoraty  as  the  Goaler,  he  undoes  his  fetters. 
Ha  !-—.■■■  {As  ama%d. 

What 
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What  happy  interceffion  wrought  this  change  ? 
T&  whofe  kind  prayers  owe  I  this,  my  friend  ? 

Sam.  Unto  thy  virtue noble  youth : 

The  Gods  delight  in  that  as  well  as  prayers. 
I  am— — 

Or/  Nay,  nay,— 
Be  what  thou  wilt,  I  will  not  queftion  it : 
"Undo,  undo. 

Sam.  Thy  friend  Samorat. 

Or/  Ha! 

Sam.  Lay  by  thy  wonder,  and  put  on  thefe  clothes ; 
In  this  drfguife  thou'lt  pafs  to  the  prifon-gates, 
There  you  mall  find  one  that  is  taught  to  know 
You  ;  he  will  conduct  you  to  the  corner 
Of  the  wood,    and  there  my  horfes  wait  us. 
I'll  throw  this  goaler  off  in  fome  odd  place. 

Or/  My  better  angel  !  [Exeuntl 

Enter  Peridor,  with  the  other  Thieves. 

Per.  It  is  e'en  as  hard  a  world  for  thieves 
As  honeft  men,— -nothing  to  be  got— — 
No  prize  ftirring. 

1  Thief.  None,  but  one  with  horfes, 
Who  feem'd  to  ftay  for  fome  rhat  were  to  come* 
And  that  has  made  us  wait  thus  long. 

Per.  A  lean  day's  work,  but  what  remedy  ? 
Lawyers  that  rob  men  with  their  own  confent, 
Have  had  the  fame.     Come,  call  in  our  perdues, 
We-  will  away. [They .wbiftte* 

Enter  Or/ah >r -in ,  as /e eking  the  hor/ef. 

Or/  I  hear  them  now,  yonder  they  are. 

Per.  Halloh  !  who  are  thefe  ?  any  of  ours  ? 

Tbie/.  No,  ftand  clofe,  they  mall  be  prefently. 
Yield, yield. 

Or/  Again  betray'd  f  there  is  no  end  of  my  misfortune^ 
Mifchief  vexes  me  like  a  quotidian, 
It  intermits  a  little,  and  returns        m 
Ere  I  have  loft  the  memory  of 
My  former  fit. — — — 

Per, 
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Per.  Sentences,  fentences ! 
Away  with  him, away  with  him —  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Goaler,  and  Drawers,  over  the  ft  age. 

Goal.  I  am  the  goaler,  undone,  undone  ! 
Cvonfpiracy,  a  cheat,  my  prifoner,  my  prifoncr ]- -[Exeunt. 

Enter  $  amor  at. 

Sam.  No  men  : — nor  horfes !  Some  ftrange  miflake  !— 
May  be  th*  are  iheltred  in  the  wood.——— 

Enter  Peri  dor  and  other  Thieves,  examining  the  young 
Lord  Torcular  that  was  hurt. 

Per.  And  if  a  lady  did  but  Hep  afide, 
To  fetch  a  maik  or  fo, 

You  follow'd  after  ftill,  as  if  ihe  had  gone  proud  t 
Jia!  is'tnotfo? 

Tor.  Yes. 

Per.  And  if  you  were  us'd  but  civilly  in  a  place,. 
You  gave  out  doubtful  words  upon't, 
To  make  men  think  you  did  enjoy. 

Tor.  Oh?  yes,    yes. 

Per.  Made  love  to  every  piece  of  cry'd-up  beauty, 
Andfwore  the  fame  things  over  to  thera. 

Tor.  The  very  fame 

Per.  Abominable ! 
Had  he  but  fworn  new  things  yet,  it  had  been 

Tolerable.  — 

[One  of  them  reads  the  fum  oftheconfeffion* 

Thief  Let  me  fee, — let  me  fee.     Hum  ! 
Court  ladies  eight,  of  which  two  great  ones. 
Country  ladies  twelve ;  termers  all. 

Per.  Is  this  right  ? 

Tor.  Very  right. 

Per.  Citizens  wives  of  feveral  trades, 
He  cannot  count  them, 
Chamber-maids,  and  country -wenches, 
About  thirty. 

Of  which  the  greater  part,  the  night  before 
They  were  marry1  d,  or  elfe  upon  the  day. 

Per.  A  modeft  reckoning  I    Is  this  all  ? 

Tor. 
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Ter.  No. 


I  will  be  juft  t'a  fcruple. 

Per.  Well  faid,— well  faid,— 
Out  with  it. — 

Tor,  Put  down  two  old  ladies  more. 

Per.  I'th'  name  of  wonder, 
How  could  he  think  of  old, 
In  fuch  variety  of  young  ? 

Tor.  Alas !  I  could  never  be  quiet  for  them. 

Per.  Poor  gentleman  I 
Well,  what's  to  be  done  with  him  now  ? 
Shall  he  be  thrown  into  the  cauldron 
With  the  cuckolds  ? 
Or  with  the  jealous ;  that's  the  hotter  place* 

Per,  Thou  miftakefl, 
'Tis  the  fame,  they  go  together  Hill : 
Jealous  and  cuckolds  differ  no  otherwife 
Than  fheriff  and  alderman  ? 
A  little  time  makes  the  one  the  other. 
What  think  you  of  gelding  him, 
A^nd  fending  him  to  earth  again, 
Amongft  his  women  I 
'Twould  be  like  throwing  a  dead  fly 
Into  an  ant's  neit. 

There  would  be  fuch  tearing,  and  pulling*, 
And  getting  up  upon  him, 
They  would  worry  the  poor  thing  to  death. 

1.  Thief.  Excellent  I 
Or  leave  a  firing,  as  they  do  fometimes 
In  young  colts  : 
Dehre  and  impotence, 
Wou'd  be  a  rare  punimment. 

Per.  Fie,  fie,  the  common  difeafe  of  age  ; 
Every  old  man  has  it. 

Enter  T amor  en  and  more  Thieves,  hading  Orfahrin. 
A  prize  ! — a  prize  ! — a  prize  ! —  m 

[Horns  blow,  Brafs  Pots  beat  on. 
Or/.  This  mull  be  hell,  by  the  noife  I 

Tarn. 
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Tarn.  Set  him  down,  fet  him  down  -, 
Bring  forth  the  neweft  rack, 
And  flaming  pinching  irons. 
This  is  aflubborn  piece  offlefh, 
'Twould  have  broke  loofe. 

Orf.  So,  this  comes  of  wifhing  my  felf 
With  devils  again  I 

Per.  What  art? 

Orf.  The  flave  of  chance,  one  of  fortune's  fools ; 
A  thing  (he  kept  alive  on  earth  to  make  her  fport. 

Per.  Thy  name? 

Orf.  Orfabrin. 

Per.  Ha  !  he  that  liv'd  with  pirates  ? 
Was  lately  in  a  ftorm  ? 

Orf  The  very  fame. 

Tarn.  Such  relpect  as  you  have  paid  to  me— 

[Whifpers  <voith  Peri  dor. 
Prepare  to  revels,  all  that  can  be  thought  on, 
But  let  each  man  ftill  keep  his  ihape,  [Exit. 

[They  unbind  him,  a// bow  to  him. 

Mufick,  and  a  Dance. 

Orf.  Ha! 
Another  falfe  fmile  of  fortune  ? — 

[They  bring  out  fewer  al  fuits  of  clothes,  and  a  banquet. 
Is  this  the  place  the  gowned  clerks 
Do  fright  men  fo  on  earth  with  ? 
Would  I  had  been  here  before. 
Matter  devil,  to  whofe  ufe  are  thefe  fet  out  ? 

Per.  To  yours,  Sir. 

Orf  I'll  make  bold  to  change  a  little 

[Takes  a  hat,  drejfes  himfelf. 
Could  you  not  afford  a  good  plain  fword 
To  all  this  gallantry  ? 

Per.  We'll  fee,  Sir. 

Orf.  A  thoufand  times  civiller  than  men, 
And  better  natur'd. 

Enter  Tamoren,  Reginella* 
Tarn.  All  leave  the  room. 

Per.  I  like  not  this.  [Exeunt. 

Tarn. 
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7am,  Cupid,  do  thou  the  reft. 
A  blunter  arrow,  and  but  flackly  drawn, 
Would  perfect  what's  begun ; 
When  young  and  handfome  meet, 
•——The  work's  half  done. 

Orf  She  cannot  be  lefs  than  a  Goddefs ; 
And  't  muft  be  Proferpine : 
I'll  fpeak  to  her,  though  Pluto's  felf  Hood  by. 
Thou  beauteous  queen  of  this  dark  world, 
That  mak'ft  a  place,  fo  like  a  hell, 
So  like  a  heaven,  inftrucl;  me 
In  what  form  I  muft  approach  thee. 

Reg.  Tell  me  what  thou  art  firft  :  for  fuch  a  creature 
Mine  eyes  did  never  yet  behold — 

Orf  I  am  that  which  they  name  above,  a  man ; 
I'th'  watry  elements  I  much  have  liv'd9 
And  there  they  term  me  Orfabrin.  - 
Have  you  a  name  too  ?   - 

Reg.  Why  do  you  afk? 

Orf  Becaufe  I'd  call  upon  it  in  a  ftorm, 
And  fave  a  fhip  from  perifhing  fometimes. 

Reg.  'Tis  Reginella. 

Orf.  Are  you  a  woman  too  ? 
I  never  was  in  earneft  until  now. 

Reg.  I  know  not  what  I  am, 
For  like  my  felf  I  never  yet  faw  any. 

Orf  Nor  ever  lhall.  Oh !  how  came  you  hither  ? 
Sure  you  were  betray'd.  Will  you  leave  this  place, 
And  live  with  fuch  as  I  am  ? 

Reg.  Why  may  not  you  live  here  with  me  ? 

Orf  Yes™ - 

But, I'd  carry. thee  where  there  is  a  glorious  light, 

Where  all  above  is  fpread  a  canopy, 

Studded  with  twinkling  gems, 

Beauteous  as  lover's  eyes; 

And  underneath  carpets  of  flowry  meads 

To  tread  on.     A  thoufand  thoufand  pleafures, 

Which  this  place  can  ne'er  afford Ihee. 

Reg.  Indeed ! 

Orf  Yes,  indeed. 
I'll  bring  thee,  unto  ihady  walks, 

*  And 
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And  groves  fring'd  with  filver  purling  ftreams, 

Where  thou  fhalt  hear  foft  feather' d  querifters 

Sing  fweetly  to  thee  of  their  own  accord. 

I'll  fill  thy  lap  with  early  flowers ; 

And  whilft  thou  bind 'it  them  up  myfterious  ways, 

I'D  tell  thee  pretty  tales,  and  figh  by  thee  : 

Thus  prefs  thy  hand,  and  warm  it  thus  with  kiffes. 

Reg.  Will  you  indeed  ? 

{T amor  en  and 'Peridor  above,  with  others. 

Tarn.  Fond  girl ! 
Her  rafhnefs  fullies  the  glory  of  her  beauty, 
'Twill  make  the  conqueft  cheap,  and  weaken  my  defigns ; 
Go  part  them  inflantly,  and  bind  him  as  before ; 
Be  you  his  keeper,  Peridor. 

Per^  Yes,  I  will  keep  him. 

Orf.  Her  eyes  like  lightning  ihoot  into  my  heart, 
They'll  melt  it  into  nothing,  ere  I  can 
Prefent  it  to  her  :  fweet  Excellence ! 

Enter  Thieves,  and  blind  him. 

Ha !  why  is  this  hateful  curtain  drawn  before  my  eyes  ? 
If  I  have  fmn'd,  give  me  fome  other  punilhment ; 
Let  me  but  look  on  her  flill,  and  double  it : 
Oh  whither,  whither  do  you  hurry  me  ? 

Per.  Madam,  you  mult  in.  [Carry  hi?n  away. 

Reg.  Ah  me!  what's  this? 
Mull! [Exit. 

Enter  other  Devils. 

1  Thief.  We  have  had  fuch  fport ; 
Yonder's  the  rareil  poet  without, 
'Has  made  aU  his  confe'Iion  in  blank  verfe  ; 
Not  left  a  God,  nor  a  Goddefs  in  heaven, 
But  fetch' d  them  all  down  for  witneifes ; 
He  has  made  fuch  a  defcription  of  Styx,  and  the  Ferry, 
And  verily  thinks  he  has  pall  them. 
Enquires  for  the  bleit  fhades, 
And  afks  much  after  certain  Britifh  blades, 
One  Shakefpear  and  Fletcher  : 
And  grew  fo  peremptory  at  laft, 
He  would  be  carried  where  they  were. 

2  Thief, 
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2  Thief.  And  what  did  you  with  him  ? 

1  Thief.  Mounting  him   upon  a  cowl-ftafF, 
Which    (toiling  him  fomething  high) 
He  apprehended  to  be  Pegafus  : 
So  we  have  left  him  to  tell  flrange  lyes, 
Which  he'll  turn  into  verfe ; 
And  fome  wife  people  hereafter  into  religion. 

\Exeunt% 
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ACT    IV. 

is*/*?/-  Samorat,  Naffurat,  Pellagrin. 
Naff   /^OOD  faith,  'tis  wondrous  well; 

Xj  We  have  e'en  done  like  eager  difputers ; 
And  with  much  ado, 
Are  got  to  be  juft  where  we  were. 
This  is  the  corner  of  the  wood. 

Sam.  Ha!  'tis  indeed! 

Tell.  Had  we  no  walking  fire, 
Nor  faucer-ey'd  devil  of  thefe  woods  that  led  us-? 
Now  am  I  as  weary 
As  a  married  man  after  the  firft  week, 
And  have  no  more  defire  to  move  forwards, 
Than  a  poft-horfe  that  has  pa  ft  his  ftage. 

Naff.  'Sfoot,  yonder's  the  Night  too,  Healing  away 
With  her  black  gown  about  her  : 
Like  a  kind  wench,  that  had  ftaid  out  the  laft 
Minute  with  a  man. 

Tell.  What  fhall  we  do,  gentlemen  ? 
I  apprehend  falling  into  thisGoaler's  hands 
Strangely ;  he'd  ufe  us  worfe  than  we  did  him. 

Naff.  And  that  was  ill  enough  of  confcience : 
What  think  you  of  turning  beggars? 
Many  good  gentlemen  have  done't ;  or  thieves  ? 
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Pell.  That's  the  fame  thing  at  court : 
Begging  is  but  a  kind  of  robbing  the  Exchequer. 

JSaff.  Look,  four  fathom  and  a  half  O  O  S 
In  contemplation  of  his  miftrefs: 
There's  a  ieaft,  you  and  I  are  out  now,  Pellagrin, 
'Tis  a  pretty  trick,  this  enjoying  in  abfence. 
What  a  rare  invention  'twould  be, 
If  a  man  could  find  out  a  way  to  make  it  real ! 

Pell;  Doft  think  there's  nothing  in't  as  'tis. 

Naff.  Nothing,  nothing. 

Pell.  Did'fl  never  hear  of  a  dead  Alexander, 
Rais'd  to  talk  with  a  man  ? 
Love  is  a  learned  conjurer,  and,  with 
The  glafs  of  fancy,  will  do  as  ilrange  things  ? 
You  thruft  out  a  hand, 
Your  miftrefs  thrufls  out  another ; 
You  fhake  that  hand,  that  (hakes  you  again ; 
You  put  out  a  lip,  fhe  puts  out  hers ; 
Talk  to  her,  fhe  mail  anfwer  you : 
Marry  !  when  you  come  to  grafp  all  this,  it  is  but  air. 

Sam.  It  was  unlucky — » 
Gentlemen,  the  day  appears, 
This  is  no  place  to  flay  in ; 
Let's  to  fome  neighbouring  cottage, 
May  be  the  fearchers  will  neglect  the  nearer  places, 
And  this  will  beft  advance  unto  our  fafety. 

Enter  F idlers. 
Naff.  Who  are  they? 

1  fid.  Now  if  the  fpirit  of  melancholy  mould  pofTefs  'em. 

2  Fid.  Why  if  it  mould an  honourable  retreat. 

Naff.  I  have  the  rarer!  fancy  in  my  head — 

Whither  are  you  bound,  my  friends,  fo  early  ? 

Fid.  To  a  wedding,  Sir  ? 

Naff.  A  wedding !  I  told  you  fo, 
Whole? 

Fid.  A  country  wench's  here  hard  by, 
One  Erblin's  daughter. 

Naff.  Good  Erblin  !  the  very  place  ; 
To  fee  how  things  will  fall  out ! 

Hold, 


The  Goblins.  243 

Hold,  here's  money  for  you : 

Hark  you,  you  mail  afiift  me  in  a  fmall  defign. 

Fid.   Any  thing. 

Sam.  Whatdo'il  mean? 

Naff.  Let  me  alone-—-—— 
I  have  a  plot  upon  a  wench. 

Fid.  Ycur  Worfhip  is  merry. 

Naff.  Yes,  faith,  to  fee  her  only. 
Look  you,  fome  of  you  mail  go  back  to  th'  town 
And  leave  us  your  coats, 

My  friend  and  I  are  excellent  at  a  little  inftrument, 
And  then  we  fing  catches  rarely. 

Fell.  I  underltand  thee  not. 

Naff.  rl  hou  hail  no  more  forecaft  than  a  fquirrel, 
And  haft  lefs  wife  confideration  about  thee. 
Is  there  a  way  fafer  than  this  ? 
Doll  think  what  we  have  done 
Will  not  be  fpread  beyond  this  place  ere  'tis  light? 
Should  we  now  enter  any  houfe 
Thus  near  the  town,  and  flay  all  day, 
'T would  be  fufpicious :  What  pretence  have  we  ? 

Fell.  He  fpeaks  reafon,  Samorat. 

Sam.  I  do  not  like  it. 
Should  any  thing  fall  out,  'twould  not  look  well ; 
I'd  not  be  found  fo  much  out  of  my  felf, 
So  far  from  home  as  this  difguife  would  make  me, 
Almoft  for  certainty  of  fafety. 

Naff.  Certainty !  Why  this  will  give  it  us. 
Pray  let  me  govern  once. 

Sam.  Well,  you  fufFer'd  firft  with  me,  now  'tis  my  turn, 

Pell.  Pr'ythee  name  not  fuffering. 

Naff.  Come,  come,  your  coats ; 
Oar  beards  will  fuit  rarely  to  them  : 
There's  more  money; 
Not  a  word  of  any  thing,  as  you  tender——— 

Fid.  O,  Sir 


Naff.  And  fee  you  carry 't  gravely  too 


Now,  afore  me !  Pellagrin's  rarely  tranflated. 
'Sfoot,  they'll  apprehend  the  head  of  the   bafs-viol 
As  foon  as  thee,  thou  art  fo  like  it ; 
Only,  I  muft  confefs,  that  has  a  little  the  better  face. 
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Pell.  Has  it  fo? 


Pox  on  thee,  thoulook'It  like  I  cannot  tell  what. 

Naff.  Why,  fo   I  would,  fool ; 
The  end  of  my  difguife  is  to  have  none 
Know  what  I  am : 

Look,  look,  a  devil  airing  himfelf,  {Enter  a  Devil. 

I'll  catch  him  like  a  mole  ere  he  can  get  under  ground. 

Pell.  Naffurat,  Naffurat! 

Naff.  Pox  on  that  noife,  he's  earth'd. 
Pr'ythee  let's  watch  him,  and  fee 
Whether  he'll  heave  again. 

Pell.  Art  mad  ? 

Naff.  By  this  light,  three  or  four  of  their  fkins, 
And  we'd  rob. 
'Twould  be  the  better  way.    Come,  come,  let's  go. 

{Exeunt* 

Enter  Captain  and  Soldiers. 
Capt.   Let  the  horfe  fkirt  about  this  place, 
We  will  make  a  fearch  withir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  again. 

Now  difperfe, 

In  the  hollow  of  the  wood  we  will  meet  again. 

Enter  Naffurat,    Pellagrin,    Samorat,  Fidlers. 

Sol.  Who  goes  there  ? 
Speak!       -  Oh !  they  are  Fidlers ! 
Saw  you  no  men  nor  horfe, 
In  the  wood  to-day,  as  you  came  along  ? 

Naff.  Speak,  fpeak  rogue. 

[Naffurat  pulls  one  of  the  fidlers  by  the  fkirt. 

Fid.  None,  Sir. 

Sol.  Pafs  on.  {Exeunt. 

Naff.  Gentlemen,  what  fay  you  to  the  invention  now  ? 
I'm  a  rogue  if  I  do  not  think 
I  was  dehgn'd  for  the  helm  of  ftate  : 
I  am  fo  full  of  nimble  ftratagems, 
That  I  mould  have  ordered  affairs,  and 
Carried  it  againft  the  ftream  of  a  faction, 

With 
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With  as  much  eafe  as  a  fkipper 

Would  laver  againft  the  wind.  [Exeunt  ^ 

Enter  Captain  and  Soldiers,  meet  again. 

Capt.  What,  no  news  of  any  ? 
Sol.  No not  a  man  ftirring. 

Enter  other  Soldiers. 

Soho  !  away, away  ! 

Capt.  What  !  any  difcovery  ? 

Sol.  Yes,  the  horfe  has  itaid  three  fellows, 
Fidlers,  they  call  themfelves  ; 
There's  fomething  in't ;  they  look  fufpicioufly  : 
One  of  them  has  offer'd  at  confefiion,  once  or  twice, 
Like  a  weak  flomach  at  vomiting, 
But  'twould  not  out. 

Capt.  A  little  cold  iron  thruft  down  his  throat 
Will  fetch  it  up. 
I  am  excellent  at  difcovery ; 
And  can  draw  a  fecret  out  of  a  knave, 
With  as  much  dexterity  as  a  barber-furgeon 
Wou'd  a  hollow  tooth. 

Let's  join  forces  with  them.        •  [Exeunt. 

[Orfabrin  difcovered  in  prifon,  bound. 

Or/.  Sure  'tis  eternal  night  with  me ; 

Would  this  were  all  too — — 

For  I  begin  to  think  the  reft  is  true, 
Which  I  have  read  in  books, 
And  that  there's  more  to  follow. 

Enter  Reginella. 

Reg.  Sure  this  is  he  [She  unbinds  him. 

Orf.  The  pure  and  firft  created  light 
Broke  through  the  Chaos  thus. 
Keep  ofF,  keep  off,  thou  brighter  excellence, 
Thou  fair  divinity  :  If  thou  com' ft  near, 
(So  tempting  is  the  fhape  thou  uow  afium'ft) 
I  fhall  grow  faucy  in  defire  again  ; 
And  entertain  bold  hopes,  which  will  but  draw 
More  and  frefh  punifhment  upon  me. 
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Reg.  I  fee  y'are  angry,  Sir  : 
But  if  you  kill  me  too,  I  meant  no  ill  ; 
That  which  brought  me  hither, 
Was  a  defire  I  have  to  be  with  you 
Rather  than  thofe  I  live  with  :  This  is  all, 
Believe  it. 

Orf.  With  me !  Oh,  thou  kind  innocence  I 
Witnefs  all  that  can  punifh  fslftiood, 
That  1  could  live  with  thee, 
Even  in  this  dark  and  narrow  prifon : 
And  think  all  happinefs  conftn'd  within  the  walls. 
Oh,  had'ft  thou  but  as  much  of  love  as  1  ! 

Reg.  Of  love  !  what's  that  ? 

Orf.  Why,  'tis  a  thing  that's  had  before  'tis  known  ; 
A  gentle  flan;e,  that  Iteals  into  a  heart, 
And  makes  it  like  one  object  fo,  that  it  fcarce  cares 
For  any  other  delights,  when  that  is  prefent ; 
And  is  in  pain  when  'tis  gone  ;  thinks  of  that  alone, 
And  quarels  with  all  other  thoughts  that  would 
Intrude,  and  fo  divert  it. 

Reg.  If  this  be  love,  fure  I  have  fome  of  it :. 
It  is  no  ill  thing,  is  it,  Sir  ? 

Orf.  Oh,  moil  divine  ; 
The  befl  of  all  the  Gods  itrangely  abound  in  it, 
And  mortals  could  not  live  without  it  : 
It  is  the  foul  of  virtue,  and  the  life  of  life. 

Reg.  Sure  I  fhould  learn  it,  Sir,  if  you  would  teach  it.. 

Orf.  Alas,  thou  taughteft  it  me  ; 
It  came  with  looking  thus —    [They  gaze  upon  one  another. 

Enter  Peri  dor. 

Per.  I  will  no  longer  be  conceal 'd,  but  tell 
Her  what  I  am,  before  this  fmooth-fac'd  youth 
Hath  taken  all  the  room  up  in  her  heart. 
Ha  !  unbound  I  And,  fure,  by  her  ! 
Hell  and  furies  ! 
What,  ho  !  —  within  there. 

Enter  other  Thieves. 

Pra&ife  efcapes  ? 

Get  me  new  irons,  to  load  him  unto  death, 

Orf. 
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Or/.  I  am  fo  ufed  to  this,  it  takes  away 
The  fenfe  of  it :  I  cannot  think  it  ftrange. 

Reg.  Alas !  he  never  did  intend  to  go. 
Ufe  him,  for  my  fake,  kindly  : 
I  was  not  wont  to  be  deny'd. 
Ah  me  !  they  are  hard-hearted  all. 
What  mall  I  do  ?  I'll  to  my  governour, 
He'll  not  be  thus  cruel. [Exeunt* 

Enter  Samorat,  Naffurat,  Pellagrin. 

Naff.  'Tis  a  rare  wench  i'th'  blue  flockings  : 
What  a  complexion  Ihe  had,  when  (he  was  warm ! 
'Tis  a  hard  queftion,  of  thefe  country  wenches, 
Which  are  fimpler  ;  their  beauties,  or  themfelves. 
There's  as  much  difference  betwixt 
A  town- lady,  and  one  of  thefe, 
As  there  is  betwixt  a  wild  pheafant  and  a  tame. 

Pell.  Right ! 

There  goes  fuch  cfTencing,  warning,  perfaming, 

And  daubing  to  th'other,  that  they  are  the  leafl  part 

Of  themfelves. 

Indeed,  there's  fo  muchfauce,  a  man  cannot  tafte  the  meat. 

Naff.  Let  me  kifs  thee  for  that. 
By  this  light,  I  hate  a  woman  dreft  up  to  her  height, 
Worfe  than  I  do  fugar  with  mufcadine  : 
It  leaves  no  room  for  me  to  imagine 
I  could  improve  her,  if  me  were  mine  : 
It  looks  like  a  jade,  with  his  tail  tied  up  with  ribbands, 
Going  to  a  fair  to  be  fold. 

Pell.  No,  no,  thou  hateft  it  out  of  another  reafon. 

Naff.  Pr'ythee,  what's  that  ? 

Pell.  Why,  th'are  fo  fine,  th'are  of  no  ufe  that  day. 

Naff.  Sirrah,  did'ft  mark  the  lafs  i'th'  green  upon  yellow, 
How  me  bridled  in  her  head, 
And  danc'd,  a  ftroke  in,  and  a  flroke  out, 
Like  a  young  filly,  {training  to  pace  ? 

Pell.  And  how  me  kifs'd, 
As  if  fhe  had  been  fealing  andjlelivering  herfelf  up 
To  the  ufe  of  him  that  came  laft  ; 
Parted  with  her  fweet-heart's  lips  ftill 
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As  unwillingly,  and  untowardly, 
As  foftNwax  from  a  dry  feal. 

Naff.  True  ;  and  when  (he  kifles  a  gentleman, 
She  makes  a  curtefy  ;  as  who  mould  fay, 
The  favour  was  on  his  fide. 
What  dull  fools  are  we  to  befiege  a  face 
Three  months  for  that  trifle  ? 

Sometimes  it  holds  cut  longer 

And  then,  this  is  the  fweeter  flem  too. 

Enter  ¥  idlers. 

Fid.  You  mall  have  horfes  ready  at  the  time,. 
And  good  ones  too,  (if  there  be  truth  in  drink; ) 
And  for  your  letters,  they  are  there  by  this. 

Sam.  An  excellent  officer  ! 

Enter  Wedding. 
Clown.  Tut,  tut,  tut  I  [Dance  in,  at  that  time, 

Enter  Soldiers  muffled  up  in  their  cloaks. 
That's  a  good  one,  i'faith,  not  dance  ? 
Come,  come,  ftrike  up. 

Sam.  Who  are  thole  that  eye  us  fo  feverely  ? 
Belong  they  to  the  wedding  ? 
Fidl.  I  know  'em  not. 

[Offer  their  women  to  them  to  dance. 

Clown.  Gentlemen,  wiPt  pleafe  you  dance  ? 

Sol.  No,  keep  your  women;  we'll  take  out  others  here. 
Samorat !  if  I  miftake  not. 

Sam.  Ha!  betray'd !  [A  buftle. 

Clown.   How  now  !    what's  the  matter  ?    abufe  our 

fidlers  ? 
2  Sol.  Thefe  are  no  fidlers :    Fool,  obey  the  Prince's 
officers, 
Unlefs  you  defire  to  go  to  prifon  too. 

Sam.  The  thoughts  of  what  muft  follow,  difquiets  not 
at  all ; 
But  tamely  thus  to  be  furpriz'd, 

In  fa  unhandfome  a  difguife  ? [jhey  carry  him  away. 

Pell.  It's  even  fo  ?  Why  then 
"  Farewel  the  plumed  troops,  and  the  big  wars, 
gi  Which  made  ambition  virtue. 

Naff. 
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NaJT.  Ay,  ay,  let  them  go,  let  them  go. 

Pell.  Have  you  ever  a  firatagem,  Naffurat  ? 
'Twould  be  very  feafonable.     What  think  you  now  ? 
Are  you  defign'd  for  the  helm  of  ftate  ? 
Can  you  laver  againft  this  tempeil  ? 

Naff.  Pr'ythee  let  me  alone,  I  am  thinking  for  life. 

Pel.  Yes,  'tis  for  life,  indeed  ;  would  'twere  not. 

Clown.  This  is  very  ftrange  ;  let's  follow  after, 
And  fee  if  we  can  underltand  it.  -  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Peridor,  Orfabrin. 

Per.  A  mere  phantafm,  rais'd  by  art,  to  try  thee* 

Orf.  Good  kind  devil,  try  me  once  more  ; 
Help  me  to  the  fight  of  this  phantafm  again. 

Per.  Thou  art  undone. 
Wer't  thou  not  amorous  in  th'  other  world  ? 
Did'ft  not  love  women  ? 

0>f  Who  did  hate  them  ? 

Per.  Why  there's  it ; 
Thou  thought'!!  there  was  no  danger  in  the  fin, 
Becaufe  it  was  common. 
Above  the  half  of  that  vaft  multitude, 
Which  fills  this  place,  women  fent  hither  : 
And  they  are  highlieft  punifh'd  ftill, 
That  love  handfomeft. 

Orf.  A  very  lying  devil  this,  certainly  ! 

Pell.  All  that  had  their  women  with  you, 
Suffer  with  us. 

Orf.  By  your  friendfhip's  favour,  though, 
There's  no  juit.ice  in  that : 
Some  of  them  fufFered  enough, 
In  all  confcience,  by  'em  there. 

Per.  Oh,  this  is  now  your  mirth  : 
But  when  you  fhall  be  pinch'd  into  a  jelly, . 
Or  made  into  a  cramp  all  over, 
Thefe  will  be  fad  truths. 

Orf  He  talks  oddly  now,. I  do  not  like  it. 
Dofl  hear  ? 

Pr'ythee  exchange  fome  of  thy  good  counfel 
For  deeds.     If  thou  be'lt  an  honed  devil, 
(As  thou  feenx'ft  to  be)  put  a  fv/ord  into  my  hand, 
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And  help  me  to  the  fight  of  this 
Apparition  again. 

Per.  Well,  fome thing  I'll  do  for  thee, 
Or  rather  for'myfelf ■'■■  [Exeunt*. 

Enter  tivo  other  Devils. 

1  De<v.  Come,  let's  go  relieve  aur  Poet. 

2  De<v.  How,  relieve  him  ! 
He's  releas'd,  L  he  not  ? 

1  Dev.  No,  no  ; 
Berfat  bethought  himfelf  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave, 
And  found  he  would  be  neceilary  to  our  Mafque  to-night. 
We  have  let  him  with  his  feet- in  a  great  tub  of  water, 
In  which  he  dabbles,  and  believes  it  to  be  Helicon  : 
There  he's  contriving  i'th'  honour  of  Mercury, 
Who,  I  have  told  him,  comes  this  night,  of  a.meffage; 
From  Jupiter  to  Pluto,  and  is  feaited  here  by  him. 

Enter  Poet  and  Thieves. 

De<v.  Oh,  they  have  fetch'd  him  off! 

Poet. Carer  per  fo  lo  carer,. 

Or  he  that  made  the  Fairy  Queen. 

1  Thief   No,  none  of  thefe  : 
They  are  by  thcmiclves,  in  fome  other  place  ; 
But  here's  he  that  writ  Tamerlane. 

Poet.  I  befetch  you  bring  me  to  him. 
There's  fomething  in  his  fcene, 
Betw'xt  the  Emp'rors,  a  little  high  and  cloudy ; 
I  would  rcfolve  myfelf. 

1  Thief.  You  (hall,  Sir. 
Let  me  fee —  the  author  of  the  Bold  Beauchamps, 
And  England's  Joy. 

Poet.  The  laft  was  a  well- writ  piece,  I  afTure  you  ; 
A  Briton,  I  take  it ;.  and  Shakefpear's  very  way  ; 
I  defire  to  fee  the  man. 

1  Thief.  Excufe  me,  no  feeing  here. 
The  Gods,  in  compliment  to  Homer,. 
Do  make  all  Poets  poor  above  ; 
And  we,  all  blind  below. 
But  you  lhall  confefs,  Sir.     Follow.  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Peridor,  Orfahrin. 

Or/.  Ha  !  light  and  the  frefh  air  again  ? 

[Peridot-  unbinds  him,  and  Jlips  away* 
The  place  I  know  too, 
The  very  fame  I  fought  the  devil  in. 
The  devil  was  in  the  right ; 
This  was  a  meer  apparition  : 
But  'twas  a  handfome  one,  it  left  impreflions  here, 
Such  as  the  faireft  fubftance  I  fhall  e'er  behold 
Will  fcarce  deface. 

Well,  I  mull  refolve  ;  but  what,  or  where  ? 
Ay,  that's  the  queftion. 
The  town's  unfafe,  there's  no  returning  thither  ; 

And  then,  the  port [Some  pafs  over  hajiily. 

Ha  !  what  means  the  bufy  hafle  of  thefe  ? 

Honeft  friend — {Orfahrin  calls  to  one. 

Do'ft  hear! No  » 

What's  the  matter,  pray  ? 

Enter  Clown. 

Clown.  Gentlemen,  gentlemen  ! 

Or/.  That's  good  fatisfaction  indeed. 
Pr'ythee,  good  fellow,  tell  me, 
What  caufes  all  this  hurry  ? 

Enter  another,  another. 

Clown.  One  Samorat  is  led  to  prifon,  Sir, 
And  another  gentleman,  about  Lord  Torcular. 

Or/.  Ha!  Samorat! 
There  is  no  mtan,  nor  end  of  fortune's  malice  : 
Oh  !  'tis  inalterable  ; 

I'm  made  a  boy,  whip'd  on  another's  back ;  • 
Cruel,  I'll  not  endure  't,  by  heaven  ; 
He  ihall  not  die  for  me  :  I  will  not  hold 
A  wretched  life,  upon  fuch  wretched  terms. 

Enter  Tamoren,  Peridor,  and  others. 

Tarn.  Fly,  fly,  abroad,  fearch  every  place,  and 
Bring  him  back : 
Thou  haft  undone  us  all,  with  thy  neglect  $ 
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Deftroy'd  the  hopes  we  had  to  be  ourfelves  again  : 

I  mail  run  mad  with  anger : 

FJy,  be  gone.  {Exeunt  all  hut  Tamoretr.. 

Enter  Reghiella. 

My  Reginella,  what  brings  you  abroad  ? 

Reg.   Dear  governour  !  I  have  a  fait  to  yoUi 

Tam.  To  mer  my  pretty  Sweetnefs,  what  ? 

Reg.  You  will  deny  me,  Sir,  I  fear  ; 
Pray  let  me  have  the  ftranger,  that  came  laft,  in  keeping. 

Tarn.  Stranger  !  Alas,  he's  gone,  made  an  efcape. 

Reg.  I  feard  he  would  not  itay,  they  us'd  him  fo  un- 
-     kindly. 
Indeed  I  would  have  us'd  him  better,,  [She  weeps. 

And  then  he  had  been  here  ftill. 

Tarn.  Cume,  do  not  weep,  my  girl : 
Forge c  him,  pretty  Penfivenefs  ;  there  will 
Come  others,  every  day,  as  good  as  he. 

Reg.  Oh!  never:  I'll  cloie  my  eyes  to  all  now  hers 
gone. 

Tarn.  How  catching  are  the  fparks  of  love  f  Still  this 
Mifchance  flows  more  and  more  unfortunate. 

I  was  too  curious 

Come,  indeed  you  mull:  forget  him  ; 

The  galianfft  and  the  goodiy'it  to  the  eye,  are  not  the  beft'; 

Such  handfome  and  fine  fhapes  as  thofe 

Are  ever  falfe.and  foul  within. 

Reg.  Why,  governour,  d'you  then  put 
Your  £nefl  things  ftill  in  your  fineft  cabinets  ? 

Tarn.  Pretty  innocence  !  No,  I  do  not ; 
You  fee  I  place  not  you  there. 
Come,  no  more  tears : 
Let's  in,  and  have  a  mate  at  chefs  \ 
"'  Diverfion  cures  a  lofs,  or  makes  it  lefs.  {Exeunt. 
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A  C  T    V. 

Enter  Tamaren,  Peridor,  and  other  thieves. 

Per.  y^ROST  all  the  high-ways,  fearch'd  all  the  woods, 
\^j  Beat  up  and  down,  with  as  much  pain  and  dili- 
gence, 
As  ever  huntfman  did  for  a  loft  deer. 

Tarn.  A  race  of  cripples  are  ye  all, 
IfTue  of  fnails,  he  could  not  elfe  have  'fcap'd  us  ?. 
Now,  what  news  bring  you  ? 

Thief.  Sir,  we  have  found  him  out, 
The  party  is  in  prifon.j 

Tarn.  How!  inprifon! 

Thief.  For  certain,  Sir. 
It  {eems  young  Samorat  and  he 
Were  thofe  that  fought  the  duel  t'other  day, 
And  left  our  Torcular  fo  wounded  there. 
For  his  fuppofed  death  was  Samorat  taken, 
Which  when  this  youth  had  found, 
He  did  attempt  to  free  him,  fcaling  the  wall. 
By  night,  but  finding  it  impofftble,. 
Next  morning  did  prefent  himfeif 
Into  the  hands  of  juftice,  imagining 
His  death,  that  did  the  fact,  an  equal  facrifice. 

Tarn.  Brave  Orfabrin  I 

Thief  Not  knowing  that  the  greedy  law  aiks  more^ 
And  doth  profcribe  the  acceiTary 
As  well  as  principal. 

Tarn.  Juil  fo,  i'th'  nick !  i'th'  very  nick  of  time  ! 

Per.  He's  troubled. 

Tarn.  It  will  be. excellent      - 
Be  ail  in  foldiers  habits  {freight. 
Where's  Torcular  ? 

Thief  Forth-coming,  Sir. 

Tarn* 
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Tarn.  How  are  his  wounds  ?  Will  they  endure  the  air  ? 
Under  your  gaberdines  wear  piftols  all. 

Per.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Tarn.  Give  me  my  other  habit,  and  my  fword. 
I'th'  leaft  fufpe&ed  way  hafte  after  me. 

Thief.  All? 

Tarn.  All  but  Peridor — -•  I  will  abroad. 
My  broken  hopes  and  fuff'rings 
Shall  have  now  fome  cure. 
Fortune,  fpite  of  herfelf,  Ihall  be  my  friend  ; 
And  either  Ihall  redrefs,  or  give  them  end.  \Exeunt. 

Per.  I've  found  it  out, 
He  does  intend  to  fetch  this  flranger  back, 
And  give  him  Reginella : 

Or  die No,  no,  it  mult  be  that ; 

His  anger,  and  the  fearch  declare  it ; 

The  fecret  of  the  prifon-houfe  ihall  out,  I  fwear. 

I'll  fet  all  firil  on  fire ; 

For  middle  ways  to  fuch  an  end  are  dull.  \Exit. 

Enter  Prince,  Philatel,  and  Servant. 

Serv.  Since  ihe  has  refus'd  to  fpeak  with  you,  Sir, 
She  will  not  look  on  any,  fhe  languilhes  fo  fail. 
Her  fervants  fear  fhe  will  not  live 
To  know  what  does  become  of  him.  \JLxit. 

Phil.  Sir,  'tis  high  time  you  viiit  her. 

Prince.  I  cannot  Icok  upon  her,  and  deny  her. 

Phil.  Nor  need  you,  Sir  ; 
All  ihall  appear  to.  her  molt  gracious. 
Tell  her,  the  formal  part  o'th'  law 
Mull  pais ;  but  when  it  comes  t' execution, 
Promife  her,  that  ycu  intend  to  interpofe. 

Prince.  And  ihall  then  Samorat  live  ? 

Phil.  Oh!. . 

Nothing  lefs !  The  fentence  pail, 
His  death  ihall  folio w  without  noife  : 
'Tis  but  not  owning  of  the  fad, 
Difgracing,  for  a  time,  a  *'  Secretary, 

Or 

*  Alluding  to  the  Queen  of  Scots  cafe,  and  Davifons 
(tlfgrace,  in  compliment  to.  the  Stuarts. 
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Qr  f0 — .  the  thing's  not  new 

Put  on  forgiving  looks,  Sir,  we  are  they< 

Enter  Sabrinas  Chamber. 
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A  mourning  filence  ;  filler  Sabrina ! 

Sab.   Hence,  hence,  thou  cruel  hunter  after  life ; 
Thou  art  a  pain  unto  my  eyes,  as  great 
As  my  dear  mother  had  when  fhe  did  bring 

Thee  forth And  fure  that  was  extreme,  iince  fhe 

Produc'd  a  monfter. 

Phil.  Speak  to  her  yourfelf, 
She's  fo  incens'd  againft  me,  fhe  will  not 
Welcome  happinefs,  becaufe  I  bring  it. 

Prince.  Fair  ornament  of  grief,  why  are  you  troubled  I 
Can  you  believe  there's  any  thing  within 
My  power  which  you  fhall  mourn  for  ? 
If  you  have  any  fears,  impart  them  ; 
Any  defires,  give  them  a  name,  and  I 
Will  give  the  reft.    You  wrong  the  greatnefs  of 
My  love,  to  doubt  the  goodnels  of  it. 

Sab.  Alas,  I  do  not  doubt  your  love,  my  Lordy 
I  fear  it ;  it  is  that  which  dees  undo  me. 
For  'tis  not  Samorat  that's  prifoner  now, 

It  is  the  Prince's  rival  ; 

Oh  !  for  your  own  fake,  Sir,  be  merciful : 
How  poorly  will  this  found  hereafter, 

"  The  Prince  did  fear  another's  merit  fo, 

"  Found  fo  much  virtue  in  his  rival,  that 

"  He  was  fore'd  to  murder  it,  make  it  away  ? 

There  can  be  no  addition  to  you,  Sir,  by  his  death^' 

By  his  life  there  will ;  You  get  the  point 

Of  honour  :  Fortune  does  offer  here, 

What  Time,  perchance,  cannot  regain  j 

A  handfome  opportunity  to  fliow 

The  bravery  of  your  mind. 

Prince.  This  pretty  rhetorick  cannot  perfuade  me,  Fair* 
one, 

To  let  your  Samorat  live  for  myTake  :. 

It  is  enough,,  he  mail  for  yours. 
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Sab.  Though  virtue  ftill  rewards  itfelf,  yet  here 
May  it  not  flay  for  that  ;  but  may  the  Gods 
Shower  on  you  fuddenly  fuch  happinefs^ 
That  you  may  fay,  "  My  mercy  brought  me  this. 

Prince.  The  Gods,  no  doubt,   will  hear,  when  you  do 

Straight-ways  :  But  here  you  take  their  names  in  vain. 
Since  you  can  give,  yourfcif,  that  happinefs 
Which  you  do  r.fk  of  tiiem. 

Sab.  Moll  gracious  Sir,  do  not 

Prince.  Hold,  I  dare  not  hear  thee  (peak, 
For  fear  thou  now  fhould'fl  tell  me, 
What  I  do  tell  myfelf ; 
That  I  would  poorly  bargain  for  thy  favours  ^ 
Retire,  and  banifh  all  thy  fears. 
I  will  be  kind  and  jufl  to  thee,  Sabrina, 
Whatfoe'er  thou  prov'fl  to  me. 

Phil.  Rarely  acted,  Sir.  [Exit  Sabrina* 

Prince.  Ha  ! 

PhiL  Good  faith,  to  the  very  life. 

Prince.  Acted  I No  'twas  not  acted. 

PhiL  How,  Sir! 

Prince.  I  was  in  earneft : 
I  mean  to  conquer  her  this  way, 
The  other's  low  and  poor. 

PhiL  Ha! 

Prince.  I  told  thee  'twould  be  fo  before. 

PhiL  Why,  Sir,  you  do  not  mean  to  fave  him  r 

Prince.  Yes I  do -^~ 

Samorat  fhall  be  releas'd  immediately.— 

PhiL  Sure,  you  forget  I  had  a  brother,  Sir,. 
And  one  that  did  deferve  juflice,  atleaft. 

Prince.  He  did — i —  and  he  fhall  have  it : 

He  that  kill'd  him  fhall  die 

And  'tis  high  fatisfa&ion,  that ;  look  not — — 

It  mull  be  fo.— —  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Stramador,  and  Peridor. 

Per.  No  devils,  Stramador ; 
Believe  your  eyes,  to  which  I  cannot  be 
So  loft,  but  you  may  call  to  mind  one  Peridor. 

*  Strain* 
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Stram.  Ha  !  Peridor  !  Thou  did' ft  command  that  day, 
In  which  the  Tamorens  fell. 

Per.  I  did yet,  Tamoren  lives. 

Stram.  Ha  ! 

Per.  Not  Tamoren  the  Prince,  he  fell  indeed  ; 
But  Tamoren  his  brother,  who,  that  day, 
Led  on  our  horfe  :  Young  Reginella  too, 
Which  is  the  fubjecl:  of  the  fuit  you  have 
Engag'd  yourfelf,  by  oath,  the  Prince  mall  grant.. 

Stram.  Oh,    'tis  impoffible  ! 
Jnftrucl:  me  how  I  mould  believe  thee. 

Per.  Why  thus 

Neceffity,  upon  that  great  defeat, 

Forc'd  us  to  keep  the  woods,  and  hide  our  felves 

In  holes,  which  fince  we  much  inlarg'd, 

And  fortify'd  them  in  the  entrance  fo, 

That  'twas  a  fafe  retreat  upon  purfuit : 

Then  fvvore  we  all  allegiance  to  this  Tamoren. 

Thefe  habits,  better  to  difguife  ourfelves,  we  took  at  firft  j 

But  finding  with  what  eafe  we  robb'd, 

We  did  continue  'em,  and  took  an  oath, 

'Till  fome  new  troubles  in  the  Hate  mould  happen 

Or  fair  occafion,  to  make  known  ourfelves, 

Offer  itfelf,  we  would  appear  no  other. 

But  come,  let's  not  lofe 

What  we  fhall  ne'er  recover, 

This  opportunity *  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Najfurat,  and  Pellagrin,  in  pr  if  on. 

Pell.   NafTurat,  you  have  not  thought  of  any 
Stratagem  yet  ? - 

Naff.  Yes,  I  have  thought 

Pell.  What? ■ 

Is  off.  That  if  you  have  any  accounts  with  heaven, 

They  may  go  on- 

This  villanous  dying's  like  a  flrange  tune, 

'T  has  run  fo  in  my  head, 

No  wholefome  confideration  wotrld  enter  it. 

Nothing  angers  me  neither,  but  that 

I  pafs  my  miftrefs's  window  to't. 

PelL 
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Pell.  Troth,  that's  unkind. 
I  have  fomething  troubles  me  too. 

Naff.  What's  that  ? 

Per.  The  people  will  fay,  as  we  go  along, 
Thou  art  the  properer  fellow. 
Then,  I  break  an  appointment 
With  a  merchant's  wife ;  but  who  can  help  it,  Naffurat  ? 

Naff.  Yea,  who  can  help  it  indeed  [ 
She's  to  blame  though,  faith,  if  flie 
Does  not  bear  with  thee, 
Considering  the  occafion. 

Per.  Confidering  the  occafion,  as  you  fay, 
A  man  would  think  he  might  be  borne  with. 
There's  a  fcrivener  i  mould  have  paid 
Some  money  to,  upon  my  word  ; 
But 

Enter  Orfabrin,  Samorat,   Prince'' s  Servants,  ivitb 
S  amor  of  s  releafement. 

k    Orf.  By  fair  Sabrina's  name,  I  conjure  you 
Not  to  refufe  the  mercy  of  the  Prince. 

Sam.  It  is  refolv'd,  Sir;  you  know  my  anfwer. 

Orf.  Whither  am  I  fallen  ! 
I  think  if  I  mould  live,  a  little  longer, 
I  mould  be  made  the  caufe  of  all  the  mifchief 
Which  mould  arife  to  the  world 
Hither  I  came  to  fave  a  friend, 
And  by  a  Height  of  fortune  I  deftroy  him. 
My  very  ways  to  good  prove  ills  : 
Sure  I  can  look  a  man  into  misfortune  : 
The  plague's  fo  great  within  me,  'tis  infectious, 
Oh  !  I  am  weary  of  myfeif : 
Sir,  I  befeech  you,  yet  accept  of  it  ; 
For  I  ihall  be,  this  way,  a  iufferer, 
And  an  executioner  too  ■ 

Sam.  I  beg  of  thee  no  more, 
Thou  doft  beget  in  me  defire  to  live : 
For  when  I  find  how  much  I  am  behind, 
In  noble  adls  of  friendfhip,  I  cannot 
Choofe  but  with  for  longer  time,  that  I  might 
Struggle  with  thee,  for  what  thou  haft  too  clearly  now 

Got 
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Get  from  me,  the  point  of  honour     ■     « 
Oh  !  it  is  wifdom  and  great  thrift  to  die  : 
For  who  with  fuch  a  debt  of  friend fhip  and 
Of  love,  as  you  and  my  Sabrina  muft 
Expect  from  me,  could  e'er  fubfift  ? 
Naff.  They  are  complimenting ; 
'Sfoot,  they  make  no  more  of  it, 

Than  if 'twere  who  fliould  go  in  firil  at  door 

I  think,  Pellagrin,  as  you  and  I 

Have  call  it  up,  it  comes  to  fomething  more 

Enter  Meffenger. 

Meff  Gentlemen,  prepare ;  the  court  is  fitting. 

Sam.  Friends,  this  is  no  time  for  ceremony  ; 
But  what  a  wreck  have  I  within  me,  to  fee  you  fuffer  ? 
And  yet  I  hope  the  Prince  will  let  his  anger  die 
In  me,  not  taKe  the  forfeiture  of  you. 

Naff.  If  he  ihould,  Pellagrin  and  I  are  refolv'd, 
And  are  ready  ;  all  but  our  fpeeches  to  the  people  ; 
And  thofe  will  not  trouble  us  much, 
For  we  intend  not  to  trouble  them.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Prince,  Philatel,  and  Attendants* 

Prince.  Not  accept  it  ! 

Loie  this  way  too  ! What  fhall  I  do  ; 

He  makes  advantages,  of  mine  ; 

And  like  a  fkilful  tennis-player, 

Returns  my  very  belt,  with  excellent  defign. 

It  muft  not  be, 

Bring  to  the  clofet,  here  above,  the  chief  of  the  jury  : 

I'll  try  another  way.—-  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Judges,  Lawyers,  Samorat,  Orfabrin,  Naffurat, 
Pellagrin. 

Naff.  Of  all  the  ways  of  deftroying  mankind 
The  Judges  have  the  eafieft, 
They  fleep  and  do  it. 

Pell.  To  my  thinking  now,     w 
This  is  but  a  folemner  kind  of  puppet-play  : 
How  the  devil  came  we  to  be  aclors  in't  ? 
— So  !.  It  begins. 

1  Judge, 
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i  Judge,  The  Prince's  counfel : 
Are  they  ready  ? 

Law.  Here — 

Judge.  Begin  then [Prince,.  Philatel  above. 

Law.  My  Lords,  that  this  fo  great  and  ilrange 

Sam.  Moil  reverend  judges, 
To  fave  the  expence  of  breath  and  time, 

And  dull  formalities  of  law 

I  here  pronounce  my  felf  guilty . 

[A  Curtain  drawn,  Prince,  Philately  with  others 
appear  above. 

Prince.  Again  he  has  prevented  me — — . 

Sam.  So  guilty,  that  no  other  can  pretend  a  mare— 
This  noble  youth,  a  ftr anger  to  every  thing 
But  gallantry,  ignorant  in  our  laws  and  cuftoms, 
Has  made,  perchance, 
In  Uriel:  feverity  a  forfeit  of  himfeif. 
But  ihould  you  take  it, 

The  Gods,  when  he  is  gone,  will  fure  revenge  it; 
If  from  the  Italic  you  pull  this  bud  of  virtue, 
Before  it  has  fpread  and  fhewn  it  felf  abroad, 
You  do  an  injury  to  all  mankind ; 
And  publick  mifchief  cannot  be  private  juftice. 
This  man's  as  much  above  a  common  man,. 
As  man's  above  a  beait :  and  if  the  law 
Deftroysnot  man  for  killing  of  a  beafl, 
It  fhouid  not  here,  for  killing  of  a  man. 
Oh  what  amiflake  'twould  be ! 
For  here  you  fit  to  weed  the  cankers  out, 
That  would  do  hurt  in  the  ilate,  to  puniih  vice, 
And  under  that  you'd  root  out  virtue  too. 

Or/.  If  I  do  blufh,  'tis  not  (molt  gracious  judges) 
For  any  thing  which  I  have  done,  'tis  for  that 
This  much  miftaken  youth  hath  here  delivered. 
'Tis  true  (and  I  confefs)  I  ever  had 
A  little  flock  of  honour,  which  I  Hill  preferv'd  : 
But  that,  (by  leaving  me  behind  alive) 
He  now  molt  cunningly  does  think  to  get  from  me  ; 
And  I  befeech  your  Lordlhips  to  afiift  me : 
For  'tis  moft  fraudulent  ail  he  defires. 

Your 
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Your  laws,  I  hope,  arereafonable, 

Elfe  why  ffyould  reafonabie  men 

Be  fubjec~l  to  them  ?     And  then 

Upon  what  grounds  is  he  made  guilty  now  ? 

How  can  he  be  thought  acceflary 

To  the  killing  of  a  man,  that  did  not  know 

O'  the  fighting  with  him  ? 

Witnefs  all  thofe  powers  which  fearch  men's  hearts, 

That  I  my  felf,  until  he  beck'ned  me, 

Knew  nothing  of  it.    If  for  fuch  a  thing 

A  facrifke  mail  be— why,  man  for  man's  enough  : 

Though  elder  times,   t'appeafe  diviner  juftice, 

Did  offer  up 

(Whether  through  gallantry,  or  ignorance) 

Vail  multitudes  of  beads  in  facrifice, 

Yet  numbers  of  us  men  we  feldomhear  of: 

One  fmgle  Curtius  purg'd  a  whole   Hate's  fin  : 

You  wiii  not  fay  the  offence  is  now  as  great ; 

Or  that  you  ought  to  be  more  highly  iatisfied 

Than  heaven 

Prince.  Brave  youths ! 

Naff.  Pellagrin,  you  and  I  will  let  our  fpeeches  alone, 
1  Judge-  It  that  the  law  were  of  fo  fine  a  web, 

As  wit  and  fancy  fpin  it  out  to  here, 

Then  thefe  defences  would  be  juft,  and  fave  you  : 

But  that  is  more  fubilantial,  and 
Of  another  make——— 

And  gentlemen,  if  this  be  all, 

Sentence  mull  pafs. 

Enter  Tamoren,  Stramador. 

"Tarn.  Orfabrin  ! 

Or/.  Ha !  who  names  me  there  ? 

Tarn.  A  friend  ;  hear  me: 
I  am  an  officer  in  that  dark  world 
From  whence  thou  cam 'ft,  fent 
Thus  diiguis'd  by  Reginella  our  fjk  queen, 
And  to  redeem  thee. 

Or/.  Reginella  ! 
In  the  midit  of  all  thefe  ills, 
How  precioufly  that  name  does  found  ? 

Tarn. 
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Tarn.  If  thou  wilt  fwear  to  follow  me, 
-At  the  inftant  thou'rt  releas'd, 
I'll  fave  thee  and  thy  friends,  in  fpite  of  law. 

Orf.  Doubt  not  of  that. 
Bring  me  where  Reginella  is, 
And  if  I  follow  not,  perpetual  mifery  follow  me, 
It  cannot  be  a  hell  where  lhe  appears 

Tarn.  Be  confident [Goes  out,  and  brings  Torcu/ar. 

Behold  (grave  Lords)  the  man 
Whofe  death  queftioned  the  life  of  thefe, 
Found  and  recover'd  by  the  thieves  i'th'  woods, 
And  refcued  fmce  by  us,  to  refcue  innocence. 

Orf.  Rare  devil! 
With  what  dexterity  he  has  raifed  this 
Shape  up,  to  delude  them  ! 

Prince.  Ha !  Torcular  alive ! 

Pbil.  Torcular!— 
I  mould  as  foon  believe  my  brother 
Ne'er  in  being.     No. 

Tor.  You  cannot  wonder  more  to  find  me  here, 
Than  I  to  find  my  felf. 

Najf.  Come,  unbind,  this  matter's  anfwer'd . 

2  Judge.  Hold  :    they  are  not  free,  the  law  exacts 
The  fame  for  breach  of  prifon  that  it  did  before. 

Orf.  There  is  no  'fcaping  out  of  fortune's  hands. 
Do'it  hear  !  Baft  never  a  trick  for  this  ? 

Tarn.  Doubt  me  not,  I  have,  without,  at  my  command, 
Thofe  which  never  faii'd  me  ; 
And  it  mail  coil  many  a  hfe  yet, 
Sir,  ere  yours  be  loft.      ■ 

Enter  Prince,   Philately  from  above* 

Siramador,  Peri  dor,  Reginella  meet  tircm  bclcvo. 

Prince.  Stramador  you  have  been  a  ftranger  here  of  la  e, 
Stram.  Perufe  this  paper,   Sir  ;  you'll   find  there  was 

good  reafon  for't. 

Prince.  How !  old  Tamoren's  brother,  captain 

Of  the  thieves,  that  have  infefled  thus 

Our  country  ? 

Reginella  too,  the  heir  of  that  fear'd  family  ! 

A  harpy  and  a  ftrange  difcovery. 

Tam. 
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Tarn.  Peridor,  and  Reginella ! — the  villain 
Has  betray' d  me. 

Reg.  'Tis  Orfabrin,  they  have  kept  their  words, 
Orf.  Reginella !  fhe  is  a  woman  then  ? 

0  let  me  go. 

Goaler.  You  do  forget  fure  what  you  are. 

Orf.   I  do  indeed  :  oh  to  unriddle  now  ! 

Stram.  And  to  this  man  you  owe  it,    Sir  : 
You  find  an  ingagement  to  him  there  ; 
And  I  muft  hope  you'll  make  me  jail  to  him. 

Prince.  He  does  defer ve  it,  feize  on  him. 

Ta?n.  Nay,  then  all  truths  mult  out. 
That  I  am  loft,  and  forfeit  to  the  law, 

1  do  confefs  ;  yet  fince  to  fave  this  Prince  — - 

Prince.   Prince ! 

Orf.  Our  Mephoftophilusismad. 

Tarn.  Yes,  Prince,  this  is  the  Orfabrin. 

Orf  Ha! 

Tarn.  So  long  ago,  fuppofed  loft, 
Your  brother,  Sir : 
Fetch  in  there  Ardelan  and  Piramont. 

Enter  Ardelan  and  Piramont. 

Naff.  What  mad  planet  rules  this  day  ! 
Ardelan,  and  Piramont ! 

Orf  The  devil's  wanton, 
And  abuies  all  mankind  to-day. 

Tarn.  Thefe  faces  are  well  known  to  all  Francelians. 
Now  let  ^hem  tell  the  reft. — 

Pir.  My  noble  mailer  living  !   found  in  Francelia. 

Ard.  The  Gods  have  fatisfied  our  tedious  hopes. 

Pit/.  Some  irnpoiture  ! 

Orf.  A  new  deiign  of  fortune — 
I  dare  not  truft  it.  " 

cIam.  Why  fpeak  you  not  ? 

Pir.  I  am  fofull  of  joy,  it  will  not  out. 
Know,    ye  Francelians,  ^ 

When  Sanborn'  fatal  field  was  fought, 
So  defperate  were  the  hopes  of  Oriabrin, 
That  'twas  thought  fit  to  fend  away  this  Prince, 
And  give  him  farety  in  another  clime ; 

1  That 
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That  fpite  of  an  ill  day,  an  Orfibrin  might  be 

Preferv'd  alive.     This  you  all  know, 

To  Garradan's  chief  charge  he  was  committed  : 

Who  when  our  bark  by  pirates  was  furpriz'd, 

(For  fo  it  was)  was  ilain  i'  the  firft  encounter ; 

Since  that,  we  have  been  forc'd  to  wait 

On  Fortune's  pleafure. 

And,  Sir,  that  all  this  time  we  kept 

You  from  the  knowledge  of  your  felf, 

Your  pardon  :  It  was  our  zeal  that  err'd, 

Which  did  conclude  it  would  be  prejudicial. 

Ard.  My  Lords,  you  look  as  if  you  doubted  ftill; 
If  Piramont  and  I  be  loft  unto  your  memory, 
Your  hands  I  hope  are  not— 
Here's  our  commiffion : 

There's  the  diamond  elephant, 

That  which  our  Prince's  ions  are  ever  known  by, 

Which  we  to  keep  him  undifcovered, 

Tore  from  his  ribband  in  that  fatal  day 

When  we  were  made  prifoners  . 

And  here  are  thofe  that  took  us, 

Who  can  witnefs  all  circumftances. 

Both  how,  and  when,  both  time  and  place ; 

With  whom  we  ever  fince  have  liv'd  by  force : 

For  on  no  kingdom,  friend  unto  Francelia, 

Did  fortune  ever  land  us,  fince  that  hour : 

Nor  gave  us  means  to  let  our  country  know 

Heliv'd — 

Tarn.  Thefe  very  truths,  when  they  could  have  no  ends, 

(For  they  believ'd  him  loft) 

I  did  receive  from  them  before, 

Which  gave  me  now  the  boldnefs  to  appear 

Here  where  I'm  loft  by  law. 

0 .  ...        (  Lonz  live  Prince  Or  fair  in  ! 

Shouts  nmthiu,    ^  LJg  ^  ?w  0rfabrin  ! 

Najf.  Pellagrin  let's  fecond  this ; 
Right  or  wrong  'tisbeft  for  us. 

Pell.  Obferve,  obferve. 

Prince.  What  fhouts  are  thofe  ? 

Stram.  Soldiers  of  Tamoren's,  the  firft  ; 
The  fecond  was  the  people's,  who 
Much  prefs  to  lee  their  long-loft  prince.  PMl. 
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Phil.  Sir,  'tis  moil  evident,  and  ail  agrees. 
This  was  his  coloured  hair, 
His  air,  though  altered  much  with  time  : 
You  wear  too  ftrange  a  face  upon  this  news ; 
Sir,  you  have  found  a  brother ; 
I,  Torcuiar ;  the  kingdom,  happinefs ; 
For  here  the  plague  of  robberies  will  end. 

It  is  a  glorious  day 

Prince.  It  is  indeed,  I  am  amaz'd,  not  fad  ; 
Wonder  does  keep  the  pafTage  fo,  nothing  will  out* 
Brother  (for  fo  my  kindred  ftars  will  have  it) 
I  here  receive  you  as  the  bounty  of  the  Gods  ; 
A  blefling  I  did  not  expect. 
And  in  return  to  them,  this  day, 
Francelia  ever  ihall  keep  holy. 

Orf.  Fortune,  by  much  abufmg  me,  has  fo 
DulPd  my  faith,  I  cannot  credit  any  thing. 
I  know  not  how  to  own  fuch  happinefs. 

Prince.  Let  not  your  doubts  leifen  your  joys  ; 
If  you  have  had  difafters  heretofore, 
They  were  but  given  to  heighten  what's  to  come. 

Naf.  Here's  as  ftrange  a  turn,  as  if 'twere  the  fifth 
Aft  in  a  play  ! 

Pell.  I'm  fure  'tis  a  good  turn  for  us. 

Orf.  Sir,  why  Hands  that  Lady  fo  neglefted  there, 
That  does  deferve  to  be  the  bufinefs  of  mankind  ? 
Oh  ye  Gods,  iince  you'll  be  kind 
And  bountiful,  let  it  be  here. 
As  fearfully,  as  jealous  hufbands  afk 
After  fome  fecrets,  which  they  dare  not  know; 
Or  as  forbidden  lovers  meet  i'th'  night ; 
Come  I  to  thee,  (and  'tis  no  ill  fign,  this, 
Since  flames  when  they  burn  higheft  tremble  mod) 
Oh  !  Ihould  (he  now  deny  me  ! 

Reg.  I  know  not  perfectly  what  all  this  means  ; 
Bat  1  do  find  fome  happinefs  is  near, 
And  I  am  pleas'd  becaufe  I  fee  yoyLare. 

Orf.  She  underfcands  me  not ! 

Prince.  He  feems  t'have  paffion  for  her. 
^  Tarn.  Sir,  in  my  dark  commands  thefe  flames  broke -out 
Equally  violent,  at  firft  fight ; 
And  it  was  the  hope  I  had  to  reconcile  my  felf.— 

Vol.  VII.  M  Orf. 


266  The  Goblins. 

Orf  It  is  a  holy  magick,  that  will  make 
Of  you  and  I,  but  one, 

Reg.  Any  thing  that  you  would  afk  me,  fure  I  might 
grant. 

Orf  Hark,  gentlemen,  me  does  confent, 
What  wants  there  elfe  ? 

Per.  My  hopes  grow  cold,  I  have  undone  myfelf.  [Afide. 

Prince.  Nothing  ;  we  all  join  in  this ; 
The  long-hVd  feud  between  the  families 
Here  dies ;  this  day  the  hymeneal 
Torches  fhall  burn  bright ; 
So  bright,  that  they  mail  dim  the  light 
Of  all  that  went  before. 
See,  Sabrina  too  ! 

Enter  Sabrina. 

Tarn.  Sir,  I  muft  have  much  of  pardon, 
Not  for  myfelf  alone,  but  for  all  mine. 

Prince.  Rife,  had'ft  thou  not  deferv'd  what  now  thou 
fu'ft  for 
This  day  mould  know  no  clouds. 

[  Peri  dor  kneels  to  Tamo  r  en, 

Tarn.  Taught  by  the  Prince's  mercy,  I  forgive  too. 

Sab.  Frighted  hither,  Sir! [To  Sam. 

They  told  me  you  would  not  accept  the  Prince's  mercy. 

Sam.  Art  thou  not  further  yet  in  thy  intelligence  ? 
See,  thy  brother  lives ! 

Sab.  My  brother  ! 

Tor.  And  'tis  the  leaft  of  wonders  has  falPn  out. 

Orf.  Yes,  fuch  a  one  as  you  are,  Fair ;  [To  Reg. 

And  you  fhall  be  acquainted. 

Sam.  Oh  could  your  hate,  my  Lords,  now; 

[To  Phil,  and  Tor. 
Or  your  love  die.  [To  Prince. 

Phil.  Thy  merit  has  prevaiPd  with  me. 

Tor.  And  me. 

Prince.   And  has  almoft  with  me. 
Samorat,  thou  dofl  not  doubt  thy  miflrefs'  conftancy  ? 

Sam.  No,  Sir. 
.    Prince.  Then  I  will  beg  of  her, 
That  till  the  fun  returns  to  vifit  us, 

She 
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■She  will  not  give  away  her  felf  for  ever. 

Although  my  hopes  are  faint, 

Yet  I  would  have' em  hopes ; 

And  in  fuch  jolly  hours  as  now  attend  us, 

I  would  not  be  a  defperate  thing, 

One  made  up  wholly  of  defpair. 

Sab.  You  that  fo  freely  gave  me  Samorat's  life, 
Which  was  in  danger, 
Moft  juftly  may  be  fuffered  to  attempt 
Upon  my  love,  which  is  in  none 

Prince.  What  fays  my  noble  rival  ? 

Sam.  Sir,  you  are  kind  in  this,  and  wifely  do 
Provide  I  mould  not  furfeit :  for  here  is  happinefs 
Enough  befides,  to  laft  the  fun's  return. 

Na/f.  You  and  I  are  but  favers  with  all  this,  Pellagrin, 
But  by  the  lord  'tis  well  we  came  off  as  we  did, 
All  was  at  ftake — 

Prince.  Come,  no  more  whifpers  here  ; 
Let's  in,  and  there  unriddle  to  each  other, 
For  I  have  much  to  afk. 

Or/.  A  life  !  a  friend  I  a  brother  !  a  miftrefs ! 
Oh  what  a  day  <was  here  !     Gentle  my  joys  dijtil, 
Left  you  Jhould  break  the  vejfel  you  jbould  Jill. 
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AND  how,  and  how,  in  faith a  pretty  V lot  % 
And fmartly  carried  through  too,  was  it  not? 
And  the  Devils,  bow  ? — we/l,  and  the  Fighting, 

Well  too  ; a  Fool,  and  '/  had  been  juft  old  writing, 

Ob  'what  a  monfter-wit  mufl  that  Man  have, 

That  could  p  leaf e  all  which  now  their  Twelve -pence  gave  ! 

High  Characters  (cries  one)  and  he  would  fee 

Things  that  ne'er  were,  nor  are,  nor  ne'er  will  be. 

Romances  carry  eafy  Souls ;  they  fwear, 

The  Play's  well  writ,  though  fear  ce  a  good  Line  there. 

The  Women— Oh  if  Strephon  Jhould  be  kill"  d  ! 

Ormifs  the  Lady,  how  the  Plot  is  fpilV  d? 

Into  how  many  pieces  a  poor  Play 

Is  taken  fill  before  the  fecond  Day? 

Like  a  ft  range  Beauty  newly  come  to  Court ; 

And  to  fay  truth,  good  faith  'tis  allthefpori. 

One  will  like  all  the  ill  things  in  a  Play, 

Another,  fome  o'tF  good,  but  the  wrong  way ; 

So  that  fom  one  poor  Play  there  comes  to  7'ife 

At  fever  al  Tables  fever al  Comedies. 

The  ill  is  only  here,  that  7  may  fall  out 

In  Plays  as  Faces  ;  and  who  goes  about 

To  take  afunder,  oft  deftroys  (we  know) 

What  all  together  made  a  pretty  Show. 
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Paftoral  Tragi-Comedy. 


By  Joseph  Rutter. 


•—Nee  eruluit  Jylvas  habitare  Thalia.  Virg. 
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THIS  Author  wrote  in  the  Reign  ^f  Charles  the  Fir  ft. 
He  ll-ued  with  the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  as  Tutor  to  his 
Son  ;  and  tranftated,  at  the  Deftre  of  his  Patron,  the 
Cid  of  Corneille,  a  Tragi-comedy,  in  two  Parts.  It  ap- 
pears from  his  Dedication  of  this  P  aft  oral  to  Sir  Kenelm 
Digby,  that  he  lived  alfo  with  that  Gentleman  for  fome 
time,  but  in  what  Capacity  I  cannot  tell.  The  Plainnefs 
and  Simplicity  of  this  Paftoral  is  commended  by  Thomas 
May,  Author  of  The  Heir,  and  The  Old  Couple  ;  and 
tilfo  by  Ben  Johnfon,  'in  the  following  Lines  : 


I  have  read, 


And  weighed  your  Play  ;  untwiited  every  Thread, 
And  know  the  Woof  and  Warp  thereot ;  can  tell 
Where  it  runs  round  and  even  ;  where  fo  well, 
So  foft,  and  fmooth  it  handles,  the  whole  Piece, 
As  it  were  fpun  by  Nature  off  the  Fleece., 


The  P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E  for  the  Stage. 

TO  this  fair  Company  I  am  to  fay, 
You  re  welcome  all,  to  a  well-meaning  Play ; 
For  fuch  our  Author  made  it,  with  intent 
To  defame  none.      His  Mufe  is  innocent, 
A  Virgin  yet,   that  has  not  found  the  ways 
Out  of  foul  Crimes  to.  raife  h  erf  elf  a  Praife  ; 
And  therefore  fhe  defires,  you  would  excufe 
All  bitter  Strains,   that  fuit  a  Satire  Mufe  : 
And  that  which  fo  much  takes  the  vulgar  Ear, 
Loofenefs  of  Speech,  which  they  for  Jcjfs  do  hear. 
She  hopes  none  fuch  are  here,  therefore  fhe  dares 
Venture  this  Story,  purged  from  lighter  Airs  : 
A  Piece  intire,  without  or  Patch,  or  Maim, 
Round  in  it f elf,  and  every  where  the  fame. 
And  if  there  be  not  in*t,  what  they  call  Wit, 
There  might  have  been,  had  it  been  thought  fo  fit . 
A  Shepherd' 's  Mufe  gently  of  Love  does  ft  tig, 
And  with  it  mingles  no  impurer  thing. 
Such  Jhe  prefents  unto  your  Ears,  a?id  Eyes, 
And  yet  your  Chriftian  Freedom  not  denies 
Of  liking,   or  dif  iking  what  you  will, 
Tou  may  fay  this  is  well,  or  that  is  ill, 
Without  difpute  ;  for  why  Jbould you  that  pay 
For  what  you  have,  be  taught  what  you  Jhould  fay? 
Or  made  to  judge  by  any  Square,  or  Pule, 
As  if  you  came  not  to  a  Stage,  but  School  ? 
No,  he  that  made  it,  fays,  if  you  will  eat, 
He  will  not  force  your  Stomachs,  there' 's  your  Meat ; 
Which  if  you  like,  Uis  well ;  if  not,  aW  s  one  ; 
There  muft  be  difference  in  Opinion  : 
Befides,  he 's  fure  whatever  he  could  wijh, 
Your  Tafte,  and  not  his  Art,  mufi  praife  the  T>ifh, 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


THyrfs,  the  Lover  of  Syfai*. 
Hylat,  the  Lover  of  Ncrina. 
Mirtillus,  the  common  Lover. 
DaphntSy  the  rich  Shepherd. 
Montanus,  an  ancient  Shepherd. 
Charinus%  Father  to  Nerina. 
Alcon,  an  ancient  Shepherd. 
ifuntuts. 

Chorus  of  Shepherds. 

Sy hiiiy  belov'd  of  Thyrjis. 

hJerina>  a  Huntrefs,  belov'd  of  Hylas  and  of  DafbnU* 

Dorinday  enamoured  of  Dapbnis. 

Delia,  a  Court  Lady. 

EuarchuSy  King  of  Arcady. 
Eubulus,  his  Counfellor. 
Oleander,  Son  to  Eubulus. 
Attendants. 


The  Scene   ARCADT, 


THE 


Shepherd's  Holiday 


Paftoral  Tragi-Comedy. 


ACTUS  I.     SCENA.  I, 

Thyrjif,  Mont  anus.* 
gfSS^ERE  in  this  grove  I  left  her,  here 
amongfl 


%%£2  K  Thefe  poplars,  laurels,  and  thefe  fy* 
[JN2;|  |H  camores.,  . 

j^ySyiy  Guilty  of  her  fad  lofs :  And  vet  be- 
hold 
They  do  appear  as  freffi  and  full  of  verdure, 
As  when  my  love,  clothed  in- her  cleareft  look?, 
Did  give  them  grace  and  luiire.    Why  do  we, 
Poor  iilly  men,  bred  up  in  cares,  and  fear, 
The  nurfe  of  our  religion,  ftoopno  Nature, 
That  only  knows  to  form,  not  to  preferve 
What  fife  has  made,  fince  carelefs  of  her  work,. 
She  leaves  to  giddy  Fortune  the  whole  power 
Of  ruling  us :  Thefe  fenfelefs  trees  itand  ftill,  . 
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And  flourifh  too,  and  in  their  pride  upbraid 
My  lofs  to  me  ;  but  my  dear  Sylvia  being 
Nature's  beft  piece,  made  to  excufe  the  reft 
Of  ail  her  vulgar  forms,  ah  me  !  was  left 
To  defolation,  till  fome  horrid  Satyr, 
Bred  in  thefe  woods,  and  furious  in  his  lufts, 
Made  her  his  prey  ;  and  now  has  carried  her 
Into  his  dark  retirings,  or  fome  cave, 
Where  her  poor  Thyrfis  never  more  fhall  fee  her. 
But  I  will  be  reveng'd,  this  wood,  that  now 
Is  fo  bedeck \l  with  leaves  and  frefh  array,* 
I'll  level  with  the  ground,  until  it  be 
As  defolate  as  I. 

Mont.  Alas,  poor  fhepherd  ! 

Tbyr.  It  mail  afford  no  made  to  any  thing 
That  hither  us'd  to  come  for  its  relief; 
But  henceforth  be  for  ever  infamous  : 
That  when  fome  gentle  fhepherd  pafTes  by, 
And  fees  this  ground  rent  with  the  crooked  plough, 
Here,  he  may  fay,  here  'twas  that  Sylvia 
Was  loft,  and  then  mail  turn  another  way. 

Mont.  Good  Thyrfis,  do  not  make  fo  much  of  grie£ 
Y'have  fed  it  with  too  many  tears  already  ; 
Take  comfort  now. 

Thyr.  What  has  my  prefent  flate 
To  do  with  comfort  ?  If  you  fee  the  trees 
Widow'd  of  leaves,  the  earth  grown  hard,  and  fpoil'd 
Of  the  green  mantles  which  fhe  wont  to  wear, 
You  wonder  not  if  winter  then  appear. 

Mont.  By  thefe  we  know  that  feafon.         » 

Thyr.  And  muft  I, 
When  file  is  gone,  whofe  fun-like  eyes  did  cherifh 
An  everlafiing  fumrner  in  my  life, 
Feel  any  fpring  of  joy  to  comfort  me  ? 
No,  father,  grief  with  me  is  belt,  in  feafon. 

Mont.  But  whilft  you  mouin  thus,  who  looks  to  your 
flock? 

Thyr.  All  as  the  fhepherd  is,  fuch  be  his  flocks, 
So  pine  and  Iar.guifh  they,  as  in  defpair 
I J e  pines  and  lnnguifhes,  their  fleecy  locks 
Let  hang  diforder'd,  as  their  mailer's  hair, 

Since- 
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Since  fhe  is  gone,  that  deck'd  both  him  and  them. 
And  now  what  beauty  can  there  be  to  live, 
When  fhe  is  loft  that  did  all  beauty  give  ? 

Mont.  But  yet,  methinks,  for  one  that  is  a  ftranger, 
Scarce  known  to  any  here,  but  by  her  name, 
Thefe  plaints  are  overmuch  :  Befides,  there  are, 
In  fruitful  Arcady,  as  fair  as  fhe, 
I'm  fure  more  rich  and  wife,  make  out  of  then* 
A  choice.     Nerina  is  as  fair  as  fhe, 
Dorinda's  flocks  are  more  than  Sylvia's, 
And  carry  on  their  backs  more  wool  than  hers. 

Thyr.  Let  fuch  bale  peafants,  as  the  Gods  do  hate, 
Admire  their  wealth,  and  them,  for  what  they  liave,  , 
Their  bodies  and  their  fouls  material 
Alike,  of  droffy  fubftance  are  compounded, 
And  can  contemplate  nothing  but  the  earth. 
No,  Sylvia,  whom  fome  better  God  (perhaps 
For  the  reward  of  my  well- tuned  pipe) 
Sent  down  to  me,  made  up  of  air  and  fire ; 
Though  fince,  becaufe  I  knew  not  how  to  ufe, 
With  fair  refpecl,  a  gift  fo  great  as  fhe, 
Has  juftly  reft  her  from  me,  is  fo  much, 
So,  great  a  part  of  me,  that  in  her  abfence, 
Amidft  my  grief  I  feel  fome  little  joy, 
To  fee  how  much  of  me  each  minute  wafteth, 
And  gives  me  hope,  that  when  I  mail  diflblve 
This  earthly  fubftance,  and  be  pure  as  fhe, 
(For  lure  the  Gods  have  taken  her  undehTd) 
I  may  enjoy  her  looks,  and  though  it  be 
Prophane  to  touch  a  hallowed  thing  like  her, 
I  may  adore  her  yet,  and  recompenfe, 
With  my  religion,  the  proud  thoughts  I  had 
Once  to*  enjoy  her. 

Mont.  See,  how  fond  you  are 
T' embrace  a  fhadow,  and  to  leave  the  fubftance  \ 
The  love  of  Kylas  to  Nerina  has 
More  hopes  than  yours ;  though  fhe  be  young  and  coy5 
Yet,  whilit  Nerina  is,  and  Hylas  too, 
One  time  or  other,  they  may  both  have  joy. 

Tlyr.  May  they  prove  happy  in  each  other's  love, 
And  nothing  pleafe,  but  what  each  other  do  ; 

M  6  Fflt 
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For  fo  liv'd  Thyrfis  and  his  Sylvia : 

Whilfl  Sylvia  was,  and  Thyrfis  was  her  love,, 

Whatever  Thyrfis  pipe'd,  pleas'd  Sylvia,, 

Thyrfis  admir'd  whatever  Sylvia  fung, 

And  both  their  joys  were  equal,  or  but  one.. 

Well,  I  can  now  remember  (and  it  is 

Some  comfort  to  remember  what  I  moan) 

That  when  our  loves  began,  how  nrfl  I  gaz'd 

On  her,  and  fhe  was  pleas'd  that  I  fhouid  look, 

Till  greedily  I  had  devour'd  the  hook. 

Love  gave,  me  courage  then  to  fpeak  my  thoughts, 

And  gave  her  pity  to  receive  my  words, 

They  link'd  our  hearts  together  :  From  that  time 

Whene'er  fhe  faw  me  ftrike  the  furious  boar, 

(Though  then  my  cafe  fhe  ru'd,  and  figh'd  full  oft) 

Yet  was  fhe  pleased  to  fee  my  victory, 

And  I  receiv'd  my  vigour  from  her  eye. 

Then  would  fhe  make  me  chaplets  of  the  bell 

And  choicefl  flowers,   to  adorn  my  head  : 

Which  when  I  wore,  methought  I  did  then  grafp 

The  empire  of  the  world.   But  what  of  that  ? 

The  more  I  then  enjoy'd  of  heavenly  blifs, 

The  more  my  prefent  grief  and  paiTion  is. 

Mont.  Well,  Thyrfis,  fince  my  words  do  but  renew 
The  flory  of  your  grief,  Til  leave  to  ufe 
Perfuaflons  to  you ;  for  'tis  time,  I  fee, 
And  not  my  words,  mufl  cure  your  malady.  [fom 

Thyr.  That  time  muft  put  a  period  to  my  life, 
Or  elfe  it  never  will  unto  my  grief: 
Come  boy,  and  under  this  fame  hanging  bough, 
The  note  which  thou  attemper'fl  to  my  words, 
Sing,  arid  be  happier  than  thy  mailer,  boy. 


Jtoy.  Sib  a! 1 1,  hecatife  my  Lo<ve  is  gone, 

Accufe  thofe  golden  darts, 
Which  to  a  blejjed  union 

Struck  our  tivo  loving  hearts, 
Since fortune ,  and  not  leve  hath  caused  my  moan?- 
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Ko,  her  pure  image  I  Jh all  prize, 

Imprinted  in  my  breaft, 
More  than  the  fair  eft  miftr  efts'  cyet 

That  ever  fivain  poffejf  d, 
Which  in  eternal  bonds  my  fancy  ties. 

3- 
Come  then,  you  Jba^peft  griefs,  and  try 

If  you  can  pierce  my  heart, 
But  ufe,    if  you  would  have  me  die, 
•   The  heft  you  can  of  art, 
To  wound  a  bread  Jo  arm  d  with  conftancy. 

Thyr.  Enough :  I'll  figh  the  reft  out.     Go,  my  boy*, 
Be  careful  of  thy  tender  lambs,  whilft  I 
Seek  out  fome  hidden  place  to  pine  and  die, 

S  C  E  N  A    II. 

Hylas,  Mirtillus.. 
"DElieve,  Mirtillus,  never  any.  love 

Was  bought  with  other  price  than  love  alone,. 
Since  nothing  is  more  precious  than  it  felf : 
It  being  the  pureil  abilracl  of  that  fire, 
Which  wife  Prometheus  firft  indu'd  us  with ; 
And  he  muft  love  that  would  be  lov'd  again. 

Mirt.  Why,  who  can  fay  Mirtillus  does  not  lovef" 
Mirtillus,.  he  -who  has  imploy'djiis  youth 
Ever  in  fervice  of  the  fairefl  nymphs. 

Hyl.  Mirtillus  cannot  love. 

Mirt.  No,  gentle  Hylas  ? 
This  ribband,  and  this  hair  you  fee  me  wear,: 
Are  they  not  enfigns  of  a  lover  ?  Say, 
What  fhepherdefs  whom  ever  Twain  thought  fair* 
Has  not  .Mirtillus  courted,  and  obtain'd 
Some  favour.from  ?  But  you  will  think,  hecaufe 
I  do  not  fold  my  arms,  and  Ugh,  and  fpend 
The  days  the  Gods  have  given  me  to  rejoice, 
hi  whining  paflion,  walking  Hill  alone, 
Now  proud  with  hopes,  then  call  down  with  defpair, 
Unequal  to  my  felf  in  every  thing, 
I  cannot  love.     No,  Hylas,  know  I  love 

jDorinda^, 
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Dorinda,  Chloris,  Amarillis,  all 

Whom  ever  love  did  to  his  altars  call : 

And  when  this  miftrefs  frowns,  I  am  content 

To  take  another  ;  when  that  flame  is  fpent 

By  time,  or  put  out  by  a  rival,  itrait 

A  third  fupplies  her  place,  perhaps  more  worthy  ; 

Iflefs,  becaufe  fhe  loves,  I'll  think  her  fo. 

Hyl.  Alas,  Mirtillus,  I  do  pity  thee, 
Pity  the  error  which  thou  wander'ft  in, 
That  think'ft  thou  fov'ft,  and  know'ft  not  what  it  is. 

Mirt.  Why,  what  is  love,  fay  you,   if  mine  be  not  > 

Hyl.  I  know,  Mirtillus,  that  no  lover  yet 
Purchas'd  a  lafting  pleafure  without  grief; 
For  love  has  gall  in  it,  as  well  as  honey, 
And  fo  compounded,  that  whofoe'er  will  tafte 
The  fweets  of  it,  muft  take  the  bitter  too, 
Out  of  both  which  is  made  our  conftancy. 
You  that  embrace  the  falfe  delights  alone, 
Are  a  feign'd  lover,  or  more  truly  none. 

Mirt.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  conftancy, 
I'm  fure  I  love  the  faireft. 

Hyl.  Still  you  err, 
For  if  you  lov'd  the  faireft,  none  had  been 
The  object  of  your  choice  but  my  Nerina  f 
Nerina,  fhe  the  glory  of  thefe  woods, 
The  only  fubjecl  of  all  fhepherds  fong. 

Mirt.  She  has  her  fhare  of  beauty  with  the  reft, 
And  I  confefs  ihe's  fit  for  love  as  any ; 
But  why  fhe  only  fhould  take  up  your  breaft, 
And  (hut  out  all  that  have  a  right  as  good, 
Whofe  equal,  or  tranfeendent  beauty  pleads 
As  juft  a  title  to  't,  as  hers  can  do, 
I  cannot  reach  the  reafon,  but  admire 
Your  faith,  and  what  you  praife,   your  conftancy. 

Hyl.  Mirtillus,  though  I  know  your  ftubborn  heart 
Could  never  entertain  a  lover's  thought, 
Yet  did  I  think  you  would  have  been  more  tender 
How  you  prophan'd  a  name  fo  facred  as 
Nerina'*  is,  whom  never  any  Swain, 
IS ior  rural  God,  nor  Satyr,  though  he  be 
Of  lavage  kind  would  ever  violate ; 

Nerina> 
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Nerina,  in  whofe  form  love  ever  dwells, 
Attended  by  the  Graces,  which  do  range 
Themfelves  in  order  'bout  her  comely  face  : 
Whofe  breafts  without  are  hills  of  whiteil  fnow, 
Within  the  feat  of  blarnelefs  modefty, 
Regard  of  honour,  and  pure  chaftity  ; 
Nor  may  a  loofe  thought  ever  harbour  there, 
To  tempt  fuch  lovers  as  you  feem  to  be  : 
Is  it  for  that  you  flight  her  ? 

Mirt.  No,  I  love  her 
As  I  do  others,  with  whom  I  compare  her„ 
But  you  that  love  with  fuch  intemperance, 
Make  of  your  love  a  glafs,  wherein  you  fee 
Each  thing  much  greater  than  indeed  it  is : 
My  love's  too  cold,  you  fay,  but  I  am  fure 
Yours  is  too  hot  for  any  to  endure  : 
A  mean  perhaps  'twixt  thefe  I  might  approve. 

Hyl.  You  might,  if  there  were  any  mean  in  love. 

Mirt.  But  whilfl  we  talk  thus,  fee,  the  flame  has  caught 
you  ; 
Your  beauteous  flame,  Nerina,  is  at  hand, 
Dorinda  with  her;  dare  you  Hay  th'  encounter  ? 

Hyl.  No,  let's  withdraw,  and  watch  her  where  fhe  goes* 

S  C  E  N  A     III. 

Nerina,  Dorinda. 
F\Orinda,  I  have  mifs'd  the  chace  to-day, 

Such  is  my  chance,  and  he  that  lodg'd  the  deer, 
Told  me  it  was  the  fairefl  in  thefe  woods. 

Dor.  The  Gods  do  love  you  fure,  that  thus  have  left 
Your  thoughts  fo  free  for  fport;  mine  are  not  fo. 

Ner.  Thou  art  in  love,  I  warrant,  art  thou  not  ? 

Dor.  That  angry  God  purfues  me  in  his  fury, 
And  forces  me  to  love  where  I  am  fcorn'd. 
Haplefs  Dorinda,  why  Ihould  he  defpife  thee  ? 
Many  a  Swain,  and  many  a  rural  God 
Have  fought  thy  favours,  and  have  fought  in  vain  : 
Now  thou  art  j billy  punim'd  with  difdain. 

N>  r.  Trufc  me,  fweet-heart,  I  cannot  choofe  but  wonder, 
To  think  that  one  of  fuch  a  comely  grace  {I 
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(I  do  not  flatter  you)  could  fue  toony 
For  love,  who  are  much  fitter  to  be  Wd  : 
Scorn  him  as  much  as  he  does  thee,  fur  men 
Love  us  no  more,  when  we  love  them  again. 

Dor.  Ah  gooci  Nerina,  jrpuliave  fpohen  truth: 
It  may  warn  other  nymphs,  by  my  example, 
How  they  profeis  their  loves   to  any  nun : 
I  am  paii  the  cure,  he  that  wcu        V 
Has  left  me  quite  difarm'd,  and  re  f 

All  thofe  defenfive  arts  which  men  * 
Are  natural  and  proper  to  our  (i 
I  cannot  change  a  face,  or  weep  one  tear,. 
Or  laugh  againir.  my  will,  ic  violently 
My  fate  hath  thruft  me  to  this  iove,  that  all 
My  faculties  cpnfefs  their  weaknefs ;  and 
My  flame  is  got  Co  much  above  my  reach,, 
1  cannot  put  it  out,  nor  Another  it. 

Ner.  Alas,  poor  wench  !  teU  me  who  is  the  mart 
Made  up  of  fo  much  rigid  cruelty, 
That  I  may  fhun  him  wherefoe'er  Tgo. 

Do?-.  Do  not  you  know  him  ? 

Ner.  No. 

Dor.  I  hear  he  boafls 
To  every  fhepherd,  and  to  every  nymph. 
How  much  I  love  him. 

Ner.  Then  it  mufl  he  Daphnis. 

Dor.  Venus,  forgive  me,  if  I  do  difclofe  himy 
But  he  will  do't  himfelf:  'tis  he,   Nerina. 

Ner,  DaphniSj  that  woos  my  father,  to  win  me  \ 
He  is  my.  daily  fuitor  ;  now  I  know 
How -much  he  owes  to  pity,   and  to  thee, 
Until  he  pay  that  debt,  I  mall  defpife  him. 

Dor.  Why,  do  not  you  love  him  as  ranch  as  I? 

Ner.  Love  him !  I  know  no  greater  mifery, 
Than  to  love  one  that's   not  of  human  race, 
A  tyger  rather,  but  a  tyger  is  more  mild  than  he. 

Dor.  For  love's  fake  fay  not  fo. 
He  has  a  manly  feature,  and  does  fhew 
As  much  of  grace  in  his  comportment,  as 
The  belt  of  fhepherds  can  ;  him  Titan  made 
Of  better  clay,  than  he  did  other  men. 


Although. 
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Although  his  heart  be  flint,  and  hardeft  rock, 

Yet  is  his  heart  fo  hard,  or  are  my  parts 

Rather  unequal  to  his  high  deferts  ? 

For  he  can  love,.  I  fes,  fince  you  lie  loves, 

And  you  deferve  it :  had  he  thought  me  worthy,, 

He  would  have  lov'd  me  too ;  but  as  I  am 

Worthlefs  Dorinda,  I  am  made  his  fcorn, 

And  I  had  rather  be  fo,  than  Nerina 

Should  want  a  fervant  fuch  as  Daphnis  is. 

Ner.  Pr'ythee  no  more  of  him,  I  hate  his  name 
As  much,  as  I  would  do  the  lofs  of  honour, 
Which  he  injurioufly  would  rob  me  of. 
No,  no,  Dorinda,  if  by  love  I  be 
Inthrall'd  to  any,.  Daphnis  is  not  he.. 

Dor.  Why,  is  there  any  can  deferve  you  more  ? 

Ner.  Yes,  many,  that  I  could  tell  how  to  love 
Rather  than  him :  for  why  mould  I  love  him 
Whillt  Hylas  lives,  and  languishes  for  me  ? 
Hylas,  who  lov'd  me  in  my  infancy, 
And  being  then  a  boy,  was  never  well 
If  I  was  abfent,  nor  indeed  was  I 
Content  with  any  but  his  company* 
Our  flocks  Hill  fed  together,  I  on  him,. 
And  he  on  me  did  feed  his  greedy  eyes. 
Since,  though  his  years  have  fliled  him  man,  he  has 
Continu'd  that  firit.  love  with. fuch  refpecls, 
So  full  of  innocence  and  fimple  truth, 
That  howfoe'er  my  outward  coynefs  is,. 
My  heart  within  tells  me,  'tis  only  his.. 
Ah  me!  my  father!  pr'ythee  let's  away. 

Dor.  But  Daphnis  comes  with  him,,  for  love's  fake  (lay,. 

S  C  E  N  A     IV. 

Hylas,  MirtllluSy  Charinus,  Daphnis. 

pAN  be  as  cruel  to  his  flocks  ftnd  him, 
As  he  has  been  to  me. 
Mirt.  Go,  leave  your  curfing, 
And  follow  her,  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Char.  Ha!  have  I  found  you  ?  Hon!  Nerina,  flay,. 

Your 


282        the  Shepherd's  Holiday. 

Your  father , calls  you $   was  not  that  my  daughter,- 
1  rhat  made  away  fo  fait  ? 

Mirt.  Who,  me  that's  gone  ? 
Believe  your  eyes  no  more,  they  are  falfe  to  you. 
Could  you  take  one  for  her,  that's  nothing  like  her  ? 
'Twas  Chloris  went  from  us. 

Char,  Is't  pofTible? 

Mirt.   'Tis  true. 

Dapb:  I  thought,  that  it  had  been  my    love. 

Char.  I  durit  have  iworn  that  me  had  been  my  daughter,. 
What  made  ihe  here  r   'Twill  ne'er  be  otherwise  ; 
Young  women  will  be  chatting  with  young  men, 
Whate'er  their  fathers  fay.     It  was  cot  fo 
When  I  was  young,   a  boy,    as  you  are,   fhepherds, 

Mirt.  We  are  not  men  with  him,   till  after  £fry. 

Char*  We  never  durir.  keep  company  with  women, 
Nor  they  with  us,   each  one  did  carefully 
Attend  his  charge :   And  when  the  time  was  come 
That  we  grew  ripe  in  years,   and  were  flay' d  youths, 
Our  fathers  would  provide  us  wives:  we  did  not 
Garve  for  our  feives,  as  now-a-days  they  do. 
But  now,  our  children  think  themfelves  as  wife, 
Nay  wifer  than  their  fathers,    and  will  rule  'em  : 
They  can  no  fooner  peep  out  of  the  fhell, 
But  they  muft  love,  forfooth.    I  would  fain  know, 
Whether  'twere  fit  a  maid  fhould  be  in  love, 
(I  fpeak  now  of  that  fkittifh  girl  my  daughter) 
Before  ihe  afk  her  father's  leave  and  liking  ? 

Daph.  'Tis  true,  Charinus,  'twere  not  fit,  indeed: 
Who  lhculd  bellow  the  daughter,   but  the  father  ? 
.     Mirt.   But,   fhepherds,  did  you  never  hear,  that  once. 
There  was  an  age,   the  nearer!  to  the  Gods ; 
An  age  we  rather  praife  than  imitate ; 
When  no  man's  will,   nor  woman's  was  infore'd, 
To  any  bent,    but  its  own  motion  ? 
Each  foliow'd  nature's  law^s,  and  by  inftinct 
Did  love  the  faireft,  and  enjoy  their  wifhes ; 
Love  then  not  tied  to  any  interefr, 
Of  blood  cr  fortune,   haiten'd  to  his  end, 
Without  controul,  nor -did  the  fhepherd  number 
Her  fheep  that  was  his  choice,  but  every  grace 

That 
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That  did  adorn  her  beauteous  mind  or  face ; 
Riches  with  love  then  were  not  valued, 
Pure  uncom pounded  love,  that  could  defpife 
The  whole  world's  riches  for  a  miflrefs'  eyes. 
Pray  tell  me,  Daphnis,  you  are  young  and  handfome, 
The  lover  of  our  faireft  nymph  Nerina ; 
Would  you,  for  all  that  fruitful  Sicily- 
Can  yield,  or  all  the  wealth  of  Periia, 
Change  one  poor  lock  of  your  fair  miflrefs'  hair,. 
Whilil  (he  is  yours,  and  you  her  fhepherd  are  ? 

Dapb.  Would  fhe  were  mine,   I'd  afk  no  portion. 

Mirt.  Spoke  like  a  lover  of  the  ancient  ftamp. 

Char.  Son,  fon,  fhe  mall  be  yours :  why,  am  not  I 
Her  father,  fhe  my  daughter  ?  May  not  I 
Bellow  her  where  I  pleaie  ? 

Mirt.    Yes,   if  fhe  like 
The  man,   ihe  will  beflow  herfelf,  ne'er  fear  it. 

Char.   What!  fhe  beflow  herfelf  without  my  leave  ? 
No,  no,  Mirtillus,   you  miflake  my  daughter. 
I  cannot  get  her  once  to  think  of  marriage,- 
And  truly  I  do  mufe  to  fee  a  wench, 
That  in  all  other  things    (although  I  fay  it) 
Has  wit  at  will,   can  pin  her  fheep  in  fold 
A  s  well  as  any,  knows  when  to  drive  them  home  ; 
And  there  fhe  can  do  twenty  things  as  well ,:. 
Vet  when  I  fpeak  to  her  of  marriage, 
She  turns  the  head,  fhe'll  be  a  Dryad,  fhe, 
Or  one  of  thofe  fond  nymphs  of  Dian's  train. 

Mirt.  Old  man,   believe  her  not,  fhe  means  not  fo  ;- 
She  loves  to  keep  the  thing  for  which  fhe  is 
So  much  belov'd,   I  mean  her  maidenhead  ; 
Which,   whilfl  fhe  has,  fhe  knows  to  pkiy  the  tyrant, 
And  make  us  flaves  unto  her  fcornful  looks : 
For  beauty  then  it  felf  moil  juflifies, 
When  it  is  courted  ;  if  not  lov'd,  it  dies. 

Char.  Well,  we  will  think  of  this.  Come,  Daphnis,  come, 
I  fee  you  love  my  daughter,  arici  you  only 
Shall  have  her,  it  is  I  that  tell  you  fo, 
That  am  her  father. 

Dapb.   Thank  you,   good  Charinus : 
But  I  had  rather  fhe  had  told  me  fo. 

ACTUS 
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ACTUS  II.     SCENAI. 

Thyrjis,  Mont  anus. 

To  tbem>    Mirt i litis *- 

'  d  ^H  IS  day  the  Sun  fhot  forth  his  beams  as  fair 
J^      As  e'er  he  did,  and  through  the  trembling  air 
Cool  Zephyrus  with  gentle  murmuring 
Breath'd  a  new  frefhneis  on  each  tree  and  plant : 
My  kids  are  gamefome  too,  as  e'er  they  were; 
All  ihew  a  face  of  gladnefs  but  my  felf. 

Mont.  And  why  not  you  as  well  by  their  example  > 

Thyr.  Not  in  this  life,  here  joy  would  be  untimely  : 
The  Gods  referve  for  me  their  comforts  in 
Th'  Elyfian  fields,  or  elfe  they  mock  my  forrows. 

Mont.  O  fay  not  fo,  they're  jail  and  pitiful. 

Thyr.  They  are,  but  father,  (fo  I  ftill  muft  call  you} 
Whea  in  the  fadnefs  of  my  foul  I  afk'd 
Before  the  altar  of  our  great  Apollo, 
What  fhould  become  of  me,  or  where  my  Love, 
Bright  Sylvia  was,  whether  alive  or  dead, 
Why  fhould  the  Oracle  reply,  Go  home, 
Thvu  Jhalt  enjoy  thy  Sylvia  ? 

Mont.  What  more  could  you 
Defire  to  hear  ? 

Thyr.  Ay,  but  when  greedily 
I  afk'd  the  time,  the  anfwer  was,  That  day 
Thou  art  not  Thyrjts,  norjbe  Sylvia. 
Then  in  this  life  I'm  fure  it  mufl  not  be, 
Eor  I  was  Thyrfis  ever  call'd,   and  fhe 
Known  by  no  other  name  than  Sylvia. 

Mont.  It  may  be  for  your  importunity 
You  might  deierve  this  anfwer,  or  elfe  is  it 
Becaufe  the  Gods  fpeak  not  their  myiteries 
To  be  conceiv'd  by  every  vulgar  fenfe  I 


The  Shepherd's  Holiday.         285 

I  now  remember  what  Acrifms, 
The  wife  and  virtuous  Acrifms, 
Was  wont  to  fay. 

Thyr.  Why,  what  faid  he  ? 
Does  it  concern  me  aught  ? 

Mont.  It  may  do,  ion  ; 
He  bid  us  fly  ail  curiofity, 
Seeking  to  know  what  future  time  may  bring 
To  us,  which  only  Gods  above  do  know; 
And  if  at  any  time  they  do  impart 
This  knowledge  unto  us,  it  is  inwrapt 
In  fuch  a  mift,  as  we  mall  ne'er  fee  through  it : 
Becaufe,  faid  he,  we  have  enough  to  do 
With  what  is  pre  fen  t ;  the  celeitial  powers 
Would  not  cut  off  our  hopes,  nor  multiply 
Our  cares,  by  mewing  us  our  deftiny. 

Thyr.  Oh  this  difcourfe  to  a  defpairing  lover, 
What  comfort  does  it  bring?  for  heaven's  fake  leave  it, 
And  me  ,*  for  I  am  bell:,  I  find,  alone. 
Yet  ltay,  there's  fomething  that  I  fain  would  afk  you ; 
You  faid,  this  circle  here  about  my  neck 
Has  fo  continu'd  from  my  infancy, 
When  firft  you  took  me  up. 

Mont.  'Tis  true,  that  circle 
Hung  loofely  then  about  your  neck,  wrhich  fince 
Is  fili'd  with  it.  I  left  it  there,  becaufe 
I  faw  fome  letters  that  were  wrought  about  it. 

Thyr.  And  may  they  not  be  read  ? 

Mont.  I  think  they  may  : 
But  I  could  never  find  fo  great  a  clerk, 
As  could  tell  how  t'  expound  the  meaning  of  them, 

Thyr.  My  life  is  nothing  but  a  myiiery  ; 
That  which  I  was,  and  th^t  which  1  (hall  be, 
Is  equally  unknown.     Now,  if  you'll  leave  me 
Unto  my  thoughts,  they'll  keep  me  company. 

Mont.  I  will ;  but  here  is  one  come,  to  iupply  me. 

Enter  to  him  Mir  til  his, 
Mirt.  Ay,  let  me  alone. 

Sings, 
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Sings. 

±     He  that  mourns  for  a  miflrefs, 
When  he  knows  not  where  /be  is9 
Let  him  kifs  her  fhadow  fair, 
Or  ingender  with  the  air ; 
Or  fee  if  with  his  tears  he  can 
Swe//  at  an  ebb  the  ocean  : 
Then,  if  he  had  not  rather  die, 
Let  him  lo<ve  none>  or  all  as  I. 

This  is  the  doctrine  that  I  ever  taught  yon, 
And  yet  you  profit  not :  thefe  fcurvy  pafiions 
Hang  on  you  flill.    You  that  are  young  and  active, 
That  may  have  all  our  nymphs  at  your  devotion, 
To  live  a  whining  kind  of  life  as  this, 
How  ill  it  does  become  you  ? 

Thyr.  True,    Mirtillus ; 
And  yet  I  do  not  envy  thee  the  pleafure 
Thou  hail  in  thy  difpers'd  affections. 

Mirt.  You  would,  if  your  head  were  right  once  ;  but  love, 
Your  love  does  make  an  afs  of  all  your  reafon. 

Thyr.  Sure,  a  true  lover  is  more  rational 
Than  you,  that  love  at  random  every  where. 

Mirt.  I  do  not  think  fo  ;  all  the  reafon  love 
Has  left  you,  to  imploy  in  this  difcourfe, 
Will  hardly  bring  me  to  confefs  it  to  you. 

Thyr.  Why,  ail  mens  actions  have  fome  proper  end, 
Whereto  their  means  andfcridl  endeavours  tend  : 
Elfe  there  would  be  nought  but  perplexity 
Inhuman  life,  and  all  uncertainty. 

Mirt.  Well,  what  will  you  infer  on  this  ? 

Thyr.  That  you, 
Who  know  no  end  at  all  of  wild  defire,     , 
Mull  in  your  wandring  fancy  fee  this'way 
Leads  unto  madnefs,  when  too  late  you  find 
That  nothing  iatisfies  a  boundlefs  mind. 

Mirt.  Ay,  but  I  do  confine  my  felf  to  two, 
Or  three  at  moil:  ;  in  this  variety 
I  pkafe  my  felf,  for  what  is  wanting  in 
One,  I  may  find  it  in  another. 

Thyr. 
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Tfyr.  No. 

Not  in  another,  one  is  the  only  center 
The  line  of  love  is  drawn  to,  muil  have  all 
Perfections  In  her,  all  that's  good  and  fair, 
Or  elfe  her  lover  muil  believe  her  fo. 

Mirt.  Ay,  there's  your  error,  that's  the  ground  of  all 
Your  tears,  and  fighs,  your  fruitlefs  hopes  and  fears, 
When  me  perhaps  has  not  fo  much  t'  adorn  her, 
As  the  leaft  grace  your  thoughts  bellow  upon  her. 

Thyr.  Weil,  be  it  fo ;  and  yet  this  fair  idea, 
Which  I  have  fram'd  unto  my  felf,  does  argue 
Virtue  in  me  ;  fo  that  if  fhe  be  loll, 
Or  dead,  (ah  me  I  the  fad  remembrance  of 
My  Sylvia  caufes  this)  yet  I  muil  love, 
Becauie  the  character  is  indelible, 
Writ  in  my  heart,  and  heaven  is  witnefs  to  it; 

Mirt,  Well,  I'll  no  more  of  this,  I'll  be  converted, 
Rather  than  call  this  grief  to  your  remembrance. 

Thyr.  Why,  doil  thou  think  I  ever  mall  forget  her  ? 
Or  that  where-e'er  I  fet  my  careful  foot, 
As  in  this  place,  will  it  not  tell  me,  that 
Here  Sylvia  and  I  walk'd  hand  in  hand, 
And  here  fhe  pluck'd  a  flower,  and  anon 
She  gave  it  me  ;  and  then  we  kifs'd,  and  here 
We  mutually  did  vow  each  other's  love  ? 

Mirt.  Nay  leave,  good  Thyrfis,  I  did  come  to  tell  you, 
This  Holiday  our  Royal  Prince  Euarchus 
Being  remov'd  to  his  houfe  here  near  adjoining, 
Sent  to  command  us  to  attend  his  perfon, 
With  all  our  fports  and  wonted  merriment, 
Wherein  you  always  bore  the  chiefeil  part. 
And  I  have  heard,  ('tis  not  to  make  you  blufh) 
The  Princefs  has  commended  your  rare  art 
And  handfome  graces,  which  you  gave  your  mufick. 
Come,  you  muil  go  with  with  us,  for  Hylas  is 
So  far  engag'd  in  love,  and  near  his  hopes, 
He  will  not  itir  unlefs  his  miilrefs  go. 

"Thyr.  Alas,  Mirtillus,  I  have  broke  my  pipe, 
My  iighs  are  all  the  mu/ick  which  I  now 
Can  make,  and  how  unfit  I  am  t'  attend 
So  great  an  expectation,  you  may  fee. 

Yet 


CHepherd,  I  would  you'd  leave  to  follow  me. 
HyL  How  can  I,  fv 
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Yet  give  me  leave  to  think  on  it,  at  night 
Perhaps  I'll  go  with  you. 

Mirt.  Till  then  farewell, 
The  gentleft  youth  that  ever  play'd  on  pipe. 
But  fee,  who's  here  !  Oh,  'tis  my  other  lover, 
His  miilrefs  with  him,  I  will  not  diflurb  him. 

SCENA     II. 

Nerina,    Hy/as,    Mirtillus. 

l'd  leave  to  follov 
fweetefl,  when  my  heart  is  with 
you? 

Ner*  With  me  ?  then  tell  me  where,  and  fee  how  foon 
I  (hall  reflore  it  you. 

Mirt.  Oh,  this  is  fine  !  [-<#£&. 

HyL   It  hangs  upon  your  eyes,  where  being  fcorch'd, 
With  their  difdain,  and  dazzl'd  with  their  lultre, 
It  flies  for  eafe  unto  your  rofy  lips. 
But  beaten  thence  with  many  a  harm  denial, 
Fain  would  it  come  for  better  harbour  here, 
But  here  for  ever  it  mull  be  an. exile  ; 
For  pity  then,  fair  nymph,  receive  it  you  ; 
And  if  you  can,  teach  it  the  hardnefs  of 
Your  own,  and  make  it  marble  as  yours  is. 

Mirt.  I  fee  he  is  net  fuch  a  novice  as  [Af.de* 

I  took  himibr  ;  he  can  tell  how  to  fpeak. 

Ner.  Well,  if  my  heart  be  fuch  as  ycu  will  make  it, 
I  am  fo  much  the  gladder,    that  it  is 
Of  flrength  to  be  a  fence  unto  my  honour. 

HyL  In  vain  a  fence  is  made  toguaid   the  fheep, 
Where  no  wolf  ever  came. 

Ner.  What  if  within 
It  keep  a  dog  of  prey,  would  they  be  hfe  ? 
For  my  part  I'll  not  cherifh  in  my  breaft, 
The  man  that  wo  aid  undo  my  chaftity. 

HyL  Tken  cherifh  tne,  for  you  bell  know,  I  never 
Attempted  a         •    g  to  carl  a  (pet 
On  tha:  whit  e  inndt  ence.  co  winch  I  am 
A  moll  religious  votary. 

Kirt. 
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'lUirt.  More  fool  you.  {dfide* 

It  may  be,  if  you  had,  it  needed  not 
Ha'  come  to  this. 

Ner.  Yes,  yes,  you  may  remember, 
1  blufh  to  tell  it  you,  when  firfl  my  thoughts 
Were  pure  and  Ample,  (as  I  hope  they  are 
Still,  and  will  fo  continue,  whilit  I  fly 
Such  company  as  you)  I  thought  you  one 
Whom  never  any  flame  impure  had  touch'd : 
Then  weconvers'd  without  fufpe£Uogether. 

Hyl.  And  am  I  not  fo  Hill  ?  why  do  you  now 
Fly  from  me  thus  ? 

Ner.  Thecaufe  I  mail  tell  you, 
Since  you  will  not  remember ;  though  it  be 
Unfit  for  me  to  fpeak,  yet  you  fhall  know 
How  juft  my  anger  is. 

Hyl.  Ah  me !  moil  wretched ! 
What  have  I  done  ? 

Ner.  When  tending  of  my  flocks 
Under  the  fhade  of  yonder  myrtle- tree, 
.{Which  bears  the  guilt  of  your  foul  mifdemeanour) 
My  maid  Corifca  cried  out  for  my  help, 
Becaufe  a  bee  had  flung  her  in  the  face : 
You  heard  me  fpeak  in  pity  of  her  fmart, 
A  charm,  my  mother  taught  me,  (that  being  faid 
"Clofe  to  the  place  affecled,  takes  away 
The  pain)  which  gave  her  eafe  ;  but  you  uncivil, 
Turning  my  courtefy  to  your  vile  ends, 
Feign' d  you  were  flung  too,  and  cried  out,  your  lips 
Had  from  the  fame  fharp  point  receiv'd  a  wound ; 
Pray'd  me  to  fay  the  fame  charm  over  there* 
I  charitably  lent  my  help  to  you, 
Miflrufting  nothing  of  your  purpofes, 
When  with  ungentle  hands  you  held  me  fall, 
And  for  my  thanks  gave  me  a  luftful  kifs; 
Can' ft  thou  remember  this,  and  yet  not  blufh  ? 
O  impudence  ! 

Hyl.  You  will  excufe  the  heat 
Of  my  defires.;  flill  I  feel  that  fling, 
But  dare  not  afk  the  cure,  nor  did  I  then 
Do  any  hurt :  but  fmce  you  think  it  was 

Vol.  VII.  N  3 
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A  fault,  I  do  repent  it,  and  am  forry 
I  did  offend  you  fo. 

Mirt.  .Better,  and  better  ! 
He'il  cr/  anon,  lie  has  already  afk'd 
Forgivenefs  of  her.  [Jjtdt, 

Ner.  Well,  fhepherd,  look 
You  never  fee  me  more,  I  cannot  love 
At  all,  or  if  at  all,  not  you  :  let  this 
Settle  your  thoughts. 

Hyl.  Oh,  it  diftracls  them  more : 
But  Imce  my  prefence  is  offenfive  to  you, 
I  mult  obey,  yet  if  I  thought  you  would, 
When  I  am  dead,  the  martyr  of  your  beau'y, 
Shed  one  poor  tear  on  my  untimely  grave, 
And  £\y  that  Hylas  was  unfortunate 
To  love,  where  he  might  not  be  lov'd  again, 
My  allies  would  find  reft.  And  fo  farewell 
Trie  faireft,  but  the  cruel'lt  nymph  alive. 

Mirt.  What  will  you  leave  her  thus  ? 

Hyl.  I  prithee,  come, 
The  fentence  of  my  banifliment  is  paft, 
Never  to  be  recall'd. 

Mirt.  Are  thefe  the  hopes 
You  fed  upon  ?  O  what  a  thing  in  nature 
Is  a  coy  woman !  or  how  great  a  fool 
The  man  is,  that  will  give  her  leave  to  rule!      [Ex.  Hyl. 

S  C  E  N  A     III. 

Ferir.a. 

J\Vr,    ALAS,  my  Hylas,  my  beloved  foul, 

Durft  fhe,  whom  thou  haft  cali'd  cruel  Nerina, 
But  (peak  her  thoughts,  thou  would'ffc  not  think  her  fo; 
To  thee  fhe  is  not  cruel,  but  to  her  felf : 
Thatlaw  which  nature  hath  writ  in  my  heart, 
Taught  me  to  love  thee,  Hylas,  and  obey 
My  filier  too  ;  who  fays  I  mult  not  love  thee. 
Oh  dilproportion'd  love  and  duty,  how 
Do  you  diffract  me?  If  I  love  my  choice, 

3  I 
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I  mull  be  difobedient ;  if  obedient, 

1  mult  be  link'd  to  one  I  cannot  love. 

Then  either,  Love,  give  me  my  liberty, 

Or  Nature  from  my  duty  fet  me  free.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  A    IV. 

Dapbnis. 

Dapb.  TO  E  R I N  A,  fmce  nor  tears  nor  prayers  can  move 
Thy  flubborn  hearr,  Til  fee  what  gifts  can  do: 
They  of  my  rank,  whom  moil  do  deem  unworthy 
Of  any  virgin's  love,  being  rough,  and  bred 
To  manage  the  eilates  oar  fathers  left  us, 
Unfkill'd  in  thofe  hid  myfleries,  which  Love's 
ProferTors  only  know,  have  yet  a  way 
To  gain  our  wifhes :  firft,  we  get  the  father, 
He  knows  our  pleafures,  and  gives  his  content: 
The  daughters  eyes  being  blinded  with  our  gifts, 
Cannot  lo  foon  fpy  our  deformities, 
But  we  may  catch  her  too  :  This  Alcon  lays, 
A  man  whom  age  and  obfervation  taught 
What  I  mufl  learn ;  yet  though  moll  women  be 
Such  as  he  has  deliver' d,  my  Nerina 
Seems  not  to  have  regard  to  what  I  give, 
But  holds  me  and  my  gifts  both  at  one  rate. 
What  can  I  hope  then  out  of  this  poor  prefent, 
A  looking- glafs,  which  though  within  our  plains 
'Tis  feldom  feen,   yet  I  have  heard  in  cities, 
They  are  as  common  as  a  lock  of  wool ; 
However,  if  me  take  it,  I  am  happy, 
So  Alcon  tells  me ;  and  he  knows  full  well, 
(He  gave  it  me)  that  vvhofoe'er  mail  look 
Her  face  in  it,  mall  beat  my  difpofe : 
In  confidence  of  this,  I  will  prefent  it, 
And  fee  my  fortune  ;  fure  1  mult  needs  fpecd: 
My  friend,  her  father,   comes  along  with  her. 
But  oh  my  fate  !  is  not  that  nymph  Dorinda, 
Which  keeps  them  company  \  Yes,  fure  'tis  flic; 
A  curfe  light  on  her  importunity. 

N  z  He. 
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Her  father  urges  fomething,  and  I  hope 
On  my  behalf;  let  me  obierve  a  little. 

S  C  E  N  A     V. 

Charinus,  Nerina,  Dorinda,  Daphnis. 

Char.J^D  as  I  oft  have  told  you,  I  do  wifh 
To  fee  you  wife. 
Dor.  Is  fhe  not  fo,  Charinus  ? 
Does  lhe  fay  any  thing  that's  out  of  reafon  ? 

Char.  Do  not  tell  me  of  reafon ;  I  would  hear 
Of  her  obedience  :  therefore  I  fay,  be  wife, 
And  do  as  I  would  have  you. 

Dor.  What  would  you 
Have  her  to  do  ?  you  fee  fhe  anfwers  not 
To  contradicl  you. 

Char.  I  will  have  her  anfwer 
To  what  I  now  demand,  that  is,  to  marry 
Daphnis,  and  I  will  have  her  love  him  too. 

Dor.  Love  him,  Charinus !  that  you  cannot  do  : 
Her  body  you  may  link  i'th'  rites  of  Hymen ; 
Her  will  lhe  muft  bellow  her  felf,  not  you. 

Daph.  Oh,  fhe  was  born  to  be  a  plague  unto  me.  [J/ide. 
Char.  Why  fhould  fhe  wifh  or  hope  for  any  thing, 
But  what  I'd  have  her  wifh  or  hope  for  only  ? 
Come,  to  be  fhort,  anfwer  me,  and  dire&iy  j 
Are  you  content  to  marry  Daphnis,  fay  ? 
Ner,  What  is  your  pleafure,  father  ? 
Char.   You  do  not  hear, 
It  feems,  but  what  you  lift  ;  I  afk  you  once 
Again,  if  you  will  many  Daphnis,  fpeak  ? 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  marry  whom  you  plcafe  to  give  me ; 
I  neither  can,  nor  ought  to  make  my  choice, 
I  would  refer  that  to  you  :  but  you  know 
My  inclination  never  lay  to  marry. 

Char.  I  know  you  mall  do  that  which  I  command. 
Ner.  Now  heaven  forbid,  that  J,  who  have  thus  long 
Vow'd  to  Diana  my  virginity, 
To  follow  her  a  huntreis  in  thefe  woods, 

i  Should 
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Should  yield  my  felf  to  the  impure  delights 
Of  Hymen,  and  fo  violate  my  faith. 

Char,  A  fine  devotion,  is  it  not  ?  to  make 
A  vow,  and  never  afk  your  father  leave ! 
The  laws  will  not  permit  it  to  be  fo. 

Dor.  The  vow,  Charinus,  is  not  made  to  men  * 
The  laws  have  not  to  do  with  that  which  is 
Seal'd  and  recorded  in  the  court  of  heaven. 

Char.  Do  not  tell  me  of  vows,  I'll  have  her  marry  % 
And  marry  Daphnis :  is  he  not  rich  and  handfome  ? 

Dor.  Ah  me  !  I  would  he  were  not  rich,  nor  handfome : 
It  may  be  then  he  would  regard  my-fufFerings.         \,dfidt. 

Char.  No,  daughter,  do  not  you  believe,  you  can 
Catch  me  with  fnifts  and  tricks :  I  fee,  I  tell  you, 
Into  your  heart. 

Ner.  Alas,  I  would  you  did ; 
Then  your  difcourfe  would  tend  another  way. 

Char.  Yes,  you  have  made  a  vow,  I  know,  whichi?, 
Whilfl  you  are  young,  you  will  have  all  the  youth 
To  follow  you  with  lyes  and  flatteries. 
Fool,  they'll  deceive  you,  when  this  colour  fades, 
Which  will  not  always  hu%  and  you  go  crooked, 
As  if  you  fought  your  beauty  loft  i'th'  ground  \ 
Then  they  will  laugh  at  you,  and  find  fome  other 
Fit  for  their  love ;  where,  if  you  do  as  I 
Command  you,  I  have  one  will  make  you  happy, 

Ner.  Ah  me,  moil  miferable  ! 

Daph.  Now  I'll  come  in, 
And  fee  what  I  can  do  with  this  my  gift. 

Char.  Look  now,  as  if  the  fates  would  have  it  fo,- 
He  comes  juft  in  the  nick  of  my  difcourfe : 
Come,  ufe  him  kindly  now,  and  then  you  (hall 
Redeem  what  you  have  loll,  my  good  opinion. 

Ner.  O  moll  ungrateful  chance  !  how  I  do  hate  J 
The  light  of  him  ! 

Dor.  Were  it  to  me  he  came^ 
How  happy  would  this  fair  encounter  be  ! 

Char.  Daphnis,  you're  welcome,  very  welcome  to  me, 
And  to  my  daughter :  what  is  that  you  have  there  ? 

Daph.  A  prefent,  which  I  mean  to  give  my  love. 

N  3  Char, 


294        ^he  Shepherd's  Holiday. 

Char.  See  but  how  true  a  lover  Daphnis  is ; 
His  hand  is  never  empty  when  he  comes ; 

ome  h  m,  daughter,  look  what  he  has  for  you. 

Dapb.  O  good  Charinus,  none  muft  look  in  it, 
But  Oie  herfelf  co  whom  it  is  prefented. 

Char.  I  am  an  old  man,  I,  and  therefore  care  not 
To  lee  my  wither'd  face,  and  hoary  hair : 
Give  it  that  young  th  ng,  fhe  knows  what  to  do  with  it. 

ighter,  come  hi  her,  ufe  him  courteoufly, 
And  kindly  too  :   (Be  fure  you. take  his  gift.) 
hnis,  I'll  leave  you  both  together  here  ; 
(heep  are  {hearing,    I  can  flay  no  longer.  \Exit; 

Da  ph.  Fare  wel  old  man  ;  health,  to  my  dear  eft  miftrefs » 

N:r.  And  to  \  ou,  fhepherd. 

Dor.  Daphnis,  am  not  I 
Worthy  to  have  a  {hare  in  your  falute  ? 

Dafb.  How  can  I  give  thee  part  of  that,  whereof 
ye  no  mare  my  felf  ? 

Dor.  If  you  would  love 
There,  where  you  are  belov'd  again,  you  might 
c  your  content  fuch,  as  you  would  your  ielf. 

Dapb.  If  you,  Nerina,  would  vouchsafe  to  love 
a  that  loves  you,  and  ever  will,  you  might 
Make  your  content  fuch  as  you  would  your  felf. 

Ner.  Shepherd,  I  oft  have  wifn'dyou  not  to  trouble 
Me  and  your  felf  with  words  :  I  cannot  love  you, 

Dafb.  As  oft,  Dorinda,  have  I  fpoke  to  you, 
To  leave  to  trouble  me  :  I  cannot  love  you. 

Dor.  Will  you  then  flight  my  love,  becaufe  'tis  offer'd  ? 

Dapb.  W~iil  you  then  flight  my  love,  becaufe  'tis  orTer'd  ? 

Net.  Somebody  elfe  may  love  you,  I  cannot. 

Dapb.  Somebody  elfe  may  love  you,  I  cannot. 

Dor.  O  cruel  words,  how  they  do  peirce  my  heart ! 

Dapb.  O  cruel  words,  how  they  do  pierce  my  heart  1 

Ker.  How  can  I  hrlp  it,  if  your  deftiny 
Lead  you  to  love,  where  you  may  not  obtain  ? 

Dapb.  How  can  I  help  it,  if  your  deftiny 
Lead  you  to  love,  where  you  may  not  obtain  ? 

Dor.  It  is  not  deftiny  that  injures  me, 
It  is  thy  cruel  will,  and  marble  heart, 

Dapb. 
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Daph.  It  is  not  deftiny  that  injures  me, 
It  is  thy  cruel  will,  and  marble  heart. 

Ner.  No,  Daphnis,  'tis  not  hardnefs  of  my  heart, 
Nor  any  cruelty  that  caufesthis. 

Daph.  Then  'tis  difdain  of  me. 

Ner.  Nor  is  it  that : 
I  do  not  fee  in  Daphnis  any  thing 
To  caufe  difdain. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  not  reply 
In  thofe  fame  words  to  me,  malicious Eccho  ? 

Daph.  I  pray  leave  me,  I  have  other  bufinefs  now 
To  trouble  me  ;  if  you  difdain  me  not, 
Fair  nymph,  as  you  pretend,  receive  my  offer. 

Ner.  What's  that  ? 

Daph.  My  heart. 

Dor.  I  will,  gentle  Daphnis. 

Daph.  O  importunity ! 

Ner.  Give  her  thy  heart ; 
She  has  deferv'd  it,  forme  loves  thee,  Daphnis. 

Daph.  Firfl,  I  would  tear  i:  piece-meal  here  before  you* 

Dor.  O  me  unfortunate  !  O  cruel  man  ! 

Ner.  Stay,  good  Dorinda,  I'll  go  with  thee ;  flay. 

Daph.  Let  her  go  where  me  will,  behold,  fV/eet  faint, 
This  mirror  here,  the  faithful  reprefenter 
Of  that  which  I  adore,  your  beauteous  form  ; 
When  you  do  fee  in  that  how  lovely  are 
Your  looks,  you  will  not  blame  my  love. 

Ner.  If  I  refufe  it, 
My  father  will  be  angry,  let  me  fee  it : 
Here  take  thy  glafs  again  :  what  ails  my  head  ? 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  it  is  fo  giddy : 
And  fomething  like  a  droufinefs  has  feiz'd 
My  vital  fpirits. 

Daph.  How  do  you,  Love  ? 

Ner.  Heavy  o'th  fudden  ;  Til  go  home,  and  fleep. 

Daph.  So,  let  her  go,  and  let  this  work  a  while. 
She  call  an  eye  upon  me  as  fhe  went, 
That  by  its  languifhing  did  feem  to  fay, 
Daphnis,  I'm  thine,  thou  hail  o'ercome  at  lafl : 
Alcon,  th'  hall  made  me  happy  by  thy  art.  [Exeunt. 

N4  ACTUS. 
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ACTUS    III.    SCENA    I 

Sylvia,    Delia. 

Q^  **Y^ELL  me  what  you  think  on  earth, 

JL  The  great  eft  hlifs  ? 

A.  Riches,  honour,  and  high  birth. 

Q^  Ah,  what  is  this? 
If  love  he  hanijhed  the  heart, 
The  joy  of  Nature,   not  of  Art  ? 

2. 

Whafs  honour  worth,  or  high  defcent  ? 

Or  ample  wealth, 
If  cares  do  breed  us  difcontent, 

Or  'want  of  health? 
A.  It  is  the  order  of  the  Fates, 
That  thefe  Jhould  wait  on  high  eft  ftateh 

3- 

Chor.  Love  only  does  our  fouls  reftne, 

And  by  his  Jkill 
Turns  human  things  into  divine, 

And  guides  our  will. 
Then  let  us  of  his  praifes  fing, 
Of  love,  that  Jweetens  every  thing, 

Del.  Madam,  you're  overheard. 

Syl.  I  care  not,  Delia. 
Although  my  liberty,  and  free  difcourfe. 
Be  here  denied  me,  yet  the  air  is  common : 
To  it  then  will  I  utter  my  complaints, 
Or  to  thee,  friend,  to  whom  my  love  will  darc^ 
To  fhew  the  fecrets  of  my  heart ;  for  others, 
I  do  not  care^  nor  fear,   fo  thou  be  faithful. 

IXeh 
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Del.  Madam,  I  have  no  life,  but  what  I  wiffc  • 
May  be  imploy'd  to  do  your  beauties  fervice  ; 
My  tongue  is  rul'd  by  yours :  what  you  would  have 
It  (peak,  it  fhall;  elfe  further  than  my  thoughts 
Nothing  fhall  venture,  that  you  leave  to  me : 
And  thofe  my  thoughts,  I'll  keep  to  fuch  reftraint, 
As  they  fhall  never  Come  within  my  dreams, 
Left  they  betray  your  counfels :  This  I  vow 
Religioufly  by 

SyL  Hold,  I  will  not 
Have  thee  to  fwear,  nor  would  I  thou  fhould'ft  think^  - 
That  I  fo  much  fufpect  thee,  as  to  urge 
An  oath;  I  know  tnou  haft  too  much  of  goodnefe 
(That's  bred  within  thee)  to  betray  a  truft : 
And  therefore  without  further  circumftance, 
I'll  let  thee  know  my  fortunes,,  part  of  which 
I'm  fure  th'  haft  heard  already. 

Del.  Madam,  I  have, 
And  wifh'd  that  they  had  forted  to  your  wifhes, 

SyL  I  thank  thee,  Delia  ;  but  my  evil  geniusP  .., 
That  has  purfu'd  my  innocence  with  hate, 
Brought  me  from  thence  where  I  had  fet  my  hearty 
Unto  this  curfed  court,  which,  though  it  be  » 

My  place  of  birth  and  breeding,  I  do  find  ■. 
Nothing  but  torment,  and  affticlion  in  it. 

Del.  Iguefs  the  caufe,  fweet  Madam,  but  that's  pail*  • 
And  now  forgotten :  if  you  clear  your  looks, 
Your  father  will  inlarge  you,  and  ne'er  think 
On  what  you  did,  but  that  you  are  his  daughter, 

SyL  Alas,  my  Delia,  thoudoft  miftake, 
My  liberty  is  of  no  worth  to  me, 
Since  that  my  love,  J  fear,  will  ne'er  be  free  I  - 
Nor  do  I  care  what  idle  ladies  talk 
Of  my  departure,  or  my  ftrange  difguife, 
To  colour  my  intents ;  I  am  above 
Their  envy  or  their  malice :  -     ^ 
But  for  th'  unlucky  chance  that  fent  to  m$  ~ 
lire  over-curious  eyes  of  him  I  hate3 
Thou  know'ft  the  man. 

Dd.  Yes,  you  mean  Cleandera 

N  s  i&t 
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Son  to  Eubulus,  who  is  now  your  keeper  : 
What  ftar  directed  him  to  find  you  out  ? 

SyL  His  love,  forfooth,  for  fo  he  colour'd  his* 
Unteafon'd  boldnefs,  told  me,  he  was  not  able 
To  want  my  fight :  and  fo,  when  every  one 
Had  given  o'er  their  ftrifl:  inquiry  of  me, 
He  only,  with  too  much  officioufnefs, 
Obferv'd  me  in  the  woods,  walking  alone  : 
And  when  I  would  have  fhun'd  him  (which  perhaps 
Had  I  not  done,  he  had  not  fo  well  known  me); 
He  came,  and  utter'd,  as  his  manner  was, 
His  tedious  complaints ;  until  at  length 
He  brought  me  with  him,  making  no  refiftance  : 
And  to  ingratiate  himfelf  the  more, 
He  faid  he  would  convey  me  where  my  father 
Should  have  no  knowledge  of  me :  I  refufed  it ; 
Willing  however  to  be  rid  of  him. 
Ard  now,  you  know,  it  is  a  full  month  fmce 
1  did  return  to  Court,  but  left  my  heart 
Behind  me,  in  thofe  fields,  wherein  I  joy'd. 

Del.  Madam,  has  not  the  Court  more  pleafure  in  itA 
Than  tke-  dull  country,  which  can  reprefent 
Nothing,  but  what  does  tafle  of  folitude  ? 
*Twas  iomething  elfe  that  carried  you  away. 

£>/.  'Tis  true,  my  Delia  ;  for  though  thou  wert 
Vrivy  to  my  departure,  yet  the  caufe 
Thou  could1  ft  not  tell,  which  I  will  now  unfold  1 
And  think  I  truft  my  honour  in  thy  hands, 
And  maiden  modefty  :  *twas  love  that  did  it. 

Del   Love,  Madam  !  Sure  it  is  impoffible 
You  fnould  find  any  thing  there  worth  your  love. 

Syl.  Thou  know' ft  the  fhepherds,  that  do  dwell  about 
This  place  (which,  for  their  entertainments  only, 
The  King,  my  father,  built)  did  ufe  to  come, 
As  now  tney  do,  being  fent  for  unto  Court : 
I  ever  lik'd  their  fports,  their  harmlefs  mirth, 
And  their  contentions,  which  were  void  of  malice, 
And  wifti'd  I  had  been  born  juft  fuch  a  one. 
Del.  Your  (late  is  better,  Madam,  as  you  are. 
Syl.  But  I  confefs  the  rather,  'caufe  there. was 
One  amongft  them,  of  a  moxe  comely  grace 

(Though 
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(Though  none  of  them  did  feem  uncomely  to  me) 

Call'd  Thyrfis  ;  and  with  him  methought  I  could 

Draw  out  my  life,  rather  than  any  other, 

Such  things  my  fancy  then  fuggefted  to  me  : 

So  well  he  fung,  ib  paffionate  his  love 

Shew'd  in  his  verfe,  thereto  fo  well  exprefs'd, 

As  any  one  would  judge  it  natural  : 

Yet  never  felt  he  flame,  'till  this  of  me  : 

Often  he  came,    and  oftner  was  defir'd 

Of  me ;  nor  did  I  fhame  in  publick  there  ; 

Before  my  father,  to  commend  his  graces ; 

Which  when  I  did,  the  whole  Court,  as  they  ufe, 

Confented  with  me,  and  did  ftrive  to  make  them 

Greater  than  I,  or  any  elfe,  could  think  them  ; 

At  laft  I  was  furpriz'd,  I  could  not  help  it ; 

My  fate  with  love  confenting,  fo  would  have  it : 

Then  did  I  leave  the  Court.    I've  told  thee  all. 

Del.  'Tis  ftrange  !  but,  Madam,  though  in  that  difguife^ 

How  could  you  hope,  a  ftranger,  to  be  lov'd 

Of  him  you  held  fo  dear  ? 

Sy/.   I  feign'd  myfelf 
Of  Smyrna,  and  from  thence  fome  goats  I  had, 
And  fheep,  with  them  a  rich  commodity. 
Near  him  I  bought  me  land  to  feed  them  ;  he 
Seem'd  glad  of  it,  and  thinking  me  a  flranger, 
Us'd  me  with  fuch  civility  and  friend  (hip, 
As  one  would  little  look  for  of  a  ihepherd ; 
And  did  defend  me  from  the  avarice 
Of  the  old  fhepherds,  which  did  think  to  make 
A  prey  of  what  I  had.     At  length  I  faw, 
He  did  addrefs  himfelf  with  fear  to  me, 
Strll  gazing  on  me.    Knowing  my  love  to  him,. 
I  eafily  belie v'd  he  lov'd  me  too  : 
For  love,  alas !  is  ever  credulous. 
And  though  I  was  refolv'd,  having  my  end, 
(Which  was  no  more  than  to  difcourfe  with  him) 
Never  to  let  him  know  what  flame  I  felt : 
Yet,  when  I  faw  his  tears,  and  heard  his  vows, 
(Perfuafive  fpeakers  for  affection) 
I  could  not  choofe  but  open  to  his  view 
My  loving  heart  \  yet  with  ihis  caution, 

N  6  That 
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That  he  mould  ever  bear  refpecl:  unto 

My  honour,  and  my  virgin  chaility  : 

Which  then  he  vow'd,  and  his  ambition 

Never  was  more  than  to  attain  a  kifs, 

Which  yet  he  hardly  got :  Thou  feeft,  fweet  Delia,, , 

How  willingly  I  dwell  upon  this,  theme. 

But  can'ft.  thou  heip  me,  now  that  I  have  open'cl.': 

My  wound  unto  thee  ? 

Del.  Alas,  I  would  I  could 
Invent  the  way  to  cure  you  ;  I  mould  foon 
Apply  my  help  :  yet,  itay,  this  day  it  is 
The  fhepherds  come  to  Court. 

8yl.  'Tis  true,  ,they  come  ; . 
But  what  is  that  tome,  if  Thyrfis  come  not  ?  ' 
Or  if  he  come,  how  mall  he  know  me  his, 
Or  1  enjoy  his  company  ? 

Del.  Let  me  alone  to  work  out  that. 

SyL  Thou  dream' il,  thou  canil  not  do  it. 

Del.  I'll  undertake  it  ;  but  how  mall  I  know  himu 
Without  inquiring,  which  muff,  breed  fufpicion. 

SyL  True,  and  beware  thou  afk  ;  the  majcfly , 
Which  fits  upon  his  brow,  will  fay  'tis  he, 
Thyrfis,  my  love.    But  yet,  perhaps,  at  this  time, . 
If  I  myfelf  not  flatter,  thou  malt  know  him, 
By  his  eyes  call  down,  and  folding  of  his  arms, 
And  often  fighs,  .that  interrupt  his  words. 
For  if  his  forrcw  wears  the  liveries, 
Which  mine  does,  for  his  abfence,  by  thefe  fi gns 
Thou  fhalt  defcry  him. 

Del.  Thefe  are  filent  marks: 
Yet  will  I  not  defpair  to  find  him  out. 

SyL  But  when  thou  hail,  what  wilt  thou  fay  to  him  ?"• 

Del.  Give  me  but  leave  to  ufe  my  mother  wit ; 
You  v/ould  be  gone  together,  would  you  not  ? 

SyL  Thou  fpeak'il  my  thoughts:  do  this,  and  I  will 
crown 
Thy  faith,  thou  fhalt  be  Queen  inilead  of  me. 

Del.  If  you  could  crown  me  with  your  virtues,  Madam, 
I  mould  be  a  Queen  indeed ;  in  the  mean  time, 
As.  I  am  Delia,  I'll  do  this  bufiaefs,  „ 
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Syl.  Do  it,  and  when  th'  haft  done,  the  God  of  love 
Reward  thee  with  thine  own  delires  for  this. 

Del.  Madam,  withdraw  ;  I  hear  your  keepers  coming. 

[Exeunt* 

S  C  E  N  A     II. 

Cleander,  Eubulus. 

QTK,  voir  have  put  a  bridle  on  my  paffions^.. 

And  given  my  foul  the  liberty  it  wifh'd  : 
I  now  intreat  your  pardon,  for  beginning 
A  thing  of  fo  great  confequence,  without . 
Leave  and  advice  from  you. 

Eub.  'Tis  well,  Cleander, 
It  will  behove  you. then  to, be  referv'd, 
And  lock  this  fecret  up  ;  for  'tis  no  jelling 
With  Kings,  that  may  command  our  lives  and  .fortunes* 
You  now  perceive  her,  whom  we  call  the  Princefs^  .. 
To  be  your  filter,  and  the  love  you  bear  her, 
Mail  be  a  brother's  friendmip,  not  a  lover's 
Paflionate  heat ;,  but  yet  fhe  muft  not  knowr 
That  I  her  father  am,,  and  you  her  brother  : : 
And  trull  me,  fon,  had  I  not  feen  defpair 
Of  life  in  you,  which  this  love  brought  you  to, 
I  mould  not  have  reveal'd,  what  now  you  know* 

Clean.-  It  was  a  comfort,  Sir,  J  do  confefs, 
That  came  in  time  to  refcue  me  from  death, 
So  great  her  fcorn  was,  and  my  love  fo  violent, 

Eub.  Now  you're  at  peace,  I  hope? 

Clean.  I  am:  but  if 
I  be  too  curious  in  afking  where 
The  King's  fon  is,  I  fhall  defire  your  pardon  : 
For  fure  it  were  injuftice  to  deprive 
So  great  a  Prince,  of  that  which  he  was  born  to*-, 

Eub.  You  are  too  far  inquifitive  ;  yet  becaufe 
I  have  engag'd  you  in  a  fecret  of 
As  great  importance,  this  I  wilhnot  hide. 
The  King,  I  told  you,  when  his  wife  grew  near 
The  time  of  her  delivery,  fent  to  know 
Of  our  great  Oracle,  whether  the  child  mould  be 
Bemale*  or  male,  and  what  mould  be  its  fortune. 

Cttmj\ 
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Clean.  What  faid  the  Oracle  ?  have  you  the  anfwcr  ? 

Eub.  It  only  was  imparted  unto  me, 
And  this  it  is,  which  I  have  never  fhewn 
To  any  but  the  Queen  :  Here,  take  and  read  it. 

If  e'er  thy  iffue  male  thou  live  to  fee y 
Uhe  child  thou  think  fi  is  thine y  thine  Jh  all  not  he  ; 
His  life  Jh  all  be  ohfcure  :  twice  Jh  all  thy  hate 
Doom  him  to  death.      Yet  Jh  all  he  fcape  that  fate  : 
And  thou  Jhalt  live  to  Jeey  that  not  long  after> 
Thy  only  Jon  Jh  all  <wed  thy  only  daughter. 

This  Oracle  is  full  of  myftery. 

Eub.  It  is ;  and  yet  the  King  would  needs  interpret,1 
That  mould  it  prove  a  man-child  'twas  a  baitard  : 
And  being  loth  that  one  not  of  his  blood 
(As  he  conceiv'd  by  this)  mould  be  his  heir, 
Told  me  in  private,  that  if  it  were  male, 
He  would  not  have  it  live  ;  yet,  fearing  moft 
To  publilh  his  difhonour,  and  his  wife's, 
He  charg'd  me  not  reveal  it  unto  any, 
But  take  the  child,  and  fee  it  made  away, 
And  make  the  world  believe  it  was  flill-born. 
Clean.  And  did  you  fb  ? 
Eub.  No,  for  indeed  I  durft  not, 
For  any  thing,  become  a  murderer. 
Clean.  How  did  you  then  ? 
Eub.  I  went  unto  the  Queen, 
Shew'd  her  the  flate  fhe  was  in,  and  befought  her 
To  be  as  careful  of  me,  as  I  was 
Of  her,  and  we  would  work  a  better  end 
Than  me  expected  ;  fo  we  both  agreed, 
That  if  the  child,  fhe  then  did  labour  with, 
Prov'd  to  be  male,  I  ihould  with  care  conceal 
The  birth  of  it,  and  put  a  female  child 
Inflead  of  it,  which  I  was  to  look  out. 
It  fortun'd,  that  your  mother  then  was  ready 
To  be  deliver' d  of  your  filler,  and 
Time  and  good  fortune  did  confpire  to  fave 
The  King's  child,  and  to  make  my  daughter  Princefs. 
Clean.  But  what  did  then  become  of  the  young  Prince  ? 

Eub. 
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Eub.  The  Queen  protefting  to  me,  that  it  was 
The  King's  own  child,  conjur'd  me  topreferve  it, 
Which  as  mine  own  I  could  not ;  for  already- 
Many  took  notice  that  my  child  was  female  r 
And  therefore  I  was  fain  to  publifh  her 
As  dead,  and  buried  an  empty  coffin.  J 

I  rode  forth  with  the  child,  a  full  night's  journey, 
With  purpofe  to  deliver  it  to  fome 
Plain  honeft  man,  that  would  be  careful  of  it, 
And  not  inquifitive  to  know  whofe  child 
It  was,  but  give  it  breeding  as  his  own  :   • 
When,  being  frighted  with  the  noife  of  arms 
Of  fome  out-lawed  thieves,  that  did  infeft 
The  place,  I  made  all  hafte  I  could  to  'fcape  'em,1 
Confidering  my  charge  ;  for  that  I  knew 
If  I  were  taken,   though  they  fpar'd  my  life, 
The  charge  I  had,  mult  needs  betray  me  to 
The  King,  and  then  I  could  not  hope  for  mercy  :• 
I  laid  it  down  there,  cover' d  clofely  o'er, 
A  circle  'bout  his  neck,  wherein  was  writ, 

Archigenes,  Son  of  Euarchus  and  Eudoray 

In  characters  known  only  to  myfelf, 

And  to  the  King  ;  in  which  I  us'd  to  clothe 

Secret  difpatches,  when  I  writ  to  him 

From  foreign  ftates,  and  within  the  circle 

I  grav'd  the  king's  lefs  feal,  which  then  I  kept. 

Some  gold  beiides,  and  jewels  there  I  left,. 

That  whofoe'er  mould  find  him,  might  with  that 

Defray  the  charge  of  his  education  ; 

Howe'er,  next  day,  I  purpofed  to  return 

With  fpeed,  and  carry  it  to  fome  abode. 

Clean.  But  did  the  Queen  know  this  ? 

Eub.  She  did  not, 
'Till  my  return  next  day  :  then,  when  I*  told  her,. 
The  child  was  thence  remov'd  where  I  had  left  him. 

Clean.  Belike  thofe  thieves  had  carried  him  away. 

Eub.   'Tis  probable. 

Clean.  How  could  the  Queen  take  this, 
So  fad  a  ftory  ? 

Eub* 
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Eub.  With  fuch  impatience, 
That  being  weak  before,  fhe  fhortly  dy'd. 

Clean.  But  yet,  Sir,  with  your  favour,  might  you  not  "<: 
Have  made  inquiry  after  him  ? 

Eub.  I  durft  not, 
For  fear  of  being  difcover'd.     On  your  life 
Take  heed  how  you  reveal  this. 

Clean.  I  am  charm'd. 

Eub.  Then  let  us  watch  my  daughter,  for  I  fear 
The  flight  me  made  was  for  fome  other  end, 
Than  for  retirement,. which  fhe  does  pretend. 

Clean.  Henceforth  ..L mall  obey  her  as  my  Princefs, 
And  love  her  as  my  Mer,  not  my  miflrefs. 

Eub.  You  Hull  do  well :  Gome,  let  us  to  the  King. 

s  c  E  N  A    III... 

My  las,  Mii  tilhs,   Chorus  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdeffes3. 
reprefenting  Paris,  Oenone,  Venus,  and  the  Grace 

TT  was  my  dream,  and  I  will  fend  it  to  her  ; 

Though  I  myfelf,  by  her  too  cruel  fentence^ 
Mult  never  fee  her  face. 

Mirt.  What  paper's  that? 
Love-verfes,  as  I  live  !    What's  here^  ,a  dream  J 
Nay,  I  will  read  'em,  therefore  Hand  afide. 

Mirtillus  reads. 
Sleep,  thou  bee  aimer  of  a  troubled  fprite,  . 
Which  leadft  my  fancy  to  that  fiweet  delight, 
Wherein  my  foul  found  reft,  when  thou  didft  fthovy  . 
Her  Jliadow  mine,  <whofe  fubftance  isnotfo  ;  .-. 
Wrap  up  ?nine  eyes  in  an  eternal  night : 
For  fine  e  my  day  fprings  only  from  that  light- 
Which  fhe  denies  me  ;   I  account  the  beft 
Part  of  my  life  is  that  nvhich  gives  me  reft. 
And  thou  more  hard  to  be  intreated,  than* 
Sleep  to  the  heated  eyes  of  frantick  men  ; 
'That  thou  canft  make  my  joys  ejfential, 
E'kich  are  but  Jlado%vs  new,  be*  liberal,-  . 

And. 
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And  out-dofleep ;  let  me  not  dream  in  vain, 
Un/e/s  thou  meatfft  I  ne" er  Jkall  Jleep  again. 

Alas,  poor  fool !  will  fhe  not  let  thee  ileep  ? 

Hyl.  I  knew  I  fhould  be  mock'd,  but  I'll  divert  him  y 
What  are  thofe  thou  hail  brought  along  with  thee  ? 

Mirt.  The  mafquers,  Hylas,  thefe  are  they  muft  trip  it 
Before  the  King :  doft  like  their  properties  ? 

Hyl.  What,  Paris  and  Oenone,  the  old  ftory  ? 

Mirt.  But  newly  made,  and  fafhion'd  to  my  purpofe  l 
Brought  hither  to  make  good  my  own  pofitions 
Againll  the  company  of  puling  lovers.; 
Which  if  I  do  not,  and  with  good  effect, 
Let  me  be  one  myfelf ;  and  that's  a  torture 
Worfe  than  Apollo  laid  upon  the  Satyr, 
When  the  rude  villain  durfl  contend  with  him : 
Look  this  way,  Hylas,  fee  Oenone  here, 
The  faireft  nymph  that  ever  Ida  bleft, 
Court  her  departing  Ihepherd,  who  is  now 
Turning  his  love  unto  a  fairer  objecl ; 
And  ibr  his  judgment  in  variety, 
See  how  the  feaborn  Goddefs  and  the  Graces 
Prefent  their  darling  Helena  to  him. 
Be  happy  in  thy  choice,  and  draw  a  war 
Gn  thee,  and  thine,  rather  than  fet  thy  heart 
Upon  a  ftale  delight :    Do,,  let  her  weep, 
And  fay  thou  art  inconftant:     Be  fo  Hill ; 
The  Queen  of  love  commands  it :  you  that  are 
The  old  companions  of  your  Paris  here, 
Move  in  a  well-pac'd  meafure,  that  may  fhew 
The  Goddefs,  how  you  are  content  for  her 
Fair  fake  to  leave  the  honour  of  your  woods  : 
But  firft  let  her,  and  all  the  Graces  fing 
The  invitation  to  your  offering. 

Venus,  and  the  Graces  fing. 

Come  lovely  hoy  unto  my  court. 

And  leave  thefe  uncouth  woods,  and  all 
'That  feed  thy  fancy  with  lovers  gall; 

But  keep  away  the  honey ,  andtbefport. 

Chor 
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Chor.  Come  unto  me, 

And with  variety 
Thoujhalt  be  fed,  which  nature  loves,  and  L 

K  2. 

There  is  no  mujick  in  a  voice, 

That  is  but  one,  and  ft  ill  the  fame. 
Inconftancy  is  but  a  name, 

To  fright  poor  lovers  from  a  better  choice. 
Chor.  Come  then  to  me,  &c. 

3. 
Orpheus,  that  On  Eurydice 

Spent  all  his  love,   on  others  fcorn, 
Now  on  the  banks  of  Heber  torn, 
Finds  the  reward  of  foolijh  conftancy. 
Chor.  Come  then  to  me,  6v. 

4- 
And  figh  no  more  for  one  love  loft, 

I  have  a  thoufand  Cupids  here, 

Shall  recompenfe  with  better  cheer 

Thy  mif-fpent  labours,  and  thy  bitter  coft. 

Chor.  Come  then  to  me,  Zsc. 

\The  Dance  ended, 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Nunt.  Shepherds,  if  you  have  any  pity,  come, 
And  fee  a  woeful  fpeclacle. 

Mirt.  What  is't 
That  can  be  worth  the  breaking  of  our  fports  ? 

Nunt.  The  gentle  nymph  Nerina. 

Hyl.  What  of  her  ? 

Nunt.  The  laft  of  her,  I  think,  ihe  lies  a  dying, 
And  calls  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Hyl.  Curfe  of  your  follies ; 
Do  I  live  here  whilft  ihe  is  dying  there  ? 

Mirt.  But,  ihepherd,  what  difeafe  is't,  that  fo  foon 
Could  fpend  his  force  upon  her  ?  fhe  was  well 
This  morning,  when  ihe  made  poor  Hylas  fick. 

Mont.  I  know  not,  I  am  fent  unto  the  well 
Of  ^Bfcukpius,  to  fetch  fome  water 
For  her  recovery.     I  muft  be  gone, 

Mirt. 
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Mirt.  Shepherds,  here  let  us  end.    I  think  we  are 
Perfect  in  all  the  reft  :  This  night  the  King 
Muft  fee't,  refolve  on  that. 

Chor.  We  are  all  ready. 

Mirt.  Then  let's  away,  and  fee  what  will  betide 
This  gentle  nymph  Nerina. 

Chor.  We'll  go  with  you. 

S  C  E  N  A    IV. 

Charinus,   'Nerina,  Dorinda,  Hy!as9  Mirtillus,  Nuntiu*. 

> 

TLTOld  up  thy  head,  good  child,  fee  he  is  come  ; 

Bring  me  the  water  quickly,  whilft  there  is 
Some  life  in  her  :  Now  chafe  her,  good  Dorinda. 

Ner.  All  is  in  vain,  I  cannot  live ;  dear  father, 
Farewel :  What  fhepherd's  that  lies  on  the  ground  ? 
Is  it  not  Hylas  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  it  is  he,  Nerina. 

Ner.  Alas,  poor  fhepherd,  'tis  my  greateft  grie£ 
That  I  have  grieved  him,  I  would  beg  life 
For  nothing  but  to  make  him  fatisfaclion. 

Mirt.  Hylas,  what  on  the  ground !  look  up,  and  fpeak : 
Alas,  he's  dead. 

Ner.  It  cannot  be :  good  father, 
Let  me  go  to  him,  and  but  touch  his  ear, 
It  may  be,  that  my  voice  may  have  more  virtue. 

Char.  Do  what  thou  wilt,  fweet-heart :  fee,  my  poor  child, 
How  charitable  fhe  is,  being  half  dead 
Herfelf,  fhe  pities  others. 

Mirt.  Mark  her  fineffe, 
Now  at  the  brink  of  death,  fhe  kiffes  him ; 
And  took  this  way  to  mock  her  fimple  father : 
O  fine  invention  I  fure  a  woman's  wit 
Does  never  fail  her. 

Ner.  Hylas,  Hylas,  fpeak, 
Nerina  calls  thee  ;  fpeak  to  thy  Nerina. 

Mirt.  What  cannot  love  do  ?  It  revives  the  dead* 
He's  come  to  himfelf  again  ! 

Hyl.  What  God  is  it, 
That  has  the  power  to  return  my  foul 
From  the  Elyfian  fields  ?  Mirt. 
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Mirt.  It  is  no  God, 
A  Goddefs  rather,  Hylas.  'Tis  Nerina, 
Look  where  fhe  is ! 

Hyl.  Ah  then  I  do  not  wonder 
I  cannot  die,  when  my  belt  foul  comes  to  me : 
Shall  we  live  ever  thus  ? 

Ner.  How  fain  I  would 
For  thy  fake,  Hylas,  but  it  cannot  be: 
I  feel  a  heavy  fleep  fit  on  my  head, 
And  my  ftrength  fails  me ;  help  me !  fweet  Dorinda^ 
Farewel  for  ever !  oh  I  die,  I  die  : 

Hyl.  And  muft  I  then  be  call'd  to  life  again, 
To  fee  my  life  expire  before  my  face  ? 
You  fates,    if  you  will  take  a  ranfom  for  her, 
Then  take  my  life :  but  you  are  fure  of  that, 
You'll  fay,  already ;  for  in  her  one  death, 
Two  lives  are  forfeit.    Nerina,  gentle  nymph, 
The  caufe  why  now  I  live,  open  thefe  eyes 
Once  more,  and  I  fhall  flourifh  like  thofe  plants 
The  fun  gives  life  to  :  elfe  I  fall,  and  wither, 
Leaving  behind  nought  but  a  worthlefs  flem. 
Speak  to  thy  Hylas,  fweet  Nerina,  fpeak. 

Char.  Ah  me !  my  daughter,  had'ft  thou  liv'd,  perhaps, 
I  might  have  feen  thee  married  to  Daphnis, 
Now  we  mull  fee  thee  buried :  Ah  me ! 

Ner.  Hylas ! 

Hyl.  She  lives,  give  me  fome  more  of  that,.. 
7  hat  water  there,  fee  now  fhe  comes  again : 
O  gentle  Deftinies,  but  fpare  this  thread, 
And  cut  a  thoufand  coarfer !  Speak,  Nerina, 
Give  me  fome  comfort,  give  thy  father  fome, 
Or  elk  behold  three  lives  fall  in  thy  death. 

Ner.  Ye  Fates,  that  keep  th'  account  of  all  our  days, 
Add  but  one  minute  to  my  life,  that  I 
May  quit  my  foul  of  thofe  two  heavy  burthens 
Which  now  opprefs  it :  Dry  your  eyes,  good  father, 
Remember  that  the  Gods  do  fend  us  nothing 
But  for  our  good  ;  and  if  my  journey  be 
Shorter  than  yours,  the  lefs  will  be  my  trouble. 
Will  you  forgive  me,  father,  that  I  have  not 

Paid* 
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:Paid  fo  much  duty  to  you,  as  I  ow'd  you  ? 
Take  my  good  will,  I  pray,  inftead  of  it. 

Char.  See  her  good-nature :  Ay,  child,  'tis  enough, 
Thou  always  wert  obedient. 

Ner.  Shall  I  dare 
To  fpeak  my  thoughts,  and  fo  difcharge  my  foul 
Of  one  load  yet  ? 

Char.  Ay,  do  my  child,  fpeak  freely. 

Ner.  I've  heard  you  fay,  that  no  fin  was  fo  heavy 
As  is  ingratitude. 

Char.  'Tis  true,  Neiina. 
How  ihe  remembers  what  her  father  faid ! 

Ner.  Then  be  not  angry,  if  I  now  muft  tell  you, 
That  this  poor  fhepherd,  whofe  fwoln  eyes  you  fee 
Cover'd  with  tears,  for  many  years  now  paft 
Has  courted  me :  but  ftill  with  fuch  a  love, 
So  full  of  truth  and  gentle  fervices, 
That  mould  I  not  requite  him  with  my  love, 
I  mould  be  guilty  of  ingratitude. 
Therefore  before  I  die,  I  pray  give  leave 
That  he  may  have  my  dying  heart,  which  living, 
I  ftill  debarr'd  him  of.     Hylas,  thy  hand  ! 

0  ftay  a  little,  death :  here,  take  thou  mine, 
And  fince  I  cannot  live  the  wife  of  Hylas, 
Yet  let  me  die  fo.    Sir,  are  you  content? 

Char.  I  am,  with  any  thing  that  pleafeth  thee* 

Ner.  Teli  me,  are  you  fo,  Hylas  ? 

Hyl.  O  my  love, 
Afk  me  if  I  would  live  amongft  the  Gods, 
But  afk  not  this.    Sir,  have  we  your  confent  ? 

Char.  You  have,  it  is  in  vain  now  to  deny  it : 
You  fee,  Dorinda,  what  her  vow's  come  to. 

Ner.  Then  let  me  die,  take  me  into  thy  arms, 
Sweet  love,  you'll  fee  my  coffin  fhew'd  with  flowers, 
And  you,    Dorinda,  will  you  make  a  garland  ? 

1  die  a  virgin,  though  I  die  his  wife. 
Dor.  Alas,  file's  gone ! 

Hyl.  She's  dead,  and  do  I  live?  * 
Char.  Look  to  the  fhepherd  there !  Oh  my  Nerina ! 
Dor.  Vex  not  her  foul,  I  pray,  with  often  calling ; 
You  fee  fhe's  dead. 

Char.  Then  there  is  no  hope  left :  Pray 
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Pray  help  us,  fhepherds,  now  to  bear  her  hence ; 
You'll  come,  I  hope,  to  fee  her  in  her  grave.     [Exeunt. 

****  ************  ****  ******  *•:  *?: ***  **  *** 

ACTUS  IV.     SCENAI. 

Tbyrjisy  Delia. 

HERE  I  am  come  unto  a  place,  where  grief 
They  fay  has  no  abode      In  Princes  Courts, 
I've  heard  there  is  no  room  for  love's  laments : 
For  either  they  enjoy,  or  elfe  forget. 
Thrice  happy  men,  to  whom  love  gives  fuch  leave ! 
It  may  be  that  this  place,  or  people  may 
Work  fo  with  me,  and  melt  this  frozen  heart : 
Ah  fool,  that  can'ffc  believe  the  change  of  place, 
Or  air,  can  change  thy  mind ;  the  love  thou  bear'ft, 
Is  woven  fo  within  thy  thoughts,  that  as 
Out  of  this  piece  thy  Sylvia  wrought  for  thee, 
Thou  can'ft  not  take  her  name  forth,  but  withal 
Thou  mult  deface  the  whole :  fo  Thyrfis  think 
The  wind  that  here  may  rife,  or  heat,  or  rain 
Thou  may'it  avoid,  thy  love  will  ftill  remain  ; 
And  when  thou  dieft,  then  may  it  die  with  thee ; 
Till  then  refolve  to  endure  thy  mifery. 

Del.  This  is  the  garden,  which  I  faw  him  go  to, 
And  that  is  he ;  for  all  the  marks  fhe  gave  me 
To  know  him  by,  he  bears. 

Thyr.  A  neavinefs 
Weighs  down  my  head,  and  would  invite  me  to 
Repofe  my  felf ;  I'll  take  the  offer,  here 
I'll  reft  a  while,  for  I  have  need  of  it. 

Del.  How  if  I  be  deceived,  and  this  fhould  prove 
Another  man !  What  then  ?  I  can  excufe  it. 
He's  laid  already,  and  I  fear,  afleep  ; 
I'll  Hay  until  he  wake,  but  then  fuppofe 
That  any  body  come,  and  take  me  here, 
What  will  they  think  of  me  ?  Belt  wake  him  :  fhepherd  ! 
It  is  a  handfome  youth,  fee  what  a  grace  Shews 
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Shews  it  felf  in  his  feature,  fuch  a  face 

Might  take  the  heart  of  any  lady  iiving, 

Ay,  though  fhe  were  a  Princefs.   Shepherd  !  what 

Not  yet  ?  his  fleeps  are  found. 

Tbyr.  Ah  Sylvia, 
Preferve  thy  life,  oh  let  me  die  ;  alas, 
I  do  but  dream  ;   methought  I  faw  my  felf 
Condemn'd  to  die,  and  Sylvia  to  fave  me, 
Offer'd  herfelf,  and  would  needs  die  for  me  : 
'Twas  a  fweet  fhadow,  let  me  court  this  dream. 
Del.  He  mull  not  fleep  again  :  fhepherd,  look  up. 
Tbyr.  Who  envies  me  this  fmall  repofe?  Indeed 
I  do  not  often  deep  :  Ha,  who  are  you  ? 

Del.  Sent  to  thee,  from  thy  Sylvia :  fhepherd,  rife 
And  follow  me. 

Tbyr.  Do  I  dream  ftill !  What  are  you  ? 
Came  you  from  heaven,  where  my  Sylvia  is, 
And  mull  I  thither  ?  whofoe'er  you  are, 
An  angel,  or  a  fiend,  in  fuch  a  name 
You  come,   as  I'm  conjur'd  to  follow  you  : 
But  I  mufl  die  firfl :  Here  is  to  be  with  thee. 

Del.  Stay,  hold  thy  hand,  fhe  lives,  thy  Sylvia  lives 
To  make  thee  happy,  if  thou  wilt  go  to  her. 

Thyr.  You're  habited  like  thofe  I've  feen  at  Court, 
And  courtefy,  they  fay,  is  ever  there, 
Yet  mingled  with  deceit :  if  you  do  mean 
T'  abufe  me  for  your  fport,  this  way  will  prove 
Too  fad  to  raife  mirth  out  of.     There's  no  ill 
That  I  have  done  to  you,  or  any  elfe, 
Unlefs  my  conflancy  be  here  a  fin. 

Del.  His  griefs  have  made  him  wild,  I  have  no  time 
Left  me  to  ufe  perfuafions,  or  to  make 
This  truth  apparent  to  you ;  on  my  word, 
You  fhall  be  fafe,  and  if  you  dare  believe  me, 
I'll  bring  you  where  your  love  is ;  follow  me. 

Tbyr.  Why  fhould  I  doubt,  or  fear  to  go  with  her  ? 
Ill  does  he  call  for  phyfick,  whom  the  law 
Has  doom'd  to  die  :  There's  no  condition 
Can  prove  worfe  to  me  than  my  preterit  one. 
Pray  lead  me  where  you  pleafe,  I'm  lure  of  this, 
To  one  that's  deiperate,  no  way's  amifs. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  A    II. 

Euarcbus,  Eubulus,  Cleander,  Attendants* 

A  L  L  leave  the  room.     Eubulus,  I'm  refolv'd 

To  hold  an  eafier  hand  over  my  daughter 
Than  I  was  wont :  therefore  I  fent  Cleander 
To  bring  her  to  my  prefence,  though  fhe  have 
Wrong' d  her  great  birth  and  breeding  by  her  follies^ 
Yet  I  confider  that  lhe  is  my  daughter, 
And  this  reflraint  cannot  but  harden  her 
In  her  fond  refolutions.    Have  you  fought 
By  all  the  means  you  can  to  fift  the  caufe 
Of  her  departure? 

Eub.  Sir,  I  have  tryed, 
By  all  the  ways  that  fit  a  fubjecl:,  to 
Inquire  a  truth  of  one  that  is  his  Princefs. 

Euar.  And  what  have  you  difcover'd  ? 

Eub.  Nothing  more 
Than  what  my  Ton  Cleander  did  before. 

Euar.  I  have  heard  his  relation :   but  wonder 
How  for  a  whole  month's  time,  fhe  ihould  abide 
Within  our  confines,  when  fo  great  a  fearch, 
Through  all  our  countrys,  and  loud  proclamations 
Were  made  for  her  recovery. 

Eub.  'Tis  true. 
She  herein  was  ingenuous,  and  confert, 
That  {he  forefaw  what  ft  arch  would  be  made  for  her : 
Therefore  withfome  about  her  fhe  had  plotted, 
To  hire  a  bark,  that  might  convey  her  hence, 
In  a  difguife  to  Smyrna,  where  fli  fiay'd, 
Till  time  did  fit  her  ;  that  with  kfcty 
She  might  return  inhabit  of  a  Nymph, 
Unto  the  pLce,  where  then  Cleander  found  her  : 
But  why  flie  left  the  court,  fhe  will  not  tell. 

Euar.  I  will  not  force  her  to't :  fome  little  time 
Perhaps  may  make  difcovery  of  that  iecret. 
But  unto  thee  my  faithful  counfellor, 
(As  unto  one  my  heart  hath  ftill  been  open) 
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I  will  difcover  what  my  purpofe  is, 

In  lending  for  thefe  fhepherds  to  my  court. 

Eub.  I  mould  believe,  they're  Tent  for  to  delight 
Your  Majefty,  as  they  were-wont. 

Euar.  No,  Eubulus, 
But  for  a  greater  end  ;  I  fear,  my  daughter  : 
And  therefore  I  have  fent  for  her  to  fee 
Thefe  fports,  with  purpofe  to  obferve  her  looks, 
For  I  fufped  me  loves  ibme  fhepherd  there. 

Eub.  It  cannot  be :  ftie  will  not  ftain  her  birth 
With  fuch  ignoble  love ;  yet  I  confefs, 
Revolving  all  the  caufes  of  her  flrange 
Departure,  I  could  fix  on  none  but  that. 

Euar.  Well,  iflhedofo,  I  will  let  her  forth, 
Forth  of  my  blood,  and  whofoe'erhe  be, 
Whofe  fortune  mark'd  him  out  to  be  the  object 
Of  this  her  love,  fhall  find  Ixion's  fate, 
He  fhall  embrace  a  fhadow  ;  by  my  life 
They  both  mail  die. 

Eub.  O,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Remember  {he's  your  daughter. 

Euar.   Ay,  thou  ftill 
Doll  plead  for  her,  but  yet  am  I  her  King, 
As  well  as  father  ;  private  men  refpect 
Their  profits,  and  their  private  interefts 
Of  kindred,  but  the  a&ions  of  a  King 
To  honour  and  renown  mull  be  directed  : 
Confider  that,  and  then  thou  wilt  forget  her. 

Enter  Oleander. 

Cleander,  welcome,  how  does  Calligone  ? 
Is  flie  not  glad  to  come  unto  our  prefence  ? 
Why  dofl  not  anfwer  ?  Art  thou  frighted,  man  ? 

Clean.  I  know  not  how  to  anfwer  any  thing, 
Unlefs  your  Majefty  will  fign  my  pardon. 

Euar.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  fpeak,  and  fpeak  It 
freely. 

Clean.  Then  know,  great  fovereign,  that  when  I  went 
As  full  of  joy,  as  fpeed,  with  your  glad  meffage, 
I  found  the  Princefs. 

Euar.  What,  not  dead,  I  hope  ? 

Vol.  VII.  O  Clean. 
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Clean.  Dead  to  her  honour. 

Euar    Ha  ! 

Clean.  In  fhort,  my  Lord, 
.1  found  her  walking  in  the  garden,  with 
A  fhepherd,   (more  of  him  I  cannot  tell) 
But  me  was  habited  in  that  attire 
She  wore,  when  from  the  woods  I  brought  her  home. 
I  dipt  away,  not  being  feen  by  them, 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  go,  perhaps,  great  Sir, 
You  ftili  may  find  them  there. 

Euar.  blow  now,  Eubulus, 
Are  my  preiages  true  ?  Shall  I  then  fleep 
With  this  difgrace,  and  let  my  neighbour  Princes 
Mock  at  my  Humble  fortunes,  when  they  hear 
The  daughter  of  Euarchus  match'd  herfelf 
With  a  bafe  fhepherd  ?  Go,  Eubulus,  quickly, 
Here  take  my  fignet,  let  this  be  your  warrant 
To  put  them  both  to  death. 

Eub.  How  !  both,  my  Lord  ? 

Euar.  Ay,   both. 

Eub.  Your  daughter  too  ? 

Euar    Why  do  you  queftion  me? 
Have  I  not  faid,  they  both  fhall  die  :  difpatch. 
Let  me  not  fee  thee,  'till  they  both  be  dead.  [Exit. 

Eub.  What  hall  thou  done  !  thou  rafh  inhuman  boy  f 
Deprived  thy  father  of  a  child,  thy  felf 
Of  thine  own  lijQter,  whom  but  now  thou  knew'it  ? 
Well  may  the  King  take  that  dear  life  away, 
Which  he  did  never  give  :  I  will  go  tell  him, 
I  am  her  father  :  but  I  lofe  my  life 
If  I  do  that,  as  guilty  of  a  treafon. 
Go,  murderer,  had'il  thou  no  pity  in  thee  ? 

Clean.  Sir,  I  do  feel  fo  much  grief  within  me, 
For  this  my  act,  that  if  my  blood  will  ferve 
To  fave  her  life,  I'll  make  no  price  of  it : 
Yet  could  I  not  imagine,  that  the  King 
Would  have  been  fo  enrag'd  ;  or  if  he  would, 
I  had  no  time  to  think  of  it  before. 

Eub.  No  time  !  who  bid  thee  haflen  to  the  .ruin 
Of  thy  poor  father,  and  thy  family  ? 

The 
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The  nielTages  which  come  to  do  us  hurt, 
Are  fpeedy  :  but  the  good  come  flowly  on. 

Clean.  But,  Sir,  remember  what  a  itraight  we're  in  : 
It  will  concern  us,  to  invent  fome  way 
To  fave  my  filler,  though  the  fhepherd  die  ; 
He  will  deferve  it  for  his  bold  attempt. 

Eub.  Go,  take  thy  way,  whither  thou  wilt  thy  felf ; 
That  way  is  bell:,  which  leads  me  to  my  grave.       [Exit. 

Clean.  What  luck  is  this  ?  This  is  more  hafle  than  fpeed ; 
I  am  refolv'd  (though  my  life  lie  at  flake) 
To  Hand  the  fury  of  th'  enraged  King : 
Who  knows  but  he  may  be  as  forry  for 
His  fudden  adl,  as  I  for  mine.     'Tis  here, 
To  fave  her,  though  it  coil  her  lover  dear, 

s  c  E  N  A    III. 

Sylvia,  fhyrjis,  Cleander. 

XT  AY,  flay  a  little,  Thyrfis,  we  are  fafe, 

My  wary  keepers  now  are  with  the  King. 

Tbyr.  Madam,  for  my  poor  felf  I  do  not  fear, 
But  when  I  think  on  you,  and  how  your  name, 
And  Hate,  that  is  fo  eminent,  mufl  needs 
Receive  a  certain  fcandal,  and  foul  blot, 
If  we  be  feen  together,  blame  me  not. 
Though  I  do  fear  or  doubt :  What  cruel  fate, 
Angry  with  men,  that  gave  us  hearts  alike, 
And  fortunes  fo  afunder  ?  you're  a  cedar, 
I  a  poor  fhrub,  that  may  look  up  unto  you 
With  adoration,  but  ne'er  reach  your  height. 

Syl.  But,  Thyrfis,  I  do  love  you  5  love  and  death 
Do  not  much  differ,  they  make  all  things  equal : 
The  monuments  of  Kings  may  fhew  for  them 
What  they  have  been,  but  look  upon  their  duft, 
The  colour,  and  the  weight  of  theirs,  and  beggars, 
You'll  find  the  fame  :  and  if,  'mongfl  living  men, 
Nature  has  printed  in  the  face  of  many, 
The  characters  of  noblenefs  and  worth, 
Whofe  fortune  envies  them  a  worthy  place, 
In  birth,  or  honour  ;  when  the  greateft  men 

O  2  Whom 
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Whom  file  has  courted,  bear  the  marks  of  ilaves, 
Love  fare  will  look  on  thofe,  and  lay  afide  - 
The  accidents  of  wealth  and  noble  blood, 
And  in  our  thoughts  wilt  equal  them  with  Kings. 

Tbyr.  'Tis  true,  divinefl  lady,  that  the  fouls 
Of  all  men  are  alike,  of  the  fame  fubilance, 
By  the  fame  Maker  into  all  infus'd, 
But  yet  the  feveral  matters  which  they  work  on, 
How  different  they  are,  I  need  not  tell  you  : 
And  as  thefe  outward  organs  give  our  fouls 
Or  more,  or  lefs  room,  as  they  are  contriv'd, 
To  fhew  their  luftre  ;  fo  again  comes  fortune, 
And  darkens  them,  to  whom  the  Gods  have  given 
A  foul  divine,  and  body  capable 
Of  that  divinity,  and  excellence  : 
But  'tis  the  order  of  the  Fates,  whofe  caufes 
We  mufl  not  look  into  :  But  you,  dear  Madam, 
Nature  and  fortune  have  confpir'd  to  make 
The  happieft  alive. 

Syl.  Ah  me,  moft  wretched  ! 
What  pleafure  can  there  be  in  higheft  ftate, 
Which  is  fo  crofs'd  in  love,  the  greatell  good, 
The  Gods  can  tell  how  to  bellow  on  men  ? 
*  Tbyr.  Yet  fome  do  reckon  it  the  greatell  ill, 
A  paffion  of  the  mind,  formed  in  the  fancy, 
And  lbred  to  be  the  woril  difeafe  of  reafon. 

Syl.  They  that  think  fo,  are  fuch  as  love  excludes, 
Men  full  of  age,  or  foul  deformity. 
No,  Thyrfis,  let  not  us  prophane  that  deity  : 
Love  is  divine,  the  feed  of  every  thing, 
The  caufe  why  now  we  live,  and  all  the  world. 

Tbyr.  Love  is  divine,  for  if  religion 
Binds  us  to  love,  the  Gods,  who  never  yet 
ReveaFd  themfelves,  in  any  thing,  to  us, 
But  their  bright  images,  the  faireit  creatures, 
Who  are  our  daily  objects  ;  loving  them, 
We  exercife  religion  :  let  us  not 
Be  fcrupulous,  or  fear ;  the  Gods  have  care 
Of  us,  and  of  our  piety. 

Syl.  But  taj  e  heed, 
We  cannot  be  too  v/ary  :  many  things 

Oppofe 
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Oppofe  our  wills ;  yet,  if  you  think  it  fit, 
And  this  night's  filence  will  fo  favour  us, 
We'll  go  together  :  if  we  quit  this  country, 
It  is  no  matter,  all  the  world  to  me 
Will  be  Arcadia,  if  I  may  enjoy 
Thy  company,  my  love. 

T/jyr.  No,  Sylvia, 
(Pardon  me,  dear,  if  ftill  I  call  you  fo) 
Enjoy  your  fortunes,  think  how  much  your  honour 
Muft  fuffer  in  this  acl :  For  me,  I  find, 
It  is  enough,  that  I  have  ever  lov'd  you  : 
Now  let  me,  at  the  light  of  your  bright  eye, 
Burn  like  the  bird,  whofe  fires  renew  her  neft ; 
I  mail  leave  you  behind  me  to  the  world, 
The  Phenix  of  true  love  and  conftancy  : 
Nor  is  that  bird  more  glorious  in  her  flames, 
Than  I  mall  be  in  mine,  though  they  confume  me. 

SjL  It  muft:  not  be ;  for  know,  my  deareft  fhepherd, 
I  fhali  not  tell  one  minute  after  thee ; 
I  find  my  foul  fo  link'd  to  thine,  that  death 
Cannot  divide  us. 

Thyr.  What  then  (hall  we  do  ? 
Shall  we  refolve  to  live  thus,  till  we  gr/ze 
Our  eyes  out  fir/1,  and  then  lofe  all  oar  fenfes 
In  their  fucceflion  ?  Shall  we  ftrive  to  leave 
Our  fouls  breath'd  forth  upon  each  other's  lips  ? 
Come,  let  us  pra&ife  :  This  our  envious  fates 
Cannot  deny  us. 

Enter  Cleander. 

Clean,  What  a  light  were  this, 
To  meet  her  father  ?  This  would  make  him  mad 
Indeed,  and  execute  his  rage  himfelf. 
Madam,  your  father's  here  I 
;  Syl.  Ha,  Delia  ! 
Cleander,  is  it  thou  ?  then  I'm  betray'd 
The  fecond  time,  but  muft  thy  fortune  make  thee 
The  inftrument  of  my  undoing  ftill  ? 

Clean-.  Shepherd,  I  will  not  honour  thee  fo  much 
As  to  inquire  thy  name,  thou  haft  done  that 
Thou  wilt  pay  dear  for  :  And,  I  hope,  thy  death 

O  3  Will 
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Will  take  away  the  blot  of  this  difgrace 
Th'  hall  laid  upon  the  Princefs. 

^hyr.  If  you.  do  this, 
You'll  make  me  happy,  it  was  this  I  looked  foiv 
My  trivial  adfc  of  life,  this  of  my  death 
Will  recompenfe  with  glory  ;  I  mall  die 
To  fave  my  Princefs,  and  what's  more,  to  lave 
The  life  of  her  life,  her  unfpotted  honour. 
Blefl  Lady,  though  you  are  as  innocent 
And  chafte  as  pureft  virgins,  that  have  yet 
Seen  nothing  in  a  dream,  to  warm  their  blood, 
Yet  the  malicious  world,  the  cenfuring  people, 
That  hafle  to  call:  dirt  on  the  faireft  things, 
Will  hardly  fpare  you,  if  it  once  be  known 
That  we  were  here  together  :  As  for  me, 
My  life  is  nothing  but  variety 
Of  grief  and  troubles,  which  with  conftancy 
I  have  borne  yet ;  'tis  time  that  now  I  die> 
Before  I  do  accufe  the  Gods,  that  have 
Brought  me  to  this,  and  fo  pull  on  my  death 
A  punimment      Will  you  be  merciful,. 
And  end  me  quickly  ? 

Clean.  Shepherd,  know  for  this 
Thy  refolution,  which  in  noble  bloods 
I  fcarce  have  found,  I  willingly  would  grant 
What  thou  defir'fl.     But  fomething  mult  be  known: 
Before  that  time,  either  from  you,  or  you. 

Sjl.  I  know,.  Cleander,it  is  me  you  aim  at  : 
I  do  confefs,  this  fhepherd  is  my  love  ; 
For  his  fake  I  did  leave  the  Court,  and  thee,/ 
-Unworthy  as  thou  art  to  be  his  rival. 

Clean.  Madam,  my  duty  bids  me  fpeak  to  youy 
Not  as  a  lover  now ;  but  as  you  are 
My  Princefs,  and  the  daughter  of  my  King. 
I  would  not  for  the  world  have  thofe  defires 
Which  I  had  then ;  for  fure  my  bolder  love 
Would,  have  tranfgrefs'd  the  limits  of  all  duty, 
And  would  have  dar'd  to  tell  you,  that  this  fhepherd 
Was  not  a  match  for  great  Arcadia's  heir, 
Nor  yet  one  fit  for  my  competitor. 
'Tis  not  his  outward  feature,  (which  how  fair 

It 
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It  is,  I  do  not  queiUon)  that  can  make  him 

Noble,  or  wife  :  Whereas  my  birth,  deriv'd 

From  ancient  Kings,  and  years  not  far  unfitting 

Thofe  of  your  own ;  to  thefe  my  education 

(To  you  well  known)  perhaps,  might  make  me  worthy 

Of  being  your  fervant. 

Syl.  Can'ft  thou  look  on  this, 
This  piece,  Oleander,  and  not  blufh  to  boaft 
Thy  follies  thus,  feeking  to  take  away 
From  his  full  virtue  ?   If  but  this  one  a& 
Of  his  appear  unto  the  world,  (as  know 
It  fhall ;  for  I'll  not  fhame  to  publifh  him, 
Though  I  die  for  it)  will  it  not  devour 
Thy  empty  glories,  and  thy  puft-up  nothings, 
And,  like  a  grave,  will  bury  all  thy  honours  ? 
Do,  take  his  life,  and  glory  in  that  aft, 
But  be  thou  fure,  in  him  thou  ihalt  kill  twO. 

Clean.  What  mean  you,  Madam  f 

Syl.  Not  to  live  a  minute, 
After  his  death. 

Clean.  That,  all  the  Gods  forbid. 

Syl.  No,  they  command  it  rather,  that  have  made 
Our  fouls  but  one  :  Oleander,  thou  wert  wont 
To  be  more  courteous ;  and  I  do  fee 
Some  pity  in  thee  :  if  not  for  pity's  fake, 
Yet  for  thine  own  good,  fpare  his  life,  and  take 
Mine  ;  for  thou  know' ft,  when  I  am  dead,  this  kingdom 
Thy  father  will  inherit,  or  thyfelf. 
'Tis  but  the  waiting  of  an  old  man's  death, 
Who  cannot  long  out-live  me  :  will  you  do't  ? 

Tbyr.  Sir,  you  are  noble,  I  do  fee  you  are, 
You  lov'd  this  Lady  once  :  by  that  dear  love, 
(With  me  it  was  a  conjuration 
To  draw  my  foul  out,  whilft  I  was  fo  happy) 
I  do  befeech  you,  fpare  her  noble  life, 
Her  death  will  fit  full  heavy  on  your  foul, 
And,  in  your  height  of  kingly  dignities, 
Diflurb  that  head,  which  crowns  will  give  no  reft  to. 
To  take  my  life  is  juftice. 

O  4  SjL 
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Syl.  Rather  mine  ; 
I  have  offended  in  firfl  loving  him, 
And  now  betraying  him  unto  his  end. 

Thyr.  Be  not  fo  cruel,  Madam,  to  yourfelf 
And  me,  to  envy  me  a  death  fo  noble. 
Sir,  as  you  hope  your  love  Ilia  11  ever  profper, 
Your  great  defigns,  your  fights,  (whate'er  they  are) 
As  you  do  hope  for  peace  in  your  laft  hour, 
And  that  the  earth  may  lightly  clothe  your  afhes, 
Difpatch  me  quickly,  fend  me  to  my  death. 

Clean.  A  flrange  contention  J  Madam,  will  you  pkafe, 
A  little  to  retire  :  'Tis  your  honour 
That  I  do  ftrive  to  fave,  as  well  as  life  : 
Pray  do  not  crofs  my  purpofe,  I  fhall  do 
Something  that  you  may  thank  me  for. 

Syl.  Cleander, 
Save  but  the  fftepherd,  and  I'll  crown  thy  merit. 

Clean.  Will  you  be  pleas'd  to  enter  here  ? 

Syl.  But  fwear, 
That  thou  wilt  fave  him. 

Clean.  I  mall  do  my  bell  ; 
I  dare  not  fwear,  for  'tis  not  in  my  power 
To  do  what  you  command. 

Syl,  But  will  you  fwear 
To  let  me  know  of  it  before  he  die  ? 

Clean.   I  will,  by  heaven. 

Syl.  Then  I  take  my  leave. 
And,  Thyrfis,  be  thou  fure,  whatever  fate 
Attends  thy  life,  the  fame  does  govern  mine  : 
One  kifs  I  mult  not  be  deny'd. 

Clean.  Fie,  Madam, 
How  low  is  this  in  you  ? 

Syl.  Then  thus  we  part, 
To  meet  again,  I  hope. 

Thyr.  Down,  ftubborn  heart, 
Wilt  thou  not  break  yet  ?   In  my  death  I  find 
Nothing  that's  terrible,  but  this  farewel 
Prefents  my  foul  with  ajl  the  pains  of  hell.  [Exeunt* 

SCENA 
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Mirtillus,   Chorus  of  Shepherds] 

1  Shep.  T'm  forry  that  this  bufinefs  went  not  forward. 

2  Shep.   So  am  not  I,  we're  rid  of  fo  much 
trouble. 

1  Shep.  Yet  it  is  ftrange  the  King  mould  fend  for  us, 
And  when  we  were  come,  command  us  to  return. 

Mirt.  No,  'tis  not  flrange,  it  was  his  will  to  do  fo  : 
But  if  you  have  an  itch  of  dancing,  friends, 
Next  holiday  we'll  ha't  amongil  ourfelves, 
And  every  man  mail  dance  with  his  own  fweet-heart : 
What  fay  you,  fhepherds,  wilFt  not  be  as  well  ? 

1  Shep.  It  will  be  very  fine.     But  where  is  Thyrfis  ? 

2  Shep.  Ay,  where  is  he  !  you  went  along  with  him, , 
Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Mirt,  Walking  in  a  garden, 
Where  when  I  came  to  call  him,  he  was  gone. 
2  Shep.  It  feems  he  cares  not  for  our  company. 
Mirt.  Neither  for  yours,  nor  any  man's  befides, 

1  Shep.  He  is  much  alter'd,  fince  his  love  was  loft  %  ■ 
Methinks  he  is  nothing  like  the  man  he  was. 

Mirt.  Well  then,  beware,  my  friends,  how  you  engage 
Your  felves  in  love  :  He  is  a  fair  example, 
And  Hylas  too,  he's  drooping  for  his  miftrefs : 
Daphnis  is  mad,  they  fay  ;  if  you  have  a  mind 
To  die,  or  to  run  mad,  then  be  in  love. 

2  Shep.  See  where  he  comes,  in  what  a  fume  he  is  } 
Mirt.  I  do  not  like  his  fumes  :  pray  let's  away, 

S  C  E  N  A     V. 

Daphnis,  to  him  Dorinda. 

"O  £  will  not  now  be  found  the  tray  tor ;  but 

Where'er  he  be,  nor  heaven,  nor  hell  mail  fave  him 
From  my  revenge.     To  take  away  the  life 
Of  that  fwcet  innocent,  without  whole  fight 
lie  knew  I  could  not  live,  ?.nd  to  do  this 

Oy  Utodcc 
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Under  the  name  of  friendfhip  :  O,  ye  Gods, 
What  age  can  parallel  fo  great  a  mifchief  ? 
This  is  his  magick  glafs,  which  had  the  virtue 
To  make  her  mine,  but  fent  her  to  the  Gods. 
Bleft  foul,.  I  will  revenge  thy  death,  and  then 
I'll  follow  thee  myfelf. 

Dor.  Daphnis,  my  love^ 
Whither  fo  fall  ? 

Daph.  Now,  Love,  deliver  me  ; 
And.muft  you  come  to  trouble  me  ?  Be  gone  ; 
I  cannot  ftay  to  hear  thy  tedious  follies. 

Dor.  Were  all  your  vows  then  made  but  to  abufeme? 
Are  there  not:  pains  to  punifh  perjur'd  men  ? 
And  will  they  not  o'er  take  you  ? 

Daph.  'Las,  poor  fool, 
The  Gods  do  laugh  at  fuch  flight  perjuries 
As  come  from  lovers. 

Dor.  Yet,  it  was  no  conqueft' 
To  deceive  one  that  would  be  credulous, 
A  fnnple  maid,  that  lov'd  you. 

Daph.  Then,  I  fee, 
There  is  no  end  of  women's  reafoning  ; 
Or  elfe  this  might  fumce  thee,  that  I  cannot, 
No,  nor  1  will  not  love  Uiee. 
Dor.  Never? 
Daph.  Never. 

Dor.  Go,  cruel  man,  and  if  the  God  of  love 
Will  hear  my  prayers,   thou  in  thy  love  fhalt  thrive;; 
As  X  in  mine  :  that  when  thou  art  forlorn, 
Thou  may 'ft  remember  her  thou  now  do'fl  fcorn* 


ACTUS 
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**  *********************************** 

ACTUS  V.    SCENA  I. 

Hy/as. 

IT  was  the  cruel  practice  of  my  fate, 
That  lifted  me  unto  the  height  of  blifs, 
To  make  my  fall  the  greater  :  for  no  fooner 
Did  I  enjoy  the  love  of  my  Nerina, 
But  in  a  moment  me  was  taken  from  me : 
A  love  fo  dearly  bought  with  fighs  and  tears, 
So  many  years  fpent  in  the  gaining  her, 
And  loft  in  one  poor  minute  !  It  is  better 
Always  to  live  a  miferable  life, 
Than  once  to  have  been  happy.    She  is  dead, 
And  I  alive,  that  cannot  live  without  her  : 
'Tis  fit  that  I  die  too  ;  but  by  what  means? 
By  violence  ?  No,  that  the  Gods  forbid. 
A  lingring  grief,  I  need  not  fear,  will  kill  me, 
When  every  day  I  fhall  repair,  as  now, 
Unto  her  tomb,  and  confecrate  my  tears. 
And  tearing  fighs  unto  her  blefTed  ghoit. 
Some  pitying  God,  when  Pm  diffolv'd  away 
Upon  her  afhes,  will  congeal  thofe  tears, 
That  they  may  clothe  her  duft :  whilft  fome  kind  lhepher^ 
Faffing  this  way,  does^write  this  on  her  grave ; 

See  here  "Nerina,  that  from  Myitis'  eyes 

Fed  her  fair  fiame^  now  in  their  dew  Jhe  lies* 

Thus  I  will  have  it,  fo  the  words  mail  run. 

SCENA    IT.. 

&apbnis9  Alccn^   Nerina,     To  them  Hy/as,   Montana -y 
Char i mis,   Mirtillus. 

VX  fhall  not  ferve  thy  turn,  malicious  fhepherd, 
Though  thou  haft  ta'en  my  love  away,  by  tricks, 

O  6  Yet 
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Yet  all  thy  canning,  and  thy  practices 
ShalJ  not  fecure  thee  from  my  revenge. 

Ale.  Are  thefe  the  thanks  I  have  for  that  rich  jewel 
Which  I  bellowed  on  thee,  ungrateful  man  ? 

Daph.  Yes,  for  a  poifon'd  glafs,  a  precious  jewel  i 

Ale,  I  do  coniefs  'twas  poiion'd. 

Dapb.  Do  you  lb? 
And  to  do  me  a  courtefy,  you  kilPd  her. 

Ale.  Yet  hear  me,  {he  is  not  dead  ;  and  if  {he  be, 
I'll  pay  my  life  for  hers. 

Daph.  Be  fure  thou  {halt : 
Bu.  can'ft  thou  hope  for  fuch  a  ltrong  illufion 
To  mock  my  fenfe  ?  Did  I  not  fee  her  dead  ? 

Ale,  She  did  appear  fo :  what  you  thought  was  death> 
Is  but  a  lethargy  :  though  I  profefs  not 
To  draw  the  moon  down  from  the  fphere  {lie  is  in, 
Or  make  the  fun  look  bloody  by  my  art, 
Yet  am  I  well  informed  in  every  thing 
This  glafs  is  made  of,  and  I  know  th'  effects 
It  works,  and  can  difcourfe  'em. 

Daph.   Let  me  hear  them. 

Ale,  Have  patience,  and  you  mall ;  the  glafs  you  fee 
Of  this  rate  mirrour  which  1  gave  you,  is 
Made  of  a  Memphian  ftone,  that  has  the  power 
To  bring  a  deadly  fieep  on  all  the  fenfes : 
With  it,  to. make  th'  effects  more  Urong,  is  mingled 
The  quinteilencc,  extracted  in  a  limbeck, 
Of  the  Torpedo,  which  has  fuch  a  quality, 
That  if  the  ftther  touch  it  with  his  hook, 
A  poifon  ftrait  will  creep  through  all  his  veins, 
Till  it  benumb  his  fenfes  :  Tins  compounded, 
And  made  into  a  ghffy  metil,  foon 
Reflects  upon  the  eyes  of  him  that  looks  in't 
A  ileepy  poifon,  which  will  ltupify 
The  vital  parts.     Yet,  Jie  that  gave  it  me, 
Taught  me  the  cordial  water,  which  he  us'd 
To  reitore  fpirits  and  heat  uni.o  thole  vitals ; 
And  I  have  brought  it  with  rne  for  our  purpofe: 
What  have  I  wrong'd  you  now?  Or  is  my  preient 
Worthy  the  ;Lanks  you  give  me? 

Daph, 
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Dapb.  Yet  you  were 
To  blame,  that  you'd  not  tell  me  this  before 
I  gave  it  her. 

Ale.  In  that,  I  ihew'd  my  love ; 
For  I  did  fear  your  refolution, 
Though  I  were  certain  of  recovering  her. 

Dapb.  And  what  mull  now  be  done  ? 

Ale.  Here,  where  you  found  me, 
I  faw  her  laid,  and  buried  in  the  clothes 
She  wont  to  wear,  her  father  fo  would  have  it : 
I  waited  on  the  funeral,  with  purpofe 
To  fee  the  Hone  laid  hollow  on  her  grave, 
For  fear  of  hurting  her. 

Dapb.  It  was  well  done. 

Ale.  Here  Til  apply  my  medicine  \  you  fhall  fee 
Whether  I  lye  or  no. 

Dapb.  Let's  lofe  no  time. 
I  long  to  fee  my  love  alive  again. 

Ale.  Then  help  to  lift  this  Hone ;  fee  where  ihe  Vlg'j*, 
The  fame  Nerina  ? 

Dapb.  She  is  dead.  I  fee. 

Ale.  Love  is  frill  full  of  fears :  give  me  the  water. 

Dapb.  Here,  but  take  heed  it  do  not  fpoil  her  face. 

Ale.  If  me  be  dead,  you  need  not  fear  the  change 
Of  any  colour  5  what  a  child  is  love  ? 

Dapb.  The  Gods,  I  fee,  will  not  let  beauty  ^iq  z 
She  breathes,  (he  iiivs,  her  eyes  begin  to  open 
.As  after  fleep.     O  miracle ! 

Ale .  How  now  ? 
Is  (he  alive  ?  Will  you  believe  your  fenfe  ? 
Now  I  have  put  her  in  your  hands,  be  fure 
You  do  not  1st  her  go,  and  lofe  no  time. 
If  you  give  credit  to  her  words,  you're  loft. 
What  cannot  womens  words  and  flatteries 
EfFed  with  fimple  lovers  ?    I  hink  on  that, 
Be  confident:  I'll  leave  you  to  your  fate. 

Ner,  Ye  Gods,  where  am  I  now  ?  What  place  is  this  ? 
What  light  is  this  I  fee  ?  Art  the  fame  things 
Seen  in  this  new  world,  as  t'Lcy  are  in  th'  otner? 
Or  in  the  grave  do  men  fee  waters,  trees,, 
As  I  do  now,  and  all  things  as  I  iiv'd? 
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But  fure  I  live  ftill :  If  I  do,  why  then 

Was  I  here  buried  amongft  thefe  flowers  ? 

Sure  I  am  dead  ;  but  yet  I  walk  and  fpeak* 

And  I  have  heard  that  thofe  who  once  are  dead*, 

Can  never  ufe  their  voice,  or  action. 

But  who  is  this  I  fee  here  ?  Daphnis,  ha ! 

Are  you  dead  too,  as  well  as  I  ? 

Daph.  No,  Sweet, 
I  live  to  be  the  fervant  of  Nerina. 

Ner.  Ay,  fo  faid  Hylas,  whilft  Iliv'd  with  him. 

Daph.  She  thinks  of  Hylas  ftill,  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Ner.  But  tell  me,  Daphnis,  in  what  place  am  I  ? 

Daph.  In  Daplmis'  heart  you  live,  and  ever  did. 

Ner.  And  fo  iaid-Hylas,  when  we  hVd  together. 

Daph.  O  Gods  again  ?  Nerina,  think  not  on  him  ; 
You  mull  love  me. 

Ner.  Mull  they  in  this  new  world, 
As  they  have  changed  their  lives,  fo  change  their  loves  ^ 
I  aever  fhall  do  that. 

Daph.  You  are  deceiv'd  : 
You  are  not  dead. 

Ner.  Not  dead  ?  How  came  I  hither  then  ? 

Daph.  By  my  device,  to  keep  me  company. 

Ner.  But  will  you  not  declare,  how  I  came  hither  ? 

Daph.  Afk  me  not  that,  but  go  along  with  me, 

Ner.  Stay,  ihepherd,  whither  would  you  have  me  go  ? 

Daph.  Where  love  and  filence  fhall  befriend  us  belt.. 

Ner.  But  tell  me,  Daphnis ;  was  not  I  once  dead  ? 

Daph.  You  were  ;  but  I,  your  fervant,  chang'd  that  deatk; 
Into  a  fleep. 

Ner.  I  know  not  what  you  mean ; 
Gan  you  change  death  into  a  fleep  ? 

Daph.  I  can, 
And  did  for  love  of  you. 

Ner.  This  is  a  riddle ; 
Pray  let  me  know  what  you  do  mean  by  it  ? 

Daph.  Come  with  me, .  and  you  fhall.  •■ 

Ner.  Nay,   tell  me  firft. 

Daph.  Then  know,  fair  fhepherdefs,  that  when  I  faw  ; 
My  love,  my  fervices,  my  gifts,   my  vows, 
X>id  all  return  to  me  without  your  love, 

r 
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Ihad  recourfe  unto  this  artifice, 
A  pleafantone  of  love's  invention, 
Which  you  may  well  remember. 

Ner.  What  was  that  ? 

Daph.  I  did  prefent  you  with  a  looking- glafs, 

Ner.  You  did,  but  what  of  that  ? 

Daph.  Nothing  at  all. 
Pray  go  this  way  with  me. 

Ner.  But  tell  me  firfl. 

Daph.  That  call  you  into  this  deep  lethargy : 
Such  was  the  magick  of  it. 

Ner.  To  what  purpofe 
Did  you  do  this  ? 

Daph.  To  make  you  mine. 

Ner.  Yours,  Daphnis? 
How  could  you  hope  that  without  my  confent  ? 

Daph.  My  fervices  I  thought  would  merit  it ; 
Befides,  the  world  not  dreaming  but  you  were 
Dead,  and  here  buried,  we  two  might  live 
Together,  without  being  known  to  any. 

Ner.  But  could  you  pra&ife  tricks  on  thofe  you  love  ? 
Now  you  are  paid  with  your  own  artifice  r 
For  know,  there's  none  that  can  difpofe  of  me, 
But  Hylas,  who  has  long  preferv'd  my  heart ; 
And  now  my  father,  (whom  I  did  refolve 
For  ever  to  obey)  has  made  him  mine, 
By  giving  his  confent,  which  had  not  been 
But  for  this  trick  of  yours. 

Daph.  Why  then  it  feems 
You  do  not  love  me? 

Ner.  Love  you !  Know,  I  had 
Rather  embrace  my  death  again,  than  thee. 

Daph.  Then 'tis  no  time  to  dally,  come  alongj 
Or  I  will  force. you. 

Ner.  Help  me,  fhepherds,  help. 

Daph.  Fool,  flop  your  mouth,  no  human  help  fhall 
fave  thee. 

Enter  Hylas. 

Hyl.  This  is  the  place  where  I  am  come  to  pay 
My  tears'  firft  facrifice,  upon  this  tomb 
That  glories  in  the  fpoils  of  all  my  wealth.  Ner. 
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Ner.  Hylas,  come  help  me;  fee'it  thou  not,  that  Daphms 
Will  ravifh  me  ? 

Hyl.  Ha !  what  do  I  hear  ? 
The  voice  of  my  Nerina  ?  fo  fhe  fpake 
When  fhe  did  live ;  but  now,  alas,  flie's  dead : 
Some  devil  mocks  me  with  a  vifion, 
And  voice  unto  it. 

Ner.  Will  you  fee  me  raviuYd 
Before  your  face  ?  O  Hylas !  oh  my  Love ! 

Hyl.  'Tis  fhe,  it  is  no  vifion  :  hold,  ravifher, 
My  love  thou  can'ft  not  take  without  my  life.. 

Enter  Mirtillus,  Mont  anus,    CharinkK. 

Mirt.  What  noife  is  this  ? 

Mont.  Some  fhriek  much  like  a  woman's. . 

Ner.  Oh  help  my  love,  Mirtillus. 

Mirt.  Shepherd,  hold, 
Let  go  this  nymph. 

Daph.  Or  death,  or  viclory 
Shall  crown  my  enterprize, 

Char.  Who  makes  this  out-cry  ? 

Mirt.  Sir,  I  fhall  cool  you,  if  you  be  fo  hot; . 

Char.  My  daughter  here  !  Was  fhe  not  buried  ? 
Away  foul  fpirit,  away !  let's  part  thefe  ihepherds. 

Ner.  O  father,  do  you  think  that  I  am  dead, 
I  am  alive,  as  you  are ;  touch  me,  fee. 

Char.  She  is  alive  indeed !  how  canVft  thou  hither  ? 

Ner.  Daphnis,  whom  you  would  have  to  be  my  hufband,  , 
Brought  me  to  this  fuppofed  death  and  grave. 

Char.  By  what  ftrange  means,  Nerina  ? 

Ner.  By  the  glafs 
You  bid  me  I  ihould  take :  he  has  confefs'd 
To  me,  that  it  was  poiion'd. 

Char.  Can  it  be? 
Can  Daphnis  do  this  ?  He  had  little  reafon. 

Daph.  She  was  a  fool  to  cry,  I  Ihould  ha'  pleas 'd  her  . 
Ere  this,  perhaps. 

Char.  Here,    Hylas,  take  my  daughter, 
For  fhe  is  thine:  you,  Daphnis,   I  did  further 
In  all  I  could,  till  you  would  find  a  trick 
To  put  your  felf  befide  her,  . 
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Ner.  I  forgive  him : 
For  though  it  was  ill  meant,  yet  did  it  fort, 
By  accident,  unto  my  good. 

Mont.  But  will 
Our  laws  permit  a  ravimer  to  live  ? 

Hyl.  No,  no,  Montanus :  let  him  live,  and  envy 
Our  prefent  happinefs. 

Daph.  Cover,  you  Gods, 
The  world  in  publick  ruin,   or  elfe  mew  me 
A  way  to v  hide  my  fhame. 

Mont.  What  will  he  do  ? 

Mire.  He  will  go  hang  himfelf:  what  plots  he  had 
To  fool  himfelf  with ! 

Mont.  They  that  pra&ife  tricks, 
Find  them  as  jades,  that  throw  'em  firft,  then  luck  \ em* 
As  his  has  done. 

Char.  Come,  fhepherds,  let's  away, 
And  folemnize  thefe  nuptials. 

Mirt.   Stay,  Montanus, 
Did  the  King  fend  for  you  ? 

Mont.   He  did. 

Mirt.  And  how? 

Mont.  The  meffage  came  from  Thyrfis. 

Mirt.    I'll  go  with  you : 
'Tis  it  range  the  King  mould  fend  for  you :   pray  heaven 
Thyrfis  have  done  no  mifchief  there,  he's  handlbme, 
Of  a  good  grace,  and  moving  eloquence : 
Perhaps  fome  lady  may  have  taken  him 
Up  for  her  felf,  and  he,  I'll  lay  a  wager, 
Will  be  fo  fqueamifh,  that  if  Sylvia 
Come  in  his  mind,  he  ne'er  will  do  her  reafon,. 
And  then  her  plot  will  be  how  to  betray  him : 
Would  I  were  in  his  place. 

Mont.  I  would  thou  wert, 
So  he  were  fafe. 

Mirt.  I  would  comply,  ne'er  fear  it ; 
They  live  a  heavenly  life  of  love  in  Court, 
To  that  which  we  do  here ;  a  miftrels  there 
Will  fatisfy  the  longings  of  her  lover, 
And  never  trouble  Hymen  for  the  matter: 
Then  if  they  like  not,  they  may  look  elfewhere. 

Ment. 
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Mont,  Thou  wilt  be  punifh'd  one  day  for  thy  mifchief. 

Mirt.  The- mifchief 's  in  my  tongue,  I  ne'er  do  any. 

Mont.  No,  I  have  heard  that  Stella  was  with  child- 
By  thee,  and  thou  muft  father  it. 

Mirt.  Who,  I? 
Take  me  at  that  once,  fathering  of  children, 
And  make  me  common  father  of  them  all : 
A  child's  a  pretty  thing,  and  I  mould  joy 
To  fee  one  of  mine -own.     I'll  tell  thee  truth,, , 
Montanus,  by  this  hand  I  never  lay 
With  any  woman  in  my  life. 

Mont.  How  then'? 
You  have  courted  all ;  who  is  it  that  Mirtillus  • 
Has  not  profefs'd  to  love  ? 
4      Mirt.  I  do  confefs  it, 
And  that  is  all  I  could  do ;  for  before 
I  could  get  earneft  of  any  one's  love, 
To  whom  I  made  addrefs ;  even  file  would  fay, 
You  have  another  miftrefs,  go  to  her, 
I  will  not  be  her  ftale :  and  fo  by  this  means, 
Hot  this,  nor  that  would  do  me  any  reafon. 

Mont,  You  had  ill  luck,  it  feems,  'twas  not  your  fault, 

Mirt.  No,  for  if  they  would  believe  me,  I  did  fwcar 
I  had  no  other.     Pray,  Montanus,  tell  me, 
For  you  have  known  the  feveral  ways  of  wooing, 
Which  is  the  beft,  and  fafefi  * 

Mont.  O  Mirtillus, 
Grey  hairs  have  put  the  wilder  thoughts  of  love 
Out  of  my  head  ;  cold  blood  and  frozen  limbs, 
Fright  all  thofe  heats  away,  in  place  of  which, 
Difcretion  and  fobriety  mould  come. 
>h         Mirt.  But- 1  have  heard,  old  men  do  fometimes  love/ 

Mont.  They  doat,  Mirtillus,  give  it  the  right  name  $ 
In  old  men's  bloods  Cupid  does  quench  his  flames. 
But  as  we  go,  I'll  tell  thee,  not  to  love 
At  all  is  bell ;  but  if  you  needs  muit  love, 
Love  one,  and  feek  no  further,  thou  wilt  find 
Enough  of  her,  if  once  fhe  prove  unkind. 

SCENA. 
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SCENA    III. 

Daphnis,  Alcon.     To  Daphnis,  Dorinda* 
*"THere  is  no  way  to  avoid  the  fhame  of  this : 

Each  fhepherd's  boy  that  fings  unto  his  flock, 
Will  make  me  the  fcorn'd  fubjeft  of  his  fong. 

Ale.  Had  you  been  fudden,  as  I  counfel'd  you, 
You  had  not  faiFd :  but  you  young  men  do  neveT 
Go  through  with  any  thing. 

Dor.  For  heaven's  fake, 
Call  not  that  wicked  deed  ta  my  remembrance, 
I  do  repent  me,  that  I  e'er  began  it: 
I  would  not  for  a  world  have  ended  it: 
Nerina's  chafte,  and' fair,  and  I  a  villain. 
Leave  me,  I  pray ;  for  fomething  tells  me,  you 
Did  iirft  advile  me  to  this  damned  aft; 

Ale.  Nay,  if  you  prize  my  friendfhip  at  this  rate, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  penance.  [Exit* 

Daph.  This  old  man 
Is  full  of  malice,  nothing  troubles  him ; 
The  ills  that  he  has  done,  fly  from  his  thoughts,. 
And  he  rejpices-  that  lie  did  them  queintly : 
I  have  begun  my  youth,  as  if  I  meant 
To  have  my  age  fo  punifh'd  as  his  is. 

Enter  Dorinda. 

Who's  this  ?  Dorinda !  I  have  done  her  wrong: 
I  fued  for  love  to  her  firft,  which  obtain' d, 
I  ftuck  difgraces  on  her ;  let  ■  me  afk 
Forgivenefs  now,  for  'twere  too  much. to  hope, 
That  me  mould  love  one  ftainM  with-  &ch  a  deed 
As  I  have  done,  fo  foul  and  impious. 

Dor.  Great  Love,  if  yet  thou  art  not  fatisfied 
With  all  the  wrongs  I  have  fuftain'd  for  thee  ; 
My  blood,  I  hope,  thy  anger  will  appeafe, 
Which  thou  may'ft  glut  thy  felf  with. 

Daph.  Gentle  nymph. 

Dor.  I've  been  too  gentle,  do  not  mock  me  with't : 
O  Daphnis,  is  it  you?  This  is. -not  well, 

To, 
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To  mock  me  thus ;  your  looks  when  arm'd  with  frowns, 
Gave  not  my  heart  fo  deep  a  wound  as  this. 

Daph.  I  mean  no  fcorn,  I  come  to  afkyour  pardon 
For  what  I've  done  already,  not  to  heap 
More  fins  upon  my  head. 
Dor.  'Tis  very  flrange. 

Daph.  But  true,  Dorinda  ;  will  you  fpit  upon  me  ? 
Take  your  revenge,  for  I  have  well  defer  v'd  it. 

Dor.  But  is  this  ferious,  Daphnis?  Oh  take  heed, 
Crack  not  my  heart  with  fuch  a  load  of  grief 
And  fcorn,  (o  preft  as  this  is ;  if  you  do, 
The  Gods  will  punifh  it :  for  though  they  have 
Neglected  me  thus  long,  they  will  revenge 
Such  injuries  as  thefe. 

Daph.  My  many  ills 
Difcredit  my  repentance :  if  my  words 
Can  find  no  faith  with  you,  believe  my  tears, 
Indeed  they  are  not  feign'd. 
Dor.  Even  fo  you  look'd 
When  firft  you  ftole  my  heart :   but  I  forgive  you, 
1  Whate'er  become  of  me ;  I  ftill  muft  love  you. 

Daph.  Forgive  me  firft,  and  then  I  will  begin 
By  my  endeavours  and  true  fervices 
To  deferve  fomething  of  you,  if  not  love. 

Dor.  There  is  not  that  hard-heartednefs  in  man 
Which  I  did  think,  for  he  repents,  I  fee ; 
O  Daphnis,  if  thou  mean'ftnot  thisas  fcorn, 
Take  me  into  thine  arms,  and  I  will  be 
Thy  Have. 

Daph.  Ofay  not  fo,  let  me 
Rather  be  thine  ;  it  will  be  pride  in  me 
To  be  ambitious  of  it. 
Dor.  Oh  my  heart ! 
What  fudden  joy  thou  ftrik'ft  into  it  now  ! 
But  yet  methinks  I  fear  thou  doft  not  love  me. 

Daph.  Why  fhould  you  fear?  By  Pan,  you  are  tome 
Whate'er  you  can  imagine  ;  equal,  above 
All  that  I  e'er  thought  fair ;  and  if  you  be 
Content  to  hide  my  faults,  and  take  me  to 
Your  nuptial  bed,  (which  yet  I  dare  not  hope) 
But  if  you  will>  whene'er  that  day  {hall  come, 
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Th'  embraces  of  ray  love  and  me,  fhall  be 
Such  as  the  Cyprian  boy  from  our  abundance, 
Shall  take  his  fires  to  kindle  other  hearts, 
Yet  leave  with  us  a  flame,  which  we  will  cheriih, 
And  keep  alive  unto  eternity. 

Dor.  Women  are  ever  credulous,  mod  then, 
When  knowledge  of  the  truth  would  but  afflict  them  : 
1  dare  not  now  diftruft  you,  though  I  knew 
What  you  have  faid  were  falfe,  it  has  a  femblance 
Of  fuch  a  pleaiing  truth :  give  me  thy  hand, 
And  take  thou  mine ;    whilft  we  walk  thus  intwin'd, 
I  fhali  think  Daphnis  never  was  unkind. 

S  C  E  N  A     IV. 

Eubulus9  Cleander :  to  them  Thyrfis,  Sylvia. 

ytf H  A  T,  are  they  dead  ?  is  the  King's  will  obey'd  ? 

Clean,  No,  Sir,  they  live,,  and  Hymen  in  his  bands 
Has  ty'd  them  both ;  the  happier!  knot  that  e'er 
Knit  two  fuch  equal  hearts  and  loves  together  : 
Oh  I  am  ravihVd  with  the  news,  my  joy 
Is  greater  now,  than  if  hYhad  been  the  daughter 
Unto  our  King,  and  I  had  married  her. 

Eub.  I  am  amaz'd  ;  pray  Jove  thou  be'ft  not  mad. 

Clean.  Somewhat  exalted,  Sir,  beyond  my  felf, 
But  yet  not  mad.    Go,  Sir,  unto  the  King ; 
Tell  him,  Cleander  lives  to  make  him  happy. 

Eub.  Sure  thou  wilt  come  unto  thy  felf  anon, 
Pry  thee  bethink  thee. 

Clean.  Yes,  Sir,  I  do  think, 
And  know  that  I  have  news  to  make  him  live, 
And  you  an  age  yet  longer. 

Eub.  This  is  ftrange. 

Clean.  'Tis  true. 

Eub.  But  what  is  true  ? 

Clean.  'Tis  true,  my  lifter 
Shall  be  a  Queen. 

Eub,  If  ihe  do  live,  I  think 
She  will ;  but  yet  you  know  we  were  commanded 
To  cut  that  life  off. 

Clean, 
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Clean.  But  your  hafty  fon, 
That  came  fo  fpeedy  with  a  fatal  meffage, 
Was  not  fo  forward  now  -,  they  both  do  live, 
And  both  are  married. 

Eub.  Jupiter  forbid  ! 

Clean.  The  fates  command  it,  'tis  their  proper  work 
The  fhepherd  is  a  Prince,  your  Prince,   and  mine, 
And  married  to  my  filler. 

Eub.  Ha!  what's  that? 
Prithee  digeft  thy  troubled  thoughts,  and  tell  me 
What  Prince  is  this  thou  mean' ft  ? 

Clean.  Archigenes. 

Eub.  Thou  dream' ft,  it  cannot  be. 

Clean.  No  ;  then  come  forth! 
You  Royal  Pair,  and  teftify  your  felves. 

Enter  Thyrfis  and  Sylvia* 

Syl.  Father,  your  blelTing. 

Eub.  Ha! 

dean.  Nay,  I've  told  all. 
She  knows  me  is  your  daughter  :  look,  Sir,  here ; 
Here  we  muft  place  our  reverence. 

Eub.  Who's  this  ? 

Clean.  Not  yet?  then  look  upon  this  circle,  that 
You  know  for  certain,  though  you  know  not  him. 

Eub.  'Tis  it,  it  is  the  fame  :  Archigenes 
Son  of  Euarchus  and  Eudora  : 
This  is  my  character,  and  this  my  feal. 

Thyr.  Sir,  I  have  heard  that  by  your  piety, 
My  infant  life  was  fav'd  ;  now  by  the  goodneis 
Deriv'd  from  you,  unto  your  fon,  I  have 
Not  only  found  my  life,  but  my  content, 
The  fum  of  all  my  hcpes,  this  lady  here, 
Without  wh-->fe  love  my  life  had  been  a  torment. 

Syl.  And  I  the  happier!  maid  that  ever  was 
Conducted  by  the  power  of  fimple  love, 
Have  found  in  place  of  him  I  thought  a  fhepherd, 
A  princely  lover. 

Eub.  Rife,  Calligone : 
The  Gods  are  juft,  I  fee,  that  favouring 
My  innocence,  have  brought  this  match  about. 


But 
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"'"But  fay,  Cleander,  what  fate  guided  thee 
To  this  diicovery  ? 

Clean.  Sir,  fhould  I  tell  you., 
How  many  ways  I  call  to  lave  my  filler 
After  theiatalmeffage  which. I  brought, 
I  fhould  be  tedious,  and  keep  you  from 
What  you  do  long  to  hear :  in  ihort,  I.foon 
Refolv'd  to  make  away  this  royal  fhepherd  : 
And  knowing  that  in  this  affair,  tokeep.it 
Secret,  difpatch  was  needful,  I  commanded 
A  fervant,  of  whofe  faith  and  courage  I 
Was  well  afTur'd,  to  kill  him  in  my  prefence. 

Euh.  "f  is  flrange,  thou  fhould'fl  be  prefent  at  a  murder. 

Clean.  'Twas  a  neceffity  was  laid  upon  me, 
Eecaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  fee  him  dead, 
I  bad  him  choofe  his  death  ;  when  manfully 
He  faid,   he  car'd  not  how,  fo  he  might  die. 
I  knew  to  flrangle  him,  was  the  readier!  way,, 
Which  death  himfelf  was  ready  to  embrace.: 
This  his  fo  noble  refolutioa, 
Did  flartle  me  from  mine ;  my  fervant's  hands 
Trembled  for  fear, 

Prefaging  what  a  fin  they  were  to  acl : 
He  bad  him  be  afTur'd  he  would  not  flart, 
And  often  calPd  him  to  difpatch  him  quickly. 

Syl.  What  man  could  have  a  heart  for  fuch  a  deed, 
And  fee  his  face? 

Clean.  The  Prince,  before  he  came 
To  put  the  fatal  twill  about  his  neck, 
Befought  me,  as  I  ever  hop'd  for  peace, 
I  mould  preferve  the  Princefs ;  this  I  promis'd, 
And„whatfoever  elfe  he  would  dtfire. 
He  anfwered,  nothing  now,  but  hafly  death  ; 
Then  flripping  off  his  doublet,  I  efpy'd 
With  a  quick  eye  this  golden  circle  here, 
When  haflily  I  bid  rny  fervant  hold, 
And  let  him  go.     He  afk'd  me  why  [  flaid,j 
I  told  him,  that  about  his  neek  was  Sacred. 
He  would  have  rent  it  off,  but  I  forbad  it. 

Eub.  What  did  you  then  ? 

Clean. 
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Clean,  Sir,  I  did  well  remember 
What  I  had  heard  of  th'  oracle  and  you, 
Which,  with  the  computation  of  his  years, 
I  found  agreeing  to  make  up  a  truth 
Which  you  before  afTur'd  me.    Then  I  afk'd  him, 
Whether  he  would  be  married  to  the  Princefs 
Before  he  died ;  he  thought  that  I  had  mock'dhim^ 
And  faid,  I  pra&is'd  tyranny  upon  him  : 
Then  went  I  to  my  filler,  and  defir'd 
The  fame  of  her.     In  fine,  I  faw  them  both 
Join  hands  and  hearts  together,  but  the  Prince 
Thought  this  a  dream  of  life,  which  certain  death 
Would  wake  him  from,  until  I  did  affure  him 
Of  his  great  flate,  and  that  his  love,  whom  now 
He  thought  to  be  the  Princefs,  was  my  filler  ; 
All  which  I  did  refer  unto  your  knowledge. 

Eub.  This  day  for  ever  let  it  holy  be, 
And  you  whom  love  has  brought  through  deep  defpair, 
Unto  the  haven  of  your  happinefs, 
Enjoy  each  other  freely.     Of  you,  brave  Jhepherd, 
(But  now  my  Prince)  I  mail  inquire  anon 
Where,  and  with  whom  you  liv'd . 

Tfoyr.  Sir,  thefhepherd, 
Whom  I  call  father,  itays  without ;  Montanws 
His  name  is,  by  whofe  gentle  hands  (as  he 
Has  often  told  me)  I  was  refcu'd  firft 
From  cold  and  death,  fince  under  his  kind  roof 
FofterM,  and  bred  as  his. 

Eub.  Go,  call  him  in. 

Enter  Montenus,  Mirtillvs. 

You're  welcome  both,  you  may  applaud  your  fortune 

That  brought  you  fuch  a  ihepherd  :  ilay  all  here, 

Whilft  I  go  to  the  King.     This  day  wi  1  add 

More  years  unto  his  life,  when  he  fhall  fay, 

No  day  fhone  brighter  on  Arcadia.  [Exit, 

Mont.  We  are  both  come  to  do  our  duties  to  you  : 
I  as  being  fent  for,  and  Mirtillus  with  me, 
To  celebrate  your  joys.    Within  a  while, 
The  ihepherds  and  the  nymphs  will  all  be  here. 
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Thyr.  My  old  companions  fhall  be  welcome  all, 
As  you  are  now  ;  I  never  fhall  forget 
Your  courtefy,  nor  theirs. 

SyL  Nor  I  the  nymphs 
Once  my  dear  fellows ;  but  you,   Mirtillus, 
Though  you  didfcorn  to  love,  yet  could  you  fing 
Well,  if  you  lifted  of  it. 

Clean.  Can  ihepherds  then 
Defpife  that  deity  which  we  adore  ? 

Mirt.  Madam,  I  reverence  it  in  you, 
The  perfecYfl  pattern  of  a  conftant  lover, 
And  in  the  honour  of  your  nuptials 
I  have  a  fong,  which  if  your  Grace  will  hear^  • 
.'Twill  entertain  the  time. 

SyL  Letitbefung., 

SO  N  G. 

Hymen,  God  of  marriage-bed, 
Be  thou  ever  honoured : 
Thou,  vohofe  torches  purer  lights  ■ 
Death's  fad  tapers  did  affright P 
And  inftead  of funeral fires , 
Kindled  lovers  chafe  defires  : 

May  their  love 

Ever  prove 
True  and  conftant ;  let  not  age 
Knovj  their  youthful  heat  fajfuagef 

2. 

Maids  prepare  the  genial  bed, 

Then  come  night,  and  hide  that  red 

Which  from  her  cheeks,  his  heart  does  lurh  / 

'TV//  the  envious  day  return, 

And  the  lufty  bridegroom  fay, 

I  have  chac"  d  her  fears  avjayy 

And  inftead 

Of  virgin-head, 
Given  her  a  greater  good, 
Pcrfeclion,  atid  vjoman-hGod. 

Thyr.  Thanks,  good  Mirtillus ;  this  indeed  was.  proper 
Unto  your  iubjecl. 

Vol.  Vli;  £  '  Miff. 
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Mirt.  Your  thrice  happy  match, 
Being  but  now  come  to  my  knowledge,  made  me 
Contract  my  felf  into  a  ftraiter  room, 
Than  the  large  fubject  might  afford. 

Clean.  The  King  f 

To  thefe,  Euarchus,  Eubulus. 

Euar.  Although  I  wonder,  yet  I  do  believe  thee> 
My  faithful  counfellor. 

Eub.  Your  Majeily 
Has  found  me  always  real,  but  this  truth 
The  oracle's  accompljfhment  will  prove, 
That  did  foretel  their  match. 

Euar.  Read  it,  Eubulus, 
Once  more  ;  and  then  call  in  my  fon  and  daughter. 

Eub.  If 'e'er  thy  iffue  male  thou  livft  to  fee, 

The  child  thou  think' ft  is  thine,  thine  Jb all  not  he. 

Euar,  Calligone  is  not  my  child  ;  proceed  : 

Eub.    His  life  Jhall  he   obfcure,  twice  fhall  thy   hate 
Doom  him  to  death,  yet  Jhall he  / 'ape  that  fate, 

Euar.  'Tis  true,  that  twice  I  did  command  his  death, 
Firfl  thinking  him  a  baftard,  then  a  fhep herd, 
For  his  offence :  The  Gods  are  juft.    Go  on. 

Eub.  Andthoufhalt  li<ve  to  fee  >  that  not  long  after 
Thy  only  fon  Jhall  cwed  thy  only  daughter, 

Euar.  This  was  a  riddle  ever  till  this  day, 
Their  marriage  has  made  it  plain.     Eubulus,. 
Call  in  Archigenes,  and  call  thy  daughter 
The /air  Calligone,  that  J  may  pour 
My  bleffings  on  them :  and  I  long  to  fee 
Thofe  characters,  thou  writ*ft  about  his  neck, 
That  I  may  call  him  mine. 

Eub.  See  where  they  are  I 

Euar.  Archigenes,  come  nearer,  for  thou  art 
A  ftranger  yet,  although  thou  be  my  fon. 
The  character  is  plain,  it  is  the  fame 
Eubulus  writ  to  me:  ye  heavenly  powers, 
Give  me  a  heart  that  may  be  large  enough 
1"  exprefsmy  joy  for  thefe,  and  thanks  tO}Ou. 

-    Thjr, 
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Tbyr.  My  royal  father,  (for  I  am  inftrufted 
To  call  you  fo)  if  I  have  done  amifs 
In  hailing  to  this  match,  I  affc  your  pardon. 

Syi.  And  I  for  daring  to  afpire  fo  high 
Without  your  leave. 

Euar.  Rife  both,  you  have  my  blefling, 
But  who  are  thefe  ? 

Tbyr.  This  is  the  fhepherd,  Sir, 
Who  took  me  up  iirft,  whom  till  now  I  calPd 
Father,  and  he  defer  v'd  it  for  his  care. 

Euar.  Eubulus,  this  is  he  ;  Montanus,  is  it  not  ?  j 

Eub.  He  is  deliver'd  to  me  for  the  fhepherd, 
Of  whom  your  Majefty  may,  if  you  pleafe, 
Be  well  inform'd  of  all  thofe  paffages 
I  left  untold. 

Euar.  Some  other  time  we'll  hear  them : 
Let  him  be  well  rewarded, 

Tbyr.  Sir,  thefe  ihepherds 
Are  come  to  entertain  your  Majefty, 
With  their  devices,  as  their  cuftom  is  ; 
In  which  fometimes,  until  my  fortune  chang'd, 
I  bore  a  part. 

Euar.  Let  them  be  feafted  all, 
And  iludy  fomething  new  to  celebrate 
Thefe  nuptials,  which  I  will  have  proclaim'd 
Throughout  my  kingdom :  and  Eubulus,  fee 
That  every  thing  be  fitted  for  their  honour. 
Come,  let  us  to  the  Temple,  that  we  may 
With  holy  facrirlee  appeaie  the  Gods, 
Whole  great  decrees,  though  we  did  llrive  to  hinder^. 
Yet  are  they  now  fuifuTd.     It  is  in  vain 
T'  oppofe  the  Fates,  whofe  laws  do  all  conftrain. 
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The  EPILOGUE  to  the  King 
and  Qu  e  e  n. 


TO  you,  moft  Royal  Pair,  vjhofe  Lives  have  brought 
Virtue  in  fajhion,  and  the  World  have  taught  > 
That  chafe  innocuous  Sports  become  the  Stage , 
No  lefs  than  civil  Manners  do  the  Age  ; 
We  dedicate  this  Piece,  but  yet  vjith  Fears, 
To  have  difpleas  *d  Jo  chajie,  fo  tender  Ears  ; 
Which,  if  you  free  us  from,  voe^ll  call  this  Play% 
No  more  the  Shepherd's,  'but  our  Holiday. 


The  End  of  the  Seventh  Volume, 
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